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BT  MISS  CRtTMPE, 


AF7H0R  OF   "  OEBALDINE  OF  DESMOND  ; 

OR, 
IRELAND  IN  THE  REION  OP  ELIZABETH/ 
•  See,  &c.  &C. 


ft 


**  Has  Godlike  Charles  (such  matchless  glories  past) 
Ck>nquer'd  so  oft,  to  be  subdued  at  last  ?  " 

Odx  bt  a  Scotch  Orriczs  ix  1746. 

**  A  race  of  ruggetl  Mariners  are  these  ; 
Unpolish  d  men,  and  bolst'rous  as  their  seas  ; 
The  native  Islander*  alone  tlieir  care. 
And  hat4;ful  he  that  breathes  a  foreign  air." — Popk. 

'*  ril  read  you  matter  deep  and  dangerous  ; 
As  fViU  of  peril  and  advent'rous  spirit, 
As  to  o'er  walk  a  current,  roaring  loiid. 
On  the  nnsteadfkst  footing  of  a  spear."-->SHAK8PEARK. 
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TO  THE 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LORD  MONTEAGLE. 


Ht  dear  Lord, 

The  memories  of  by-gone  days  which  justify  past 

I  and  present  esteem,  induce  me  to  dedicate  the  following 

i  l)c^es  to  your  Lordship. 

I  In  a  pMic  point  of  view,  I  feel  they  are  inscribed  with 

peculiar  propriety  to  one  who  doubtless  is  familiar  witli 
the  Historical  events  they  record,  some  of  which  being 

I  connected  with  Ireland  may  possess  an  especial  interest  for 

her  Political  Advocate,  who,  in  your  Lordship's  person, 
combines  the  highest  attainments  of  Literafeare^/with  the 
|>atriotism  of  an  enlightened  Statesman. 

I  have  the  honour  to  remain. 

My  dear  Lord  Monteagle, 

Your  Lordship's 

Faithful  and  Affectionate  Friend, 

The  Author. 


A  2 


P  B  E  F  A  C  E. 


*'^^^<^^^*^#^*^*^^>r»*^^«*>r<^^^»^»<^^^^^^^ 


The  object  of  the  work  now  presented  to  the 
public  is  to  connect  with  the  interest  of  Romance 
a  measure  of  the  instruction  and  utility  of  History. 

The  truth  oi  fact  and  the  truthfubiess  of /e- 
iim^  when  drawn  with  psychological  and  moral 
correctness  from  the  phenomena  of  Man's  nature 
and  the  course  of  human  action,  differ  only  in 
one  respect ;  essentially,  and  to  a  great  extent 
effectively,  they  are  the  same. 

As  the  artist  brings  together  from  many  indi- 
viduals those  physical  developments  in  each 
which  carry  most  of  beauty,  strength,  or  expres- 
sion, in  order  to  unite  them  in  a  single  counte- 
nance or  form  designed  to  represent  ideal  perfec- 
tion in  the  human  face  or  figure ;  so  docs  the 
claborator  of  a  work  of  fiction  endeavour  to 
weave  into  a  uniform  web  of  incident  and  cha- 
racter the  moral  picture  lie  designs  to  draw  of  the 
general  workings  of  men's  minds  and  hearts,  of 
their  sentiments  and  passions — tastes  and  judg- 
ments— virtues  and  vices— -deeds  and  struggles — 
contests  and  rivalries — sorrows  and  enjoyments, 
amid  the  endlessly-diversified  exhibitions  on  the 
great  stage  of  human  life,  adapting  those  select 
views  which  appear  to  approach  nearest  to  t\iO 
model  of  ideal  perfection,  or  to  its  reverse. 
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How  far  that  purpose  has  been  attained  in  the 
following  pages^  a  discriminating  public  must  de- 
termine. 

I  shall  only  add^  that,  having  submitted  the  suc- 
cessive portions  of  my  work  to  the  perusal  and 
criticism  of  several  of  the  most  gifled  minds 
among  the  literary  characters  of  the  day — two  of 
whom,  alas  I  have  since  paid  the  debt  of  nature* 
— I  was  counselled  to  commit  "The  Death- 
Flaq"  to  the  tide  of  public  opinion  by  expressed 
judgments  so  decided  and  gratifying,  that  to  tran- 
scribe them  here  would  savour  of  self-laudation. 

I  am,  however,  free  to  avow  that  my  wish  and 
aim  have  gone  beyond  a  mere  ministration  to  the 
amusement  of  an  idle  hour  in  a  portraiture  con- 
fined to  the  frivolities  of  life.  In  the  conduct  of 
my  narrative,  as  well  as  in  the  machinery — so  to 
speak — which  I  have  employed,  my  guiding  prin- 
ciples have  been  '<  to  point  a  moral  and  adorn  a 
tale,"  by  depicting  in  broad  lights  the  retributive 
justice  attendant,  even  in  this  world,  on  colossal 
crimes,  which,  appalling  though  they  be,  have 
their  moral  use  as  portentous  warnings  when 
faithfully  portrayed,  not  as  the  favourite,  but  as 
the  darker  bearings  incidental  to  the  subject  of 
the  historic  pencil, 

•  Professor  Maovey  Napier,  the  late  Editor  of  the  "  Edin- 
burgh Review  "  and  of  the  **  Encyclopaedia  Britannica,"  and 
Horace  Smith,  Esq. 
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The  crimes  related  in  the  following  pages 
occurred  about  the  middle  of  the  last  century. 
There  has  been  neither  exaggeration  nor  mitiga* 
tion  as  to  their  extent,  nor  have  1  materially 
departed  from  literal  fact  in  their  details. 

The  curious  social  position  of  the  Criminals, 
illustrating  as  it  does  the  anomalous  state  of  Irish 
manners  about  the  year  1748,  incredible  as  it 
may  seem,  is  equally  true ;  nor  have  the  courage, 
audacity,  successes,  attainment,  and  intelligence, 
of  the  daring  spirits  of  my  narrative,  as  exhibited 
in  the  subtlest  political  intrigues  of  the  period, 
both  at  home  and  abroad,  been  over*-rated. 

The  analysis  of  such  characters,  depressing  as 
it  is  to  the  student  of  human  nature,  is  yet  full 
of  absorbing  though  gloomy  interest.  I  acknow- 
ledge, however,  that  •one  result  of  their  delinea- 
tion I  found  occasionally  adverse  to  my  feelings 
as  well  as  to  my  taste.  I  allude  to  the  indispen- 
sableness  of  preserving  their  vraisemhlance  by 
making  them  act  and  speak  in  character.  Yet 
surely  an  Author  cannot  with  justice  be  con- 
demned, far  less  held  responsible,  for  the  strong 
language  or  the  free  and  false  opinions  which  a 
consistent  and  vigorous  portraiture  of  the  reck- 
less and  reprehensible  personages  of  his  or  her 
work  necessitates.  Were  this  principle  once  ad- 
mitted into  the  Canons  of  Criticism,  the  *  Satan' 
of  Milton,  the  *  Faust*  of  Goethe,  and  many  otViCT 
vplendld  creations  ofG^niuB^  which  are  \iaaTiv- 
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mously  admitted  to  be  chefi'JCiBuwres  in  Litera- 
ture>  would  fall  under  the  ban  of  public  censure. 

When  the  subject  k  fairly  and  philosophically 
considered,  it  must,  moreover,  be  allowed  that  the 
History  of  Mankind  has  ever  been  a  deep,  pro- 
longed Tragedy  upon  the  World's  Theatre.  From 
age  to  age  the  same  crimes  have  been  perpe- 
trated, though  under  different  modifications  of 
garb  and  circumstance,  and  it  would  be  incon- 
sistent to  the  last^  degree  to  paint  the  actors  in 
such  scenes  en  cauleur  de  rose^  or,  as  if  their  ordi- 
nary discourse  was  under  the  happy  influences  of 
the  fine  morality  of  Truth,  to  which  the  whole 
scope  of  their  deeds  and  thoughts  stands  out  in 
awful  contrast. 

As  to  the  preponderance  of  Virtues  or  Vices 
exhibited  en  masse  by  the  millions  of  human 
beings  who  have  trod  the  arena  of  life  and 
•vanished,  it  is  left  for  even-handed  Justice  to 
strike  her  balance  on  that  point,  while  pro- 
nouncing her  award. 

The  grandest  Poets  of  Antiquity  have  derived 
a  pungent  interest  from  drawing  the  portraiture 
of  the  great  passions,  however  evinced  in  shapes 
of  enormous  guilt.  Shakspeare,  and  many  of  the 
noblest  dramatists  of  more  modem  times,  have 
exhibited  the  same  predilection,  and,  in  doing  so, 
have  not  only  found  their  proper  sphere,  but  have 
fulfilled  their  duty  as  instructors  to  Mankind. 

Jf  this  be  goanted,  why  should  not  the  Historic 
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Novelist  follow  tbeir  example  ?  It  is  freely  ad- 
mitted that  this  must  be  done  with  comparatively 
iDferioT  talent ;  yet  still  it  may  be  with  equal  be* 
nefit  to  the  cause  of  morality,  if  the  evil  of  Sin, 
and  the  retribution  that  sooner  or  later  it  is  sure 
to  receive  from  the  just  Governor  of  the  Universe, 
be  fairly  represented.  The  Spirit  of  the  Past 
might  thus  be  made  to  minister  to  the  Wisdom 
of  the  Present,  especially  in  our  own  day,  when 
the  genius  of  Scott,  Bulwer,  Dickens,  James,  and 
other  writers  has  raised  the  Historic  Novel  almost 
to  a  level  with  the  Epic,  and  this  to  such  an  extent 
as  to  throw  the  Drama  into  a  partial  eclipse. 

What  in  point  of  fact  was  the  Epopee  of  the 
Ancients  but  a  sustained,  continuous  narration 
of  grand  and  stirring  events  preserved  in  the 
Unities  of  time  and  place  ? 

The  Historic  Romance  of  the  Moderns  should 
be  regulated  under  the  same  laws,  and  ought  to 
occupy  to  a  certain  extent  the  same  position,  and 
this  with  even  greater  advantage  to  the  Public, 
because  its  modifications  admit  of  more  various 
forms,  inasmuch  as  the  shapes  of  Society  at  the 
present  era  are  more  manifold,  while  the  advance 
of  knowledge,  and  the  consequent  requirements  of 
Mankind,  are  infinitely  more  diverse  than  those 
of  the  Epopoeists. 

But  to  return  to  the  more  immediate  staple  of 
my  narrative. 


X  BRXTACB, 

The  whole  range  of  hnaginative  and  real  his* 
tory  can  scarcely  serve  as  a  parallel  for  the  inconr 
gruous  composition,  the  wild  and  restless  ele- 
ments, which,  at  an  epoch  not  so  very  distant 
from  our  own,  pervaded  every  phase  of  society 
in  the  Sister  Isle,  affording  the  most  striking 
incidents,  powerfully  characteristic  of  its  national 
idiosyncrasy,  and  abounding  with  materials  for 
the  humorous,  the  picturesque,  and  the  pathetic. 

The  abduction  of  Miss  Mullane  (the  Edith 
0/Moore  of  these  volumes)  is  a  verification  of  the 
adage  that  ^  Truth  is  often  stranger  than  Fiction." 
The  fact  is  mentioned  in  *'  Derrick's  Letters," — 
a  rare  and  curious  book,  which  depicts  the  period 
of  1748  in  a  manner  equally  amusing  and  in- 
structive. The  public  trial  for  the  Abduction 
perpetrated  by  the  younger  O'SuUivan  took 
place  in  the  Court-house  of  Cork,  under  the 
presidency  of  Judges  Caufurd  and  French ;  and 
the  tragic  fate  and  punishment  of  his  notorious 
Uncle,  for  the  murder  of  Mr.  Puxley,  are  also 
matters  of  History. 

I  confess,  however,  that  amid  the  vast  and 
heterogeneous  mass  of  materials  for  the  construc- 
tion of  my  work,  which  equally  fascinated  my 
interest  and  tasked  my  research,  the  eventful  life 
of  Charles  Edward  ^Stuart,  especially  after  his 
defeat  at  Culloden,  I  found  the  most  arresting  and 
attractive.    The  victories  and  sufferings  of  the  ilt- 
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fitted  Prince  previously  to  that  memorable  Battle 
are  familiar  to  all  my  readers  as  *^  household 
words,"  but  his  subsequent  adventures  in  various 
parts  of  Europe  are  comparatively  unknown. 

I  have  found  few,  even  among  the  most  culti* 
vated  persons,  who  were  fully  acquainted  with 
them,  or  aware  of  the  audacious  and  successful 
system  of  piracy  on  the  high  seas  practised  by 
the  natives  of  the  south  of  Ireland  at  the  period 
of  my  narrative ;  still  fewer  have  I  met  cognisant 
of  the  fact  that  a  strong,  though  secret^  party 
existed  there  in  1748  to  effect  the  restoration  of 
the  exiled  Stuart  to  the  Throne  of  his  ancestors. 

In  treating  this  portion  of  my  work,  various 
incidental  opportunities  for  carrying  it  out  his- 
torically came  to  my  aid  during  ray  long  residence 
at   Rome,   where   I   had   permission    to    consult 
authorities  in  the  Vatican  upon  the  subject  of  the 
Royal  Stuarts  which  are  rarely  accessible.     Mr. 
Lockhart,  in  his  admirable  Life  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  gives  many  interesting  anecdotes  which  go 
far   to  prove   that  his  celebrated  father-in-law, 
during  his  sojourn  in   Italy,  was  as  anxious  to 
obtain  information  on  the  subject  of  his  "  favourite 
hero,"   Prince  Charles  Edward,  as  on  any  other ; 
and,  to  a  great  extent,  I  felt  the  same. 

In  my  analysis  of  the  mixed  and  singular 
character  of  the  Victor  of  Preston,  after  disap- 
pointed aspirations  for  hum-an  greatness  and  the 
consequent  re-action  of  bitterness  had   dimmed 


ito  original  lustre,  it  is  possible,  through  invo- 
luntary sympathy  with  his  redeemable  points  and 
human  sufferings,  I  may  have  fallen  too  much 
into  what  are  called  Jacobite  principles ;  but  if 
this  indeed  be  so  (and  the  question  is  doubtful), 
lot  it  bo  remembered  that  their  public  influ- 
ence has  long  since  passed  away. 

In  contemplating  the  series  of  events  which 
created  those  feelings,  and  the  ordinations  of  the 
supreme  Disposer  of  the  fate  of  Empires,  be  it  also 
never  forgotten,  and  acknowledged  with  gratitude 
to  Divine  Wisdom,  that  the  Throne  to  which 
Charles  Edward  Stuart  aspired  is  now  filled  by 
an  illustrious  Queen,  in  whose  veins  his  regal 
blood  flows,  but  whose  character  exhibits  none  of 
the  defects,  though  adorned  with  most  of  the 
virtues,  of  her  ill-fated  progenitor. 

Under  the  gentle  yet  powerful  sway  of 
Victoria  of  England  may  national  greatness 
and  private  virtue  continue  to  flourish,  thus 
making  a  moral  to-  the  Governments  of  the 
Earth,  on  too  large  a  portion  of  which  the  struc- 
tures of  Royalty  have  been  so  deeply  fractured 
by  the  fiery  career  of  Revolution  I 

21,  Princes  Street, 

ffanover  Square^ 

Lonchn, 

I^ovembcr,  1851. 
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"  Were  honour  to  be  scann'd  by  long  descent, 
From  ancestors  illustrious  he  could  vaunt 
A  lineage  of  the  greatest ;  and  recount 
Among  his  fathers.  Names  of  ancient  story, 
Himself  an  undeserver." — Howe. 

The  Barony  of  Bear  and  Bantry  forms 
the  extreme  south-west  point  of  the  county 
of  Cork.  The  Rev.  Horatio  Townsend,  in 
his  truly  valuable  Statistical  Survey  of  the 
district,  observes  "  that  a  striking  and  remark- 
able contrast  is  exhibited  here  as  well  as  in 
Great  Britain  between  the  east  and  west 
sides  of  the  island,  the  latter  of  which 
contains  an  infinitely  greater  proportion  of 
high,  rocky,  and  mountainous  surface." 

In    proceeding   from   Imakilly   westward, 
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continues  Mr.  Townsend,  ^^  the  country  gra- 
dually increases  in  altitude  and  ruggedness, 
until  it  attains  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  both  in 
the  Barony  of  Bear  and  Bantry.  The  singu- 
lar and  excessive  wildness  of  this  district  is 
however  occasionally  relieved  by  the  fertility 
of  some  spots,  and  the  grandeur  and  beauty 
of  others.  The  bay  of  Bantry,  from  almost 
any  point  of  view,  exhibits  one  of  the  noblest 
prospects  on  a  scale  of  romantic  magnitude 
that  imagination  can  well  conceive.  The 
extent  of  the  great  body  of  water,  from  the 
eastern  extremity  to  the  ocean,  is  about 
twenty-five  miles — the  breadth,  including  the 
islands,  from  six  to  eight.  It  contains,  be- 
sides some  small,  two  very  large  islands, 
differing  extremely  from  each  other  in 
quality  and  appearance,  but  perfectly  suited 
to  the  respective  purposes  of  their  different 
situations.  Bear  Island  is  very  high,  rocky, 
and  coarse,  standing  a  little  within  the  mouth 
of  the  bay,  braves  the  fury  of  the  western 
waves,  and  forms,  by  the  shelter  of  its  body,  a 
most  secure  and  spacious  haven." 

It  is  unnecessary  to  follow  Mr.  Townsend 
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in  his  account  of  Whiddy,  the  other  island 
mentioned  by  him,  which  is  situated  near  the 
head  of  the  bay,  as  the  scene  of  our  story 
h'es  chiefly  at  Beare-haven,  and  among  the 
wild  mountains  in  its  immediate  neighbour- 
hood. 

The  whole  population  of  this  district  bore 
the  name  of  Sullivan,  for  the  use  of  the 
antecedent  vowel  was  strictly  confined  to  the 
head  of  the  Clan.*  In  the  present  degenerate 
days,  this  distinction  is  completely  lost.  The 
O'  is  no  longer  the  mark  of  high  birth,  but 
it  was  once  a  designation  of  lofty  bearing 
and  proud  import,  even  so  late  as  the  middle 
of  the  last  century,  the  time  of  which  we  are 
about  to  write. 

If  by  chance  a  Carty,  a  Leary,  or  a  Driscol 
from  the  adjacent  districts  became  a  resident 
in  The  O'SuUivan's  country,  he  soon  dropped 
his  ^^ foreign'^  patronymic,  and  assumed  that 
of  the  Clan  among  whom  he  had  become  a 
settler.     Thus  every  one  in  the  district  was 

•  Oliol  Ollum  is  stated  by  Irish  Antiquaries  to  have  been 
Sovereign  of  Munster  in  the  second  century :  his  successors 
were  Kings  of  Bear  and  Bantry,  of  which  regal  race  The 
0* Sullivan- Bear e  was  a  lineal  descendant. 

£2 
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a  Sullivan ;  and,  as  the  stock  of  favourite 
Christian  names  is  not  very  extensive,  it  hap- 
pened that,  speaking  in  round  numbers,  a 
tract  of  ten  miles  could  boast  of  no  less  than 
fifty  Johns,  forty  Williams,  and  thirty  Murty 
Sullivans.  This  state  of  affairs  rendered  some 
mode  of  distinguishing  a  particular  John, 
William,  and  Murty  necessary:  they  were 
therefore  called,  after  the  name  of  their  resi- 
dences, as  Shane  Coohagh* — ^after  the  colour 
of  their  complexion,  as  William  rfwt;^ — from 
some  peculiarity  of  character,  as  Murty 
Tongue  arrigud.X  Again,  if  a  William 
Sullivan  happened  to  have  been  in  Spain,  he 
was  called  William  Spaunaugh\^  or,  if  a 
Murty  had  killed  his  man — ^a  circumstance 
of  not  uncommon  occurrence — he  at  once  was 
distinguished  by  the  badge  of  baronetcy,  and 
known  as  Murty  Lauve  JDarrig,  or  "  Murty 
of  the  Red  Hand.**  Some  of  their  sobriquets 
were,  indeed  as  they  still  remain,  it  may  be  said 
are,  whimsical  enough,  which  the  instances 

*  John  of  Cooleagh.  f  Black  William. 

X  Murty  the  Persuasive,  literally  the  Silver-tongued. 

§  Spanish  William. 
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related  by  the  Rev.  Caesar  Otway,  in  his 
amusing  work  ^^  Sketches  in  Ireland/'  will 
serve  to  illustrate.  That  gentleman,  when 
crossing  the  mountains  which  divide  the 
counties  of  Cork  and  Kerry,  met  a  poor 
man  with  whom  he  entered  into  conversa- 
tion respecting  the  land  held  by  him  and  the 
landlord  to  whom  he  paid  his  rent.  ^^  Who 
is  your  landlord  ?"  asked  Mr.  Otway.  "  Mr. 
Lieutenant  '*  was  the  reply.  "  Tliat's  an  odd 
name:  is  he  a  new  settler  here  ?''  "Oh  no,  bless 
your  honour;  he's  of  the  raalould  stock — the 
right  O'Sullivan-Beare."  "  Why  then  call 
him  Mr.  Lieutenant  ?"  "  Why,  is  he  not  afther 
serving  his  Majesty  in  the  militia  ?"  On  ano- 
ther excursion,  it  was  Mr.  Otway 's  fortune 
to  meet  a  personage  whose  singular  appear- 
ance, which  he  so  well  describes,  led  him  to 
inquire  who  that  was?  "That's  O'SuUivan 
Dismal." — "  Dismal  enough,  without  ques- 
tion ;  but  is  he  thus  called  from  his  appear- 
ance?" "Oh  no!  he's  a  worthy,  good-hu- 
moured gentleman  ;  but  he's  called  from  his 
place  out  there  yonder,  the  house  on  the  bleak 
promontory — that's  Mount  Dismal." 
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This  discussion  on  names,  the   Englis 
reader  will   probably  find  of  service  in  th(^ 
progress  of  the  following  pages,  as  it  wilL 
save  the  introduction  of  many  explanations, 
which  always,  however  necessary,  injure  th<^ 
interest  of  a  narrative.     But,  as  the  remedy 
is  sometimes  said  to  be  worse  than  tlie  disease, 
we  shall  no  longer  delay  the  commencement 
of  our   history   by  offering  illustrations  of 
certain  portions  of  it 

About  the  middle  of  the  last  century, 
therefore,  in  the  wild  district  of  Beare-haven 
(which  we  have  described  in  the  words  of  a 
distinguished  statistical  writer),  stood  an  old 
mansion  called  Ross  Mac  Owen.  After 
what  has  been  said,  it  may  be  almost 
unnecessary  to  inform  the  reader  that'*  the 
Court,'*  as  it  was  styled,  of  Ross  Mac  Owen 
belonged  to  an  O'Sullivan.  Whether  the 
name  of  "  Court "  was  given  to  this  mansion 
from  the  inclosed  space  in  which  it  stood,  or 
from  the  regal  establishment  which  its  Lord 
supported,  we  freely  leave,  for  conjecture  and 
discussion,  to  all  curious  persons  who  may 
feel  an  interest  in  the  investigation  of  doubtful 
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matters.  If  behind  **The  Court**  towered 
the  rugged  and  inhospitable  *^  Mountain  of 
Hungry  Hill,'*  the  ** Court'*  itself,  not- 
withstanding an  accordance  in  outward  ap- 
pearance, presented  within  abundant  proof 
diat  its  Imge  kitchen  merited  a  far  different 
name.  The  ^^  Manas  SvUivania'^  was  the 
boast  of  every  member  of  the  family,  and  more 
doorways  than  one  at  Ross  Mac  Owen  were 
decorated  with  a  rudely-sculptured  hand 
and  the  vaunting,  yet  really  characteristic, 
legend,  of 

"  Nalla  maniiB, 
Tarn  liberalis, 
Atque  generalis, 
Atqae  universalis, 
Quam  Sullivanis." 

The  possessor  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  had  been 
christened,  we  believe,  simply  Murty  Sul- 
livan after  his  father,  grandfather,  great- 
grandfather, and  a  host  of  cousins  too  nu- 
merous for  particular  mention.  During  his 
father's  lifetime,  he  was  distinguished  as 
Murty  Oge^  which  in  English  signifies 
Murty  ths  younger^  and  which  appellation  he 
continued,   like  our   late   witty   licenser   of 
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the  drama,  long  after  the  decease  of  hit 
worthy  parent. 

Here,  however,  the  similitude  between  our 
hero  and  Mr.  Golman  terminates,  for  few 
Old  Bailey  criminals  bad  more  oKaaea  after 
his  name  than  Murty  Oge  0*SaIIiYaii- 
Beare,  as  he  proudly  but  improperly  wrote 
himself,  always  taking  particular  care  to 
flourish  the  0*  of  six  times  greater  size  than 
the  other  letters,  which  his  relative  and  name- 
sake»  Murty  Tongue  Arrigud^  the  schoolmaster 
at  Kenmare,  remarked,  "  made  Murty  Oge*8 
signature  look,  fur  all  the  world,  like  a 
turkey's  egg  in  a  wren's  nest  !'* 

Murty,  a  name  correctly  written  Afuir- 
cheartach^  or  Afurcheardach^  signifies,  in  that 
veneraljle  and  harmonious  language,  the 
Iberno  Celtic,  ^'expert  at  Sea;'  but,  as  English 
ears  were  ignorant  of  its  original  meaning, 
and  as  English  lips,  moreover,  found  dif- 
ficulty in  giving  it  the  correct  emphasis, 
Murty  Oge,  when  in  England  or  in 
English  society,  exchanged  his  proper  name 
for  the  more  romantic,yet  familiar  sounding 
one  of  Mortimer.     Having   made  frequent 
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excursions  to  the  Confinent»  be  was,  on  his 
returns,  spoken  of  among  his  clansmen  as 
"  Murty  the  Rover,**  and  "  Murty  SpaunaugK" 
(the  Spaniard) ;  while  on  the  coasts  of 
France  and  Spain  be  was  not  merely  known, 
but  celebrated  in  song  as  ^^  The  Bold  Captain 
Sullivan,"  and  at  the  courts  of  those  countries 
he  assumed  the  style  and  dignity  of  the  Earl  of 
Bearhaven,  and  had  been  actually  received  a$ 
such. 

We  beg  therefore  to  introduce  the  reader  to 
Murty  Oge, — alias  Mr.  Mortimer  O'Sullivan, 
— alia^  Murty  the  Rover, — alias  Murty  Spau- 
naugh^ — alias  the  Bold  Captain  Sullivan, — 
alias  the  Earl  of  Bearhaven  of  Ross  Mac 
Owen — a  square-built  little  gentleman  with  a 
well-curled  periwig  and  a  three-cocked  hat 
edged  round  with  gold  lace.  In  age,  his  Lord- 
ship of  Bearhaven  appeared  to  be  about 
fifty,  having  a  red,  jolly,  weather-beaten  face, 
seamed  by  three  or  four  severe  scars,  which 
could  not  be  said  to  disfigure,  as  they  tended 
to  give  a  marked  expression  to  it.  That 
expression,  when  assumed,  spoke  determi- 
nation of  purpose,  and  was  preceded  by  thft 

fi3 
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fixedness  of  a  remarkably  large  light  blue  eye 
(for  Murty  Oge  had  but  one)  and  the  energetic 
compression  of  the  lips.  But  this  was  far 
from  being  the  ordinary  expression  of  The 
0*Sullivan — so  we  shall  in  future  generally 
call  him :  on  the  contrary,  there  was  a  wander- 
ing, drunken  leer  in  his  look,  and  a  good- 
humoured  grin  displayed  a  mouthful  of 
formidable  tusks,  rather  than  teeth. 

To  the  establishment  supported  by  The 
O'Sullivan  at  Ross  Mac  Owen,  we  have 
already  applied  the  term  regal,  and  perhaps 
not  incorrectly,  as  it  was  little  dissimilar  to 
that  of  Erin's  monarch  in  the  days  of  old — 

"  Ere  her  faithless  sons  betrayed  her, 
When  Malachi  wore  the  collar  of  gold 
That  he  won  from  the  proud  invader." 

The  O'Sullivan -Beare  maintained  a  body- 
guard of  twelve  stout  followers,  each  of  whom 
was  provided  with  cutlass  and  pistols,  and 
in  appearance  they  resembled  the  sailors  at 
present  employed  in  what  is  termed  the 
Coast  Blockade  service  of  Kent  and  Sussex, 
From  a  crowd  of  clansmen  and  retainers,  to 
the  amount  of  about  forty,  who  were  daily 
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to  be  found  in  the  spacious  kitchen  of  Ross 
Mac  Owen,  we  shall  particularize  Philip 
Sullivan,  or  "  Piping  Phil,"  as  he  was  more 
commonly  called,  whose  social  qualities, 
united  to  some  skill  on  the  bagpipes, 
rendered  him  an  universal  favourite. 

He  had  been  blind  from  an  early  age,  but 
so  little  did  the  loss  of  sight  affect  his  animal 
spirits,  that  "  Piping  Phil "  was  notoriously 
the  merriest  fellow  in  the  Barony.  No 
wedding  could  take  place  within  twenty,  ay, 
we  may  say  within  forty  miles  of  Ross  Mac 
Owen  without  the  aid  of  Phil's  harmony. 
In  short,  mirth  and  music  were  with  blind 
Philip  Sullivan  wherever  he  went 
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CHAPTER  II. 


•**  Thus  Ambition  grasps 


The  empire  of  the  soul." 

Akekside. 

'*  Lisons,  et  voyons  sa  pens^e." 

Eacine, 

It  is  time  to  proceed  more  decisively  with 
our  history,  as  we  perceive  that  all  we  have  as 
yet  told  of  it  amounts  to  the  scene — the  wild 
district  of  Beare-haven — the  period — about 
the  middle  of  the  last  century — and  the  names 
of  the  principal  actors — the  O'SuUivans.  We 
therefore,  without  further  preface,  introduce 
the  reader  to  The  O'SuUivan-Beare — with  all 
his  astounding  list  of  aliases ! — comfortably 
seated  at  his  breakfast-table  on  the  23rd  day  of 
October,  a.d.  1748,  at  about  five  minutes  be- 
fore nine,  a.m.     Were  it  not  that  the  hour  sa- 
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tisfactorily  proves  the  meal  to  be  intended  for 
breakfast,  appearances  would  rather  indicate 
the  more  substantial  repast  of  dinner.  Here 
is  no  tea«  no  eoSee,  no  eggs,  no  toast,  no 
muffins,  even  bread  is  wanting ;  but  in  place 
thereof  stands  a  huge,  untempting-looking 
ham,  of  murky  and  bristly  exterior — a  pile 
of  oysters  of  monstrous  size — slices  of  deli- 
cious salmon  broiled  upon  arbutus  skewers 
which  send  forth  a  savoury  odour — and  a 
wooden  bowl  filled  with  smoking  potatoes. 
A  black  quart  bottle  *^  half  full  and  half 
empty,"  as  the  Irish  phrase  is,  with  a  horn 
goblet,  were  deposited  beside  the  plate  of 
the  Chieftain,  and  on  the  floor  near  him 
was  a  large  earthen  pitcher  of  spring  water. 
**  This  salmon  is  excellent,"  muttered  The 
O'SuUivan ;  "  excellent  indeed !"  he  repeated, 
after  the  disappearance  of  several  slices; 
"from  the  richness  of  the  curd  it  cannot 
have  been  above  ten  minutes  out  of  the 
water.  Holla!"  he  exclaimed,  rising  and 
going  to  the  window,  before  which  stood  four 
or  five  of  his  followers :  "  Holla,  boys !  where 
did  you  catch  the  little  salmon  this  morning  T 
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''It  was  I  tkat  coldifd  him,  [dmse  your 
bononr/*  said  Dliniel  Connell,— or,  as  he  was 
now  called,  Daniel  SaUiroMy — slqiping  up  to 
the  window  with  a  soiile  and  a  kind  of  a 
bow;  *'*twas  I  snrelT  that  cotched  the 
diief  of  the  world  clare  an*  clane  out  of  the 
wather,  as  snug  as  the  gowlden  sahnon  that's 
up  on  the  top  of  Shaudon  steeple  in  Cork  all 
the  ways,  an'  *tis  often  myseT  has  looked  up 
at  that  same.** 

••  Where  did  you  catch  him,  Dan  ?"  said 
The  O'SuUivan, 

**  Is  it  where  I  cotched  the  fellow  ?  Och ! 
thin  if  ever  a  salmon  was  foolish,  'tis  that 
crather  that  your  honour's  aither  ating  was 
the  fool  entirely  to  come  where  he  did ! 
Why  thin  did  you  ever  hear,  Sir,  what  the 
pinkeen  said  to  the  salmon  ?  Your  honour 
knows  what  a  pinkeen  is, — a  little  bit  of  a 
fish  not  half  the  size  of  one's  thumb — Oh, 
not  half  the  size !  Well,  a  salmon  was  once 
upon  a  time  pinned  in  a  nit,  and  there  was 
a  little  pinkeen  in  along  wid  him ;  to  be  sure 
that  has  often  happened  before,  an'  will  often 
happen    agin   widout    any   kind   of  doubt; 
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but  this  salmon^  you  see^  Sir,  had  been  ever 
au'  always  talking  at  the  poor  little  pinkeen^ 
for  his  beiog  so  small  entirely^  an*  he  was 
always  boasthing  of  his  own  grand  size. 
Well,  whin  the  pinkeen  saw  the  nit  was 
round  about  em  both  complately,  he  turns  to 
the  salmon,  who  niver  saw  a  bit  o'  what  was 
goiug  OTiy  nor  was  draaming  of  sich  a  tiring — 
an'  says  he,  *  Is  it  proud  you  are  of  your  size 
this  mornin',  Mr.  Salmon  f  *  Surely  I  am,* 
says  the  salmon^ '  an'  'tis  a  quare  quistioi),  an' 
a  mighty  quare  one  too,  for  sich  a  little  bit  of 
a  crather  as  yoursef  to  axe  me.'  ^Bather- 
shin  /'•  says  the  piokeeu.  That  was  the  very 
word,  an'  not  another  did  he  say,  but  out 
wid  him  through  the  nit,  laving  the  salmon  in 
quod.  Well,  plase  your  honour,  whin  I 
cotched  the  salmon  a  while  ago  'twas  the 
very  same  word  I  said  ;  JBathershin  says  I." 

"But  where  did  you  catch  him,  Dan?" 

said  The  O'SuUivan,  asking  the  question  for 

the  third  time.    This,  however,  was  nothing 

extraordinary,   for  Dan — the  masther's  own 

VaUey  de  Cham  as  he  styled  himself— never, 

♦  May  be  bo. 
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if  he  could  possibly  avoid  it,  gave  a  direct 
ftnswer  to  any  question  whatsoever. 

'^I  cotched  him  in  a  mighty  proper  place, 
to  be  shure,  Sir/'  said  Dan ;  "  an*  isn't  it  a 
wondher  now  that  he  wouldn't  have  known 
betther  than  to  come  there  ?" 

"  Where  was  it,  Dan  ?"  said  The  O'Sullivan 
at  last,  with  some  impatience  of  manner. 

"  Why,  in  the  kitchen  to  be  sbure,  your 
Honour,"  returned  Dan,  **  where  else?  quite 
convanient  to  one's  hand,  an'  jist  in  proper 
time  to  broil  for  your  Honour's  breakfast." 

Singular  ns  this  account  may  appear  of  the 
capture  of  the  salmon  by  Daniel  Connell — 
whom  we  will  so  call  henceforward,  for  the 
sake  of  distinction,  instead  of  by  his  assumed 
name  of  Sullivan — it  was  nevertheless  per- 
fectly correct.  Through  the  kitchen  of 
Murty  Oge's  house  at  Ross  Mac  Owen  ran 
a  considerable  stream  of  water,  which  was 
guarded  at  one  end  by  a  strong  iron  grating ; 
and  thus  a  desirable  convenience  was 
afforded  for  the  important  Irish  culinary 
operations  of  washing  fish  and  potatoes. 
This  grating,  when,  by  chance,  a  stray  trout 


THE  DEATH-FLAO.  ]  ^ 

or  salmon  made  its  appearance  in  the  sireamt 
rendered  the  further  progress  of  the  fish 
impossible;  and,  on  the  passage  by  which, 
according  to  Dan's  notions^  they  so  foolishly 
entered^  being  closed,  their  capture  was 
certain.  Hence  **  salmon  and  sea-trout 
were  frequently  taken  as  well  as  dressed  io 
O'Sullivan's  kitchen."* 

The  Chieftain,  who  had  proceeded  to 
the  breakfast-table,  now  returned  to  the 
window  with  the  horn  goblet  in  his  hand, — 
like  the  bottle  before  described,  *^  half  full 
and  half  empty  "  of  whiskey.  **  Here,  Dan," 
said  he,  after  putting  it  to  his  own  lips, 
"  that  salmon  deserves  a  drink  this  morning." 

"  Och  thin,  long  life  to  your  honour !  an' 
long  may  you  reign  over  us,  an  good  luck 
attind  jou  wherever  you  go,  night  an'  day; 
an'  here's  luck  to  us  all,  an*  more  luck  too, 
an  luck's  mother  for  that  matther  !*'  returned 
Dan,  and  then,  with  voracious  swallow,  this 
"whiskey- devouring  Irishman,"  as  the  song 
has  it,  tossed  off  at  a  breath  the  contents 
of  the  goblet :  "  'Tis  the  right  stuff,  tlie  raal 

♦  See  Smitli's  History  of  Kerry, 
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nat'ral  kind/'  said  he,  ''  that  jist  tickles  one's 
throat  like  a  dhrop  of  oil  on  a  feather ;  may 
luck  attind  your  honour/'  he  added,  placing 
the  goblet  on  the  window-sill,  "I  niyer 
tasted  the  aqual  of  it ;  betther  can't  be." 

"  In  faith,  Dan/'  said  The  O'SuUivan  with 
a  smile, ''  I  stand  somewhat  in  need  of  your 
wishes  for  luck  ;  here  is  the  23rd  of  October, 
and  no  cutter  is  in  the  bay  !  Here  is  the  23rd 
of  October,  and  no  news,  good  nor  bad,  from 
William  Sullivan,  not  a  word  even  of  his 
embarkation  at  Cork !  Come  in,  Connell, 
I  want  to  speak  to  you  in  private,"  added 
The  O'Sullivan,  shutting  down  the  window. 

**  Why  thin,"  inquired  Dan  in  the  tone  of 
surprise  as  he  entered  the  parlour,  and  cau- 
tiously closed  the  door,  "have  you  niver 
hard  from  Masther  William  since  he  left 
Ross  Mac  Owen ;  'tis  as  good  as  fourteen 
days  or  betther  may  be  f 

"  Not  one  word  from  him,  nor  of  him," 
said  The  O'SuUivan  with  emphasis,  **  which 
astonishes  me  still  more :  hei-e  is,"  he  con- 
tinued, "the  23rd  day  of  October,  and  no 
letters  from  France.     Some  screw  is  loose. 
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Dan,  something  is  wrong ;  and  here  has  been 
that  prying  scoundrel,  Puxley,  down  about 
this  quarter  no  less  than  twice  within  the  last 
week.  I  can't  make  him  out.  You  must 
look  after  him  the  next  time  he  makes  his 
appearance.  J  asked  him  to  dine  with  me  on 
Sunday  when  I  oyertook  him  coming  across 
the  red  bog." 

*'  I'll  be  bail  your  honour  did  that  same," 
said  Dan ;  '*  if  'twas  your  uorst  inneniy,  the 
Divil  himself, you  were  afther  meeting  coming 
acrass  the  red  bog,  let  alone  Puxley  the 
Echaming  thief  an'  decaiver !  Why  thin.  Sir, 
'tis  my  notion  that  'tis  afther  the  coming  in 
of  the  cutther  he's  looking  out  so  keenly  ; 
for  that  very  same  day  whin  your  honour 
met  him  in  the  red  bog,  'twas  my  luck  to 
meet  him  likewise,  an'  says  he  to  me  ^  Honest 
man/  says  he  ;  Iss,  indeed,  calling  me  honest 
man  !"  said  Dan  with  a  smile  which  was  half 
a  grin. — '*  *  Do  you  know,'  says  he,  *  whin  the 
cutther  is  expected  at  Beare-haven  ?'  *  ^^"hat 
cutther.  Sir  T  says  I,  purtending  not  to  know 
what  he  was  axing  about  *  Why,  Misther 
Sullivan's;  an'  ye  know  he  has  many  a  cutther, 
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let  alone  his  great  brigantine/  says  he.  *  I'm 
Mistber  Sullivan  myse'f/  says  I/but  the  niver 
a  cutther  or  hooker'*'  nor  as  much  as  a  fisbing- 
boat  have  I — the  niver  a  one,  Sir.'  '  Oh/  saj^s 
be — *  honest  man  '  agin ! — *  'tis  Mr.  Murty 
Oge's  cutther,  Mistber  O'SuUivan's  cutlber,  I 
was  inquiring  aftber ;  she  has  been  gone  a 
long  time  from  Beare-haven.'-j-  *  I  think  your 
honour  seems  to  know  all  about  her/  says  I» 
an'  so  I  said  no  more." 

**Why  did  not  you  tell  me  this  before, 
Dan?"  said  The  O'Sullivan  with  impatience. 
"  By  heavens !  'tis  an  infamous  scheme  of 
Puxley  and  his  gang ;  I  am  certain  they  are 
sworn  to  destroy  me." 

**  My  curse  light  on'  em,  the  thieves  o'  the 
world,  to  be  meddling  an'  making  wid  what 
doesn't   consarn  'em  the  laste   in  life!   I'll 

*  The  Hooker  is  a  vessel  peculiar  to  the  south-west  coast  of 
Ireland.  It  is  rigged  with  a  single  mast  placed  very  forward, 
which  carries  a  large  main  sail  with  peak  and  boom,  and  also 
a  small  foresail.  It  goes  near  the  wind,  and  with  uncommon 
velocity  over  the  sea,  even  when  navignied  only  by  a  few 
hands. 

t  "  Beare-haven  was  formerly  defended  by  a  sti-ong  castle, 
and  was  a  place  of  uo  small  importance  in  the  15th  and  16th 
centuries,  when  the  Irish  chieftains  maintained  a  frequent 
intercourse  with  Spain." —  Wdd, 
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ingage  it  s  long  till  tlie  dirty  spalpeens  would 
be  afther  mindin'  their  own  affairs,  as  cutely 
as  they  bother  about  our's.  Why  thin,  if  I 
may  be  so  bould  as  to  axe  the  quistion,  isn't 
it  a  crying  shame  to  be  letting  thini  informers 
have  the  upper  hand  of  us  in  this  sort  of  a  way  ? 
Shure  an  'tis  the  boys  an'  the  counthry  could 
show  'em  the  differ,  if  once  our  blood  was  up 
for  a  ruction.  Oh  murdher  in  Irish,  how 
we'd  lick  every  mother's  son  of  'em  I — that  is, 
wid  your  honour's  lave,  sir." 

"  1  do  not  doubt  your  fighting  propensities, 
Dan,"  quickly  responded  The  O'Sullivan, 
"  and  perhaps  the  time  is  nigh  at  hand  when 
I  will  let  you  prove  them  ;  but  just  now  we 
must  be  prudent,  and  conceal  our  plans  until 
it  is  fit  to  bring  them  into  action ;  I  have 
much  ujion  my  mind,  Dan !" 

The  trusty  Valley  de  Cham  fixed  an  anxious 
eye  upon  his  master,  but  respectfully  forbore 
to  break  the  short  pause  that  followed,  as 
Murty  Oge  leisurely  drew  forth  his  snuff- 
box, tapped  the  lid,  then  raised  it,  and,  hav- 
ing tiiken  an  ample  pinch,  offered  the  same 
to  Dan,  who,  with  a  low  bow,  and  an — **  I 
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thank  ye  kindly,  Sir/' — titillated  his  nasal 
organs  so  effectively,  that  frequent  loud  and 
hearty  sneezes  followed. 

Heedless  of  the  reverberations  which  issued 
awfully  from  his  obsequious  confidant's  olfac- 
tory region.  The  Chief  returned  the  box  to 
his  waistcoat  pocket,  while  he  emphatically 
repeated,  ^'  I  tell  you  I  have  much  upon  my 
mind,  Dan !  My  nephew,  William  Sullivan, 
has  disappointed  me  most  grievously  of  late ; 
he  is  become  so  self-willed  and  self-opinion- 
ated, that  all  my  sound  advice  to  him  goes 
to  the  winds !" 

**Thrue  for  you,  fait  1" 

"  Zounds !  'tis  enough  to  set  one  mad !" 
cried  the  irritated  Murty;  "why,  Dan,  only 
remember  how  my  nephew  failed  in  that  deep- 
laid  scheme  of  ours,  which,  like  an  idiot,  I 
entrusted  to  his  management  at  the  Court 
of  France.  To  my  certain  knowledge  when 
Will  Sullivan  was,  by  appointment,  to  have 
met  Lally,  and  other  of  Charles  Edward's 
friends,  to  concert  some  most  important 
measures,  the  thoughtless  fool  was  found 
gallanting  a  French  opera-dancer  !" 
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**  Och,  thim  women  they'd  bother  the 
Danes!'*  yehemently  cried  Dan  Gonnell, 
stamping  his  right  foot,  and  snapping  his 
fingers  with  a  swing  of  the  head  as  emphatic 
as  old  Burleigh's  nod.  '*  To  be  shure,"  he 
continued,  ^^  Masther  Will  is  a  fine,  slashing 
off-handed  fellow,  wid  big  shouldliers,  broad 
breast,  big  whiskers,  an'  all  tliat ;  but  to  my 
mind,  as  well  spoken  a  jintleman  as  he  is, 
there's  one  would  bate  him  f^rly  wid  the 
girls  if  he'd  only  do  his  endaarours  to  com- 
pass that  same." 

*•  \^'hat  are  you  at  now,  Dan  T 

*'  Is  it  what  am  I  at  ?  Why  thin,  Masther 
honey,  couldn't  ye  guess  f '  said  Dan  in  a  tone 
and  with  an  air  of  wheedling  fondness. 

*'  Not  I,  and  as  usual  I  suppose  I  might 
vainly  try  to  make  you  speak  out  plidnly. 
Dan,  for  once  in  your  life  will  you  come 
to  the  point  V 

**  May  be  I  will,  and  may  be  I  won't." 
returned  Connell  with  a  knowing  wink,  and 
a  shake  of  the  head,  that  were  irresistibly 
comic. 

**  Well,  follow  your  own  vagary,"  replied 
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The  0*Sullivan,  aware  that  an  attempt  to 
drive  his  valet /r(>m  a  subject,  was  the  surest 
way  to  bring  him  to  it  ^*  But  without  any 
more  of  your  nonsense  just  say — that  is  if 
you  can  answer  a  straightforward  question — 
have  you  told  all  that  passed  between  you 
and  PuxleyT 

^*  Why  thin,  sir,  not  quite  entirely,  in  re- 
spect of  my  havin'  been  all  the  ways  to  the 
Fodeen*  o'  Puxley  Hall,  an'  a  nate,  snug, 
tasty,  little  place  it  is,  anyhow,  for  the  likes 
o*  that  thieving  chap  to  be  livin'  in  ! " 

"  You,  Dan  !  you  at  Puxley  Hall !  that 
is  indeed  extraordinary.*' 

'*  Remarkable  extrornary,  shure  enough, 
your  honour !  an'  a  dhroll  thing  in  airnest ! 
But  you  see  it  was  my  luck  to  meet  that 
thraitor  of  a  Puxley  forenent  me,  jist  as  I 
was  comin'  acrass  the  stranie  convanient  to 
his  own  gate ;  an'  says  he  to  me,  *  Honest 
man,'  says  he — " 

"  Confound  your  rigmaroles !  you  told 
me  all  he  said  about  *  The  Rose,' "  inter- 
rupted Muity  Oge,  impatiently. 

•  Anglicb,  small  estato. 
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**  All  thin  bless  you  now,  Masther  dear ! 
an*  don't  be  so  contrairy,  but  lave  off  that  quare 
way  o'  bothering  a  person  whin  he*8  telling  a 
story,  an\thin  share  you'll  have  mine  in  a 
jifiy ! — Well,  why — afther  his  talk  about  the 
cutlher-rour    own    darlint    *Rose' — what 
did  Puxley  do,  but  axe  me  in  at  his  grate 
gate,  an*  shure  in  dacent  manners  I  couldn't 
refuse,  in  particlar  as  I  was  wantin*  to  see 
how  the  land  lay ;  so  in  I  went,  an'  walked 
up  the  aveney,  cheek  by  jowl  wid  the  rap- 
scallion, till  we  comed  to  the  parlour  windy ; 
an    there  widin  was  a  sight  o'  middlemen 
an*  reveny   offichers,   an*   proctors,  an*  re- 
sidenterSf  an*   sich  scum  o'  the  earth !    all 
ating  an'  dhrinking  for  the  bare  life  ! — An' 
so  says  Puxley,  *  Come,  Masther  Sullivan,' 
says  he,  '  1*11  give  you  something  to  dhrink 
to  our  further  acquaintance ;'  an'  wid  that, 
in  he  goes  to  the  house,  an  throwin'  up  the 
windy,  he  hands  me  a  glass  of  stiff  grog,  an* 
says  he,  quite  free  an*  asy,  *  Now,  Masther 
Sullivan,  plaze  to  give  us  a  toast* " 

"  And  what  did  you  give?**  said  Murty 
Og«>  eagerly. 

VOL.  I.  C 
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''  The  health  o*  the  King  an'  the  Prictce 
to  be  shure — ^whatelse?  which^  your  honour 
knows,  might  mane  aither  King  James  an' 
his  son  Charles  Edward  (the  sowl !)  or  the 
Hanover  rat  an'  the  Prince  of  Wales  !  '* 

**  Well  done !  i'faith — ^well  done ! "  cried 
The  0*Sulliiran,  exultingly.  ^And  what  said 
Puxley  to  such  a  poser  as  that  ? '' 

'^  Faix,  he  looked  for  sartin,  as  mad  as  a 
March  hare,  an'  as  wise  as  a  Michaelmas 
goose!  but  he*s  a  wonderful  'cute  lad  for 
all  that ;  an'  so,  quite  funny  like,  an*  tipping 
a  wink  to  tlie  company  to  hide  his  vexation, 
what  does  he  do,  but  being  too  genteel  for 
the  raal  Innisliowen,  he  fills  up  a  bumper  o' 
Port,  an'  whisking  it  up  to  his  mouth,  he 
says,  *  Well,  Misther  Sullivan,  Til  give  you 
a  toast  in  return; — Honour  and  honest}^ 
man ! — Honour  and  honesty !"  8ays  he. 

'*  Thank  ye  kindly.  Sir,  for  dhrinkin'  the 
health  o'  yonr  absint  frinds  !*  says  I,  poking 

•  To  avoid  the  charge  of  plagiarism,  the  author  deems  it 
necessary  to  give  the  following  extract  from  a  letter  she 
received  from  a  lamented  friend  and  celebrated  Novelist,  who 
had  read  her  manuscript,  viz. : — 

"  I  have  stolen/rom  you,  for  a  forthcoming  work  of  mine, 
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in  my  bead  at  tbe  windy,  an'  grinnin*  an* 
bowing  all  ronnd  to  the  company ;  an*  wid 
that  I  putt  down  my  empty  glass  on  the 
wiody-sill,  an'  catting  my  stick,  marched 
down  the  aveney,  as  slow  an*  as  grand  as  an 
Irish  Brigade's  man !  for  I  wouldn't  demane 
myse'f  or  the  pride  o*  the  &mily  hy  snakin' 
or  runnin'  away  from  the  likes  of  'em,  but 
rU  engage  out  o*  the  whole  boiling,  the 
sorra  one  follyed  me — the  clodpoles !  * 

''Ha!  ha!  ha!"  cried  Murty  Oge  with 
a  chuckle  of  delight,  "  egad^  you  settled  them 
bravely !  **  and,  nibbing  his  weather-beaten 
hands  tc^^ether,  The  O'SuUivan  strode  hastily 
up  and  down  the  room,  while  Dan  Connell, 
with  a  shrewd  glance  of  glee,  looked  out 
at  the  comers  of  liis  eyes  upon  his  master, 
and  watched  his  motions,  with  a  compound 
look  of  savage  felicity,  obsequiousness,  and 
humour,  as  with  arms  a-kimbo  he  leaned 
against  the  wall  in  the  easy  position  of  a 
privileged  favourite,  playing  bis  foot  up  and 
down    in    tbe    delectable  movement,   finmi- 

the  toast  of  *  Hcmonr  and  Honestr,*  with  its  witty  rejoinder. 
When  *  The  Death-Flag '  is  published,  i^rhaps  you  will  he 
aecused  of  stealing/rom  me  f 

c2 
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liarly  denominated  in  Ireland,  ^^  the  De?ilV 
tattoo." 

Murty  Oge's  thoughts  were  frequently  as 
rapid  as  his  actions,  and  changed  their  tone 
in  the  passing  of  a  moment,  when  a  new 
idea  crossed  his  mind.  Some  sucli  transition 
of  feeling  now  seemed  to  seize  it,  for  his 
habitually-wandering  eye  suddenly  settled 
into  a  fixed  stare,  and  his  whole  countenance 
changed,  as  he  turned  abruptly  round,  and 
with  startling  energy  exclaimed,  "  111  sail 
for  France ! " 

"  By  the  powers,  that  bates  cockfighting ! " 
cried  Connell,  darting  forwards  with  such 
velocity  as  to  upset  a  large  wicker-basket  or 
kish  of  turf  and  bog-wood  that  stood  in  the 
chimney  corner ;  "  may  I  niver  die  in  sin ! 
but  that  bates  cockfighting  ! " 

"  WhatV  said  The O'Sullivan, peevishly. 

"  Why  to  see  how  my  draam  o'  last  night 
comes  out  this  blessed  momin'!  Och! 
divil  a  word  o*  lie  I'm  spaakin'  now,  but 
the  raal  truth,  whin  I  tell  how  I  draamed 
that  your  Honour's  Honour  was  saated  on  the 
throne  of  France  (instead  o'  that  milk-sop 
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Louis)  wid  a  big  crown  o*naI  gowld  on  your 
porty  head,  an'  a  collar  o'  the  same,  ji^  for 
all  the  world  like  the  ones  that  your  grand- 
fiiders  wore  in  the  ould  times.  Sir,  whin  they 
ruled  the  land  from  this  to  Cork,  an'  a  dale 
further  for  that  matther;  an'  shure  (here 
Dan  lowered  his  voice  to  a  mysterious 
whisper)  upon  my  conscience.  Sir,  I  belieye 
the  good  people  were  playing  their  pranks 
in  my  noddle,  an'  mocked  me  fairly  last 
night;  for,  as  I'm  a  sinner,  I  draamed  o' 
her  too.  Sir ! " 

**  Of  who  ? "  said  Murty  Oge  with  an 
abstracted  air  that  seemed  as  if,  absorbed  in 
other  thoughts,  he  asked  the  question  almost 
unconsciously. 

''  Musha!  thin  o'  the  beautiful  darlint 
that  out  of  her  cradle  your  honour  an'  mysef 
spirited  over  the  saas  wid  my  shisther  Nora 
many  summers  ago !  who  else  ? "  replied 
Dan,  drawing  up  as  if  rather  offended  at  his 
master  s  inattention. 

"  Oh,  Eva ^ 

"  Whisht  —  aragal !  —  Whisht !  "    cried 

•  The 
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Dan  Connell,  looking  about  with  alarm  id 
every  feature. — "  Oh !  vo  vo !  Isn't  it 
enough  to  draw  the  sowl  out  of  a  Christin 
to  hear  ye  like  a  poor  gomal*  spaakin'  names 
in  that  kind  of  a  way,  whin  the  walls  have 
ears,  an'  tongues  too  for  that  matther? 
Masther,  jewel  I  it's  a  dale  more  gumsha^  I 
gave  ye  credit  for ! "  added  Conneli  with  an 
air  of  self-respect  and  reproachful  affection. 

**Well!  well!  I  believe  you  are  right, 
and  I  will  be  more  cautious  in  future ;  but 
now  we  are  on  the  subject,  Dan,  tell  me 
what  sort  of  a  creature  she  was  when  you 
saw  her  four  years  ago — the  time  I  sent  you 
to  France  with  the  last  remittance;  but 
I  remember  you  said  she  was  pretty." 

"What,  purty! — why  she's  exthramely 
beautiful ! — wid  eyes  as  blue  as  the  sky  of  a. 
summer's  night,  an'  as  bright  as  the  stars 
that  shine  in  it ;  wid  skin  as  white  as  milk,  an* 
cheeks  like  blush  roses,  an  Ups  like  twin- 
cherries,  an'  hair  as  soft  as  the  curling  mists 
upon  Hungry  Hill ! — purty,  inagh  /" — re- 
plied Dan,  indignant  at  the  puerile  epithet 

*  Idiot.  t  Sense. 
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his  master  Iiad  applied  to  the  fair  object  of 
discusabn. 

"Whew-e-wf  whistled  the  O'Sullivan. 
*'  Why,  Dan/'  .he  added^  bursting  into  what  i^ 
vulgarly  styled  a  horse-laugh,  ^^you  describe 
like  a  poet/' 

'^Apoet!  faix'en/tis  little  I'm  obligated  to 
your  Honour  for  being  afther  comparing  me 
to  one  o'  thim  cracked-brained  jintry,  that 
do  be  always  livin'  up  in  the  moon,  wid 
their  own  figgaries,  an'  niver  spake  a  word 
o'  truth  from  one  end  o'  the  year  to  the 
oder — the  niver  a  word !"  said  Dan  Connelly 
colouring  with  indignation. 

"  Come,  Dan  !  don't  be  so  huflFy  !  I  thought 
as  a  true  Irishman  you  respected  a  bard." 

"  Oh  thin,  to  be  shure,  if  your  Honour 
manes  the  raal  Bards  an'  Seanachies  o'  the 
ould  times,  who  wrote  like  the  Psalter  o' 
Cashel,  an'  played  on  the  harp  like  Brian 
Boro  'tis  mysef  that  would  go  to  the  end  o' 
the  world  to  seek  an'  to  sarve  'em !  — An'  faix 
for  the  Keeners  too,  I've  a  great  veneration ; 
but  as  for  thim  musheroons  o'  poets!  that 
lives  in  our  days, as ^oor hAhu^hmghs*  Sir ! 

•  Lsane  beggBr-mcD, 
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an  who,  not  contint  wid  being  big  fools  them- 
selves, make  oders  the  same;  the  jingling 
jackeens  wid  rhyme  an*  no  raason,  I  would'nt 
give  that  for  em !"  cried  Dan  Connell,  suit- 
ing the  action  to  the  word,  by  snapping,  or 
as  he  would  have  expressed  it,  cracking  his 
fingers,  and  cutting  a  caper,  the  agility  of 
which  a  G^rito  might  envy. 

**He!  he!  he!"  grinned  MurtyOge,  "I 
fear,  Dan,  you  will  never  have  a  proper  respect 
for  the  riders  of  Pegasus/* 

"  Big  ctsses  they  are  in  airnest !  but  not  o' 
the  Balaam  breed ;  for  sorra  a  word  heaven 
ever  putt  in  their  mouths  at  all,  at  all !  the 
dickens  a  one !"  cried  Connell,  roaring  at  his 
own  fancied  wit,  in  which  barbarian  exercise 
he  was  joined  l)y  his  master,  with  a  zeal 
which  would  have  sent  any  disciple  of  the 
luughter-hating  Chesterfield  to  the  shades 
forthwith. 

"  But  it  does  my  heart  good  to  see  your 
Honour  jokin*  so  bravely  this  mornin'!** 
cried  Connell,  as  soon  as  he  could  command 
his  risibility  sufficiently  to  speak ;  "  like  ah 
illigant  rollicking  rake  as  you  are,  every  inch 
o*  you !  an*  as  I  was  saying,  'tis  yourse'f  that 
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could  bate  Masther  Will  wid  the  girls  a 
thousand  times  over,  if  ye'd  only  do  your 
endaavours  to  compass  that  same  T 

*^  Oh  then,  /  was  the  person  you  meant,  as 
likely  to  prove  my  nephew's  successful  rival 
with  the  fair  sex/'  rejoined  The  O'SuUivan, 
with  a  grin  of  exquisite  self  complacency. 

^^  To  be  sure  thin  !  who  else  ?  for,  as  thrue 
as  I'm  standing  here,  egg  or  bird,  y're  more 
than  a  match  for  him ;  an'  if  ye'd  but  marry 
some  darlint,  wid  oceans*  o'  money  to  reign 
over  us  here  in  Ross  Mac  Owen,  I  warrant 
ye'd  throw  a  bone  to  Masther  Will,  tliat, 
cute  as  he  is,  he  wouldn't  pick  in  a  hurry  P 

"Marry;  /  marry!  Oh  Dan,  I'm  too 
old  for  that  !'*  chuckled  Murty  Oge,  with  an 
air  that  evidently  implied  a  desire  to  have 
the  assertion  disproved. 

*'  Too  ould !  the  divil  a  bit !  betther  late 
than  niver;  shure,  an't  I  your  Honour's  own 
fosther-brother  ?  an'  wasn't  I  only  fifty-two 
last  Patrick's-day  ?  an'  may  be  Judy  Malone 
wouldn't  jump  to  say  '  Iss,' — ^if  I  gave  her  but 
'casion! — What,  ould!   faix'en,  barring  the 

c  3 
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want  o'  your  Honour's  two  front  teeth^  y'reas 
fine  a  moral*  of  a  man  as  ye'd  see  on  a  month 
o'  Sundays;  for  as  to  the  scars  on  your 
cheeks,  shure  they  only  bespaakeyour  courage ; 
an*  as  to  the  loss  o'  your  Honour^s  lift  eye»  isn't 
t'other  worth  two  ?  an'  Dioud !  show  me  the 
boy  in  all  Ireland  could  get  at  the  blind  side 
o'  you,  let  him  putt  on  as  bould  a  face  as  he 
could.  Sir!  an'  as  to  a  nate-turned  ankle^ 
fellow  me  the  likes  o'  your  Honour's,  to  dance 
cover  the  buckle  all  over  the  counthry !" 

To  this  recapitulation  of  his  physical  per* 
factions  Murty  Oge  listened  with  delighted 
attention,  and  the  climax  of  Connell's  pic- 
turesque description  was  received  with  a 
burst  of  laughter,  which  displayed  to  the 
greatest  advantage  The  O'Sullivan's  mouth* 
ful  of  tusks,  as  green  as  his  favourite  element^ 
at  the  same  time  revealing  the  wide  space, 
which  Dan,  having  never  heard  of  Dame 
Nature's  abhorrence  of  a  vacuum,  considered 
but  a  trifling  defect. 

"  None  are  all  evil,"  says  Byron  ;  "  none 
are  all  ugly,"  say  we  of  the  graver  tribe  of 

•  Model. 


THB  DBAIH-PLAO.  35 

veracious  biographers ;  for  certain  it  is  Bf  urty 
Oge  did  possess  the  '* nate-turoed  ankle" 
Dan  mentioned,  and  ci  which  his  master 
was  notoriously  vain.  Stretching  out  his 
handsome  limb  in  a  position  which  seemed  a 
practical  illustration  of  ^  putting  the  best  fixit 
foremost,^  The  0*SuIlivan  eyed  it  with  deli- 
ebns  self'-complacency,  as,  with  a  leer  like 
that  of  drunken  wisdom,  he  exclaimed,  "*  By 
Heavens,  Dan !  I  believe  you  have  given  a 
hint  I  ought  not  to  despise.  My  nephew, 
fancying  himself  secure  of  succeeding  to  my 
fortune,  uses  it  as  if  it  were  his  own,  and 
laughs  at  my  authority.  But,  as  you  say, 
my  Csesar's  Caesar!  I  would  turn  over  a 
new  leaf,  and  teach  him  better  manners,  if 
I  married,  and  cut  him  out  from  the  in- 
heritance of  Ross  Mac  Owen !  Dan,  what 
say  you  to  my  taking  Mrs.  Dorothy  Sarsdale 
for  a  wife  ?" 

*'  Why  thin,  is  it  out  o'  your  sinses  you 
are  to  be  thinkin  o'  takin'  that  piece  of 
ould  carrion,  who,  for  all  she  dhrives  her 
four  glandered  bastes,  an'  has  plinty  o*  cash, 
is  as  cross   as  the  cats,  an'  as  tough  as  a 
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gad^  an'  as  grey  as  a  badger,  let  alone  being 
a  black  an'  blue  Protestant!  I  warrant; 
Sir,  there's  more  luck  in  store  for  us  nor 
that,  any  how  !  Shure  there's  Mrs.  Dorothy's 
niece.  Miss  O'Moore,  jist  come  over  from 
France,  as  young  as  a  colt,  an'  as  brisk  as 
a  bee,  an  as  fresh  as  a  daisy^  would  be  a 
dale  betther;.  for  I  dare  say,  being  come 
from  a  Catlic  counthry,  she  ain't  a  cem* 
former;*  but  thin,  who  knows  whether, 
afther  all,  the  ould  aunt  will  lave  her  her 
fortin,  by  raason  o'  which  we  won't  think 
of  her.  Sir,  at  all,  at  all!  Och,  thin,  I'll 
tell  you  what  it  is,  there's  as  good  fish  in 
the  saa  as  ever  was  caught ;  an'  plase  God> 
'tis  some  fine  rich  young  lady,  at  home  or 
abroad,  that  you'll  get  one  o'  those  days,  wid 
a  power  o'  money ;  for,  to  my  notion,  your 
Honour's  entitled  to  the  best  of  'em  any  way. 
Shure,  an't  vou  the  raal  discindant  o'  the 
great  0*Sullivan-Beare  ?  an'  didn't  you 
carry  the  world  afore  you  on  saa  an'  on 
land?  an'  is  there  a  man  in  the  province 
would  bate  you  for  laming,  picked  up  whin 

•  A  Protestant. 
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you  passed  through  Dublin  College  ?  Why 
thin,  may  I  be  fairly  hanged,  if  a  King's 
daughther,  or  the  Queen  o'  Shaaba,  would 
be  the  laste  taste  in  life  too  good  for  you ! 
An'  may  be  Madam  Pompadower  hersef 
didn't  think  the  same,  whin  she  threw  a 
sheep's  eye  at  your  Honour,  the  time  you 
wint  to  the  court  o'  Versailles,  an'  was 
resaaved,  by  your  right,  as  the  Earl  of 
Bearhaven !  wid  your  ruffles,  an'  tuckers, 
an'  flowered  silk  waistcoat,  an'  The  O'SuUi- 
van-Beares'  gowld-headed  soord,  to  say  nothin' 
o'  your  Honour's  bran  new  wig,  that  I  larded 
so  nately  wid  pomatum  an  powdher,  an'  the 
laced  cocked  hat  perched  above  it,  like  a 
beautiful  crow  on  the  top  of  a  hay-stack! 
Oh   thundher   an'  ounds !   it's  as   thrue   as 

a " 

The  purposed  asseveration  was  cut  short 
by  the  nasal  twang  of  Piping  Phil's  well- 
known  bagpipes,  which  suddenly  burst  on 
the  ears  of  the  eloquent  Dan,  and  struck  up 
an  air  so  invigorating  as  to  set  him  instinct- 
ively jigging  round  the  room,  while  with 
stentorian  lungs  he  roared  out  the  apposite 
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and  poetical  distich  of 

"  Will  ye,  will  ye  marry  me,  my  dear  Alley  Croker? 
Will  ye,  will  ye  marry  mCf  my  dear  Alley  Croker?* 

Connell  and  his  master  entertained  opi* 
nions  directly  opposed  to  those  which  the 
immortal  Shakspeare  has  expressed  respect- 
ing the  harmony  of  the  bagpipes :  therefore, 
when  the  drone  of  that  euphonical  instru- 
ment acted  on  their  auricular  nerves,  Dan, 
having  first  manifested  his  delight  in  the 
manner  already  described,  next  rushed  to  the 
window,  the  sash  of  which  he  dashed  up, 
while,  uttering  a  whoop  of  joy,  he  hallooed 
forth — "  Och  !  thin,  how  is  every  bit  o*  you, 
Phil  ?  an'  'tis  welcome  ye  are  as  the  flowers 
in  May  to  Ross  Mac  Owen  ! — Come  sdong, 
you  ould  vagabone !  see,  here's  the  Masther 
standin'  as  plain  as  a  ^ikestaS  forenent*  your 
blind  eyes,  wid  his  fist  in  his  pocket,  jist 
waitin  to  chuck  out  a  nate  thirteen, — Oh 
don't  lose  your  luck,  my  boy ! " 

A  loud  squeak,  like  that  of  a  dying  swine, 
here  abruptly  terminated  the  execution  of 
Alley  Croker ;  while  "the Professor**  tightly" 
grasping  his  pipes  beneath  his  arm,  and  led  by 

♦  Before, 
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a  shaggy  black  terrier,  advanced  rapidly  along 
one  of  the  well-trodden  paths  by  which  the 
grass-plot  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  was  intersected^ 
and^  approaching  the  window,  with  a  low  bow 
he  accosted  his  Chief  with  the  usual  saluta- 
tion of — *'  Gkxi  save  your  Honour  this  blessed 
momin  !  an  long  life  an'  a  happy  death  to 
you,  an'  that's  what  I  pray,  wid  all  my  veins  1** 

"  Thank  you — thank  you,  Phil — I'm  glad  to 
see  you  again ; — Here,  will  you  take  a  glass  ?  ** 
said  The  O'SuUivan,  filling  out  a  bumper  of 
whiskey. 

"Will  a  duck  swim,  agrah?"  asked  the 
minstrel,  and,  tossing  off  the  exhilarating  beve- 
rage, he  quaffed  it,  before,  to  use  Dan  s  com^ 
ment,  "  a  body  could  say  Jack  Robinson  !  " 

"  Betther  stuff  niver  wetted  my  whistle 
nor  that ! — ^But  it  riz  up  the  cockles  o'  my 
heart ! "  cried  the  piper,  while  with  one  hand 
he  deliberately  wiped  his  reeking  lips,  and 
with  the  other  laid  down  the  empty  goblet. — 
**  An'  now  will  I  strike  up  a  Planxty  would 
make  Hungry  Hill  stir  his  stumps,  if  he  had 
'em,  Sir?"  demanded  Phil, running  his  right 
hand  up  the  pipeof  his  instrument,  and  thrust- 
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ing  forward  a  countenance  on  which  one  of 
those  undefinable  looks  of  quiet  humour,  that 
are  so  peculiarly  characteristic  of  an  Irish 
physiognomy^  was  visibly  imprinted. 

"  By  and  bye,  we'll  trouble  you,  Phil ;  but 
first,  pray  let  me  hear  where  you  have  been» 
and  what  has  kept  you  so  long  away  from 
Ross  Mac  Owen  ?  "  returned  The  O'Sullivan. 

"  Is  it  where  I  have  been.  Sir  ?  Och !  thin 
far  enough,  dear  knows !  Shure,  wasn't  I  at 
the  fair  o'  Ballinasloe,  an*  afther  that  at  the 
'sizes  o'  Cork  ? — an'  didn't  I  handle  my  pipes 
at  tin  pattherns,*  let  alone  one  at  Blarney  ? 
— an'  wasn't  I  in  at  Tim  Mahony's  death ; 
an'  a  beautiful  corpse  he  made  !  an'  dacently 
scroodgedf  we  wor  at  his  wake  an'  berrin*. 
Och !  by  the  piper  that  played  before  Moses ! 
the  dickens  a  thing  could  flogij;  'em,  barrin' 
the  Christenin'  o'  the  two  thumpin'  twin 
childher  the  Lady  o'  Lynch  an'  Co.  (forgive 
us  our  sins!)  brought  into  the  world  last 
week,  at  the  sign  o'  "The  Hogshead  an' 
Tun."    An'  though  your  Honour  didn't  con- 

*  Irlslf  peasant  dances.  f  Anglic^,  squeezed. 
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discind  t'accept  his  invite,  shure  I  couldn't 
but  do  Murty  Tongue  Arrigud's  biddin',  whin, 
wid  his  palaverin'  chat,  he  ax'd  me  to  go  all 
the  ways  to  Kenmare  to  play  at  his  wedding 
and  lashens*  o'  prog,  an'  plinty  o'  fun>  we  had 
at  that  same,  whin  the  girls  tucked  up  their 
petticoats  and  flung  a  Moneen^\  till  they 
kick'd  up  sich  a  hullaholoo  in  the  school - 
masther's  long  tatch'd  hou«e,  that  the  gable 
end  (which  the  boys  say  is  like  big  A,  Sir!) 
shuck,  as  if  in  a  fit  o'  the  agy !  An'  thin, 
didn't  coortin'  Shane  Flaherty  depind  on  my 
honour,  when  he  gim  me  an  ounce  o'  green 
tay,  an'  filled  my  doodeen|  wid  tabaccy, 
purvided  I'd  carry  his  love-letther  safe  to 
Molly  Mullone  ?  Yarrow  thin  !  that  minds 
me  of  a  bit  of  a  paper  I  have  for  your  Ho- 
nour, from  Masther  Will,  that  he  gim  me  at 
Cork,  tin  days  ago  ;  an'  shure,  if  Ould  Nick 
didn't  charm  it  away  to  make  ducks  an'  drakes 
of,  I  have  it  somewhere  or  oder,  as  safe  as  a 
thief  in  a  mill ! "  cried  the  Hibernian  Mercury, 
as  he  fumbled  in,  and  dragged  out  of  a  long 
leather  pouch,  which  formed  a  pendant  to  his 

•  Abundance.  f  Irish  jig.  t  Small  pipe. 
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bagpipes,  a  heterc^neous  mass  of  Donde^ 
script  articles,  among  which  figured  a  broken 
doodeen  stuffed  with  tobacco^  Shane  Flaher- 
ty's **  ounce  o*  green  tay/*  divers  filthy  rags 
of  frieze,  linen,  leather,  and  flannel ;  some 
cold  potatoes,  a  pair  of  new  brogues,  and 
grey  worsted  stockings,  dried  dillisk,*  salted 
cryheens,'\  and  a  huge  black  bottle  half  filled 
with  potheen.'l 

While  turning  out  these  precious  relics 
into  what  Wordsworth  calls  "  the  light  of 
things,"  Phil  cautiously  feltj  and  the  black 
terrier  assiduously  nosedj  each  savoury  mor- 
ceau;  the  latter  actuated  by  his  epicurean 
propensities,  the  former  by  an  anxious  desire 
to  find  "  Masther  Will's  "  important  letter. 

"  Go  to  the  devil ! "  exclaimed  The  O'Sul- 
livan  stamping  with  rage,  as  the  smutty 
contents  of  Phil's  leathern  pouch  passed 
in  review  without  discovering  the  wished-for 
epistle — **  go  to  the  devil ! " 

**  Wisha  thin,"  'tis  a  mortual  long  journey 
you're  sendin'  me,  Sir !  an'  shure  you  wouldn't 

•  A  particular  kind  of  seaweed.  t  Pigs'  feet, 

{  Irish  whiskey,  illioitly  distilled. 
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lefuse  to  gim  me  sometliin'  to  pay  my  thn^ 
Tellin'  expinoes?*'  cried  the  piper,  stopping 
his  search  for  the  moment^  and  with  a  sort 
of  triumphant  laugh  turning  round  a  face  so 
radiant  with  fun  that  even  its  sightless  eyes 
seemed  lit  with  the  spirit  of  glee.  The  0*Sul* 
liran's  features  blackened  with  passion,  but 
before  he  could  vent  it  in  words,  Dan  Gon- 
nell  with  the  agility  of  a  harlequin  leaped 
through  the  open  window,  and  twitching 
Phil's  sleeve,  anxiously  whispered, — "  Asy, 
asy,  man! — mind  your  hits!  shure  you're  as 
blind  as  a  piper  in  aimest,  an'  as  dull  as  a 
hog,  or  you'd  see  that  the  Masther's  in  one 
his  tantarararas !"  • 

"  Hurra !  Hurra ! — ^here  it  is !  cut  an* 
dhry  for  his  Honour! — blessed  Virgin  be 
praised  !*'  cried  the  delighted  Phil,  who  at 
this  auspicious  moment  found  the  object  of 
his  search  jammed  in  between  two  of  the 
salted  cmbeenSf  one  of  which  the  black 
terrier  bore  triumphantly  o£^  while  his 
master,  disengaging  the  greasy  epistle  that 
still  stuck  to  the  other,  rubbed  it  against  his 

*  Passions. 
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knees,  then  raised  it  to  his  nostrils,  and 
smelt  it  keenly ;  after  whicli,  Phil,  with  liis 
wonted  air  of  comic  liardihood,  exclaimed, — 
'*  Och !  by  my  sowl  'tis  as  sweet  as  a  curd  an' 
as  sound  as  a  trout; — I'll  gim  my  Davy^ 
o  that !  so  I  needn't  bestow  any  coaram  f 
upon  it. — Here,  your  Honour ; — here's  Mas- 
ther  Will's  bit  of  a  letther,  as  safe*  as  if  it 
corned  in  the  Royal  Diligence  from  Cork," 
he  added,  extending  the  filthy  paper  towards 
the  spot  where  Tlie  O'SuUivan  stood. 

"Why  thin  there's  a  pohhofftie,X  an*  'tis 
well  you  desarve  it !"  cried  Dan  Connell,  as 
he  jestingly  bestowed  a  hearty  blow  on  the 
piper's  shoulder,  in  the  act  of  doing  which 
he  contrived  to  whisper  in  his  ear, — •'  Hould 
your  jaw,  and  be  off  to  the  kitchin,  an'  the 
Divil  fly  wid  you,  Phil ! — don't  you  see,  man, 
the  Masther's  as  mad  as  blazes?" 

"  You  good  for  nothing  blind  buzzard  !** 
roared  Murty  Oge,  "  I'll " 

**  Ah  thin,  Masther  dear,  shure  you 
wouldn't  mind  what  that  maaly-mouthed 
fool  of  a  piper  does  ?"  cried  Dan,  as,  having 

*  Word,  or  Oath.  t  Oaro.  J  A  blow. 
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pushed  off  die  repadimted  musician  to  a  dis- 
tance of  some  yards,  lie  leaped  back  to  his 
finrmer  station,  and,  once  more  slamming 
down  the  window,  delnrered,  as  a  peace- 
offering,  the  momentous  letter,  which  thus 
at  length  readied  its  final  destination. 

The  ChieAain  tore  the  paper  open,  and 
rapidly  glancing  his  eye  o^er  it  he  Todferated 
in  a  Toice  of  thunder — 

'*  The  devil's  in  the  fellow !  What  do  you 
think  of  this,  Dan  ?  My  nephew,  instead 
of  going,  as  I  ordered  him,  to  France,  has 
dared  to  sail  for  the  Highlands  of  Scotland ! 
The  impudent  rascal !  the  obstinate  mule !  if 
I  don't  make  him  pay  for  his  pranks  may  I 
be r  We  spare  our  readers  the  asseve- 
ration with  which  the  enraged  O'Sullivan 
dosed  his  sentence. 

**Oh  the  schaaming  gomal! — ^Why  thin 
what  in  the  world  tuck  him  off  to  that 
beggarly  Scotland  ?  "  asked  Dan  in  a  tone  of 
mingled  surprise  and  vexation. 

«  He  pretends,"  replied  The  O'Sullivan, 
with  an  evident  effort  endeavouring  to  bridle 
his  anger,   "  that,  on  arri\ing  at  Cork,  he 
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received  private  instructioiis  from  Prince 
Charles  Edward  to  sail  instantly  for  the 
North,  there,  in  defiance  of  my  prohibition, 
to  negotiate  with  the  Highland  clans  who, 
notwithstanding  their  recent  defeats,  are  still 
attached  to  the  interests  of  the  Stuarts,  and 
the  fellow  has  the  impudence  to  say  that  he 
considers  his  political  schemes  to  be  sounder 
than  mine." 

**Tache  his  granny  to  suck  eggs!"  re- 
joined Connell,  indignantly ; — "  was  ever  the 
like  hard  of  since  Adam  was  a  little  boy  ? — 
By  the  hoky  1  thin.  Sir,  we'll  lam  Masther 
Will  betther  manners  in  futher,  or  my  name 
isn't  Dan," 

"And  what  do  you  think  we  ought  to 
do?"  asked  Murty  Oge,  who  began  to 
regain  a  degree  of  composure. 

"  To  my  notion,  Sir,  we  ought  to  be  off  for 
France,  in  the  crack  of  a  fan ;  an'  thin,  if 
I'm  not  out  in  my  reck'nin',  your  Honour 
'ill  putt  Masther  Will  in  a  niortual  pucker, 
an'  'ill  give  him  as  good  as  he  brought,  an' 
'ill  play  the  mischief  wid  all  his  schaames 
an*  make  him  shake  in  his  shoes,  whin  you 
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see  Colonel  Lally,  an'  the  rest  o*  King 
Jiones's  throe  pathriots  in  Paris,  an*  disooone 
wid  *em  all  oonsarnin'  the  rights  o'  the  coun- 
thry  an'  the  Cat'lics,  like  a  great  pollytician» 
an*  shuie  sorra  betther  could  be  found  nor 
yoursef  from  Cape  Clear  to  the  Causeway  !'* 
— cried  Dan. 

"  Before  this  cursed  letter  came,"  said  The 
OSullivan,  crushing  the  paper  he  held^ 
**you  know  I  intended  to  sail  for  France, 
for  I  strongly  suspect  that  our  enemy,  Iiord 
Ogilvie,  is  at  his  old  tricks  again,  and  will 
avail  himself  of  my  nephew's  absence  to 
poison  (even  more  than  he  has  already  done) 
the  Jacobites  against  us — now  then  the  voyage 
is  more  than  ever  necessary.  Dan,  I  see  but 
one  great  obstacle  to  our  scheme,"  he  added, 
thoughtfully. 

'*  An'  what  is  that,  dear  ?"  asked  Connell 
in  an  earnestly  sympathizing  tone. 

*'  Why  I  fear  that  scoundrel,  Puxley,  may 
give  information  of  our  movements  to  Govern- 
ment, and  play  the  devil  with  our  plans !" 

"  Oh  tundher  an'  turf!  if  that  be  all, 
rU  ingage  we'll  throw  dust  in  ^is  eyes — 
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an*  in  spite  o'  the  parlimint  carry  our  jnnf, 
an'  small  blame  to  us,  widout,  wid,  or  by  your 
lave ;''  vehemently  answered  ConnelL 

''  That  is  easier  said  than  done/'  returned 
The  O'Sullivan,  with  some  anxiety  of  manner. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it  I — nothing  in  life  more 
asy ; — shure  we've  only  to  putt  a  bould  face 
on  the  matther,  an'  make  up  a  cock-an'-a-biill 
story,  an'  purtind  we're  goin'  to  keep  our 
station,  an  do  our  dewotions  at  the  Holy 
Gross  in  the  Skeligs,  an'  plaze  God  by  that 
same  we'll  desaave  the  Sassenachs^  an'  give 
'em  no  pace  till  they're  fairly  bothered." 

"By  Jingo  !  a  capital  thought,  my  prince 
of  factotums ! "  cried  Murty  Oge,  bestowing 
a  practical  proof  of  his  approbation,  in  the 
form  of  a  hearty  thump,  on  the  apex  of 
Connell's  Herculean  shoulders ; — "  Faith, 
sink  or  swim,  we  '11  act  on  it  instantly.  Go, 
Dan,  go,  and  tell  Father  Syl  that  he  must 
accompany  us : — 't  will  give  a  better  colour 
to  the  whole  affair ;  besides,  he  is  in  our 
secret  about  you  know  who,  and  if  we  have 
any  diflBculty  in  forcing  her  to  take  the  veil, 
a  priest  may  be  found  convenient.     Father 
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Sjrl,  moreoTer,  being  the  only  person  who 
knows  the  affair,  may '* 

*'  Why  thin,  keep  your  tongue  widin  your 
teeth,  an'  God  bless  you.  Sir!"  interrupted 
Dan,  forcibly  applying  his  hand  against  his 
master's  lips ; ''  faix,  you'll  play  the  dunnus* 
wid  us  all  if  you  don't  take  care.  An'  now, 
your  Honour/'  he  added,  withdrawing  the 
brawny  impediment  by  which  he  had  attempt- 
ed to  restrain  Murty  Oge's  unruly  member ; 
^  I  '11  go,  shure  enough,  widout  cracking  cry 
till  I  find  Father  Syl,  an  'ill  tell  him  to  be 
ready  to  sail  wid  your  honour  at  screech  o' 
day,  in  the  booker  to-morrow,  for  shure  it's  in 
it  we  must  go,  since  Masther  Will,  bad  luok 
to  him !  has  the  pride  o'  the  saas,  our  owu 
darlint  Brigantine,  all  to  himseY." 

**  Do,  do ; — and  Dan,  don't  forget  to  set 
the  sham  story  of  our  pilgrimage  to  the 
Skeligs  afloat,  so  that  it  may  reach  Puxley's 
ears  immediately." 

"  As  shure  as  a  gun  Pll  do  that  same,  an* 
ril  be  bail  I'm  the  lad  that  'ill  settle  ererj- 
thing  quite  to  your  Honour  's  satisfaction." 

«  Mischief. 
VOL.  I.  D 
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"  Very  well — be  off,  then ;  but  Dan,  take 
care  to  see  that  the  hooker' s  in  proper  trim, 
all  right  and  tight  for  the  trip,  and  manned 
with  ten  of  my  brave  Buccaneers.  And,  do 
you  hear  ?"  added  The  O'Sullivan  in  an  aa« 
thoritative  voice^  as  Connell  was  in  the  act  of 
departing  to  make  the  necessary  preparations, 
'*  let  me  have  no  nonsensical  delay,  like  the 
one  you  remember  occurred  when  we  missed 
a  capital  wind  for  clearing  the  bay,  by  waiting 
for  you.  Sir,  to  finish  your  breakfast." 

"  Och,  botheration !  that's  all  i'  my  eye. 
An'  now,  Masther  dear,  lave  off  your  haggiuj'^ 
an'  I  warrant  I'll  guard  agin  sich  another 
misfortin,  for  I'll  ate  my  breakfast  to  night, 
an'  thin  I'll  have  no  delay  in  the  mornin',  but 
'ill  be  ready  at  cockcrow  to  folly  your  honour 
if  you  wint  to  the  Divil  himse'f." 

With  this  magnanimous  resolution,  Dan 
Connell  scampered  off  in  search  of  Father 
Syl,  leaving  "the  bold  Captain  Sullivan  "  to 
digest  his  future  plans,  and  to  ruminate  on 
the  probable  success  of  his  intended  enter- 
prise. 

♦  Scolding. 
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CHAPTER  HL 

"  He  doth  rely  on  none ; 
Bat  otniee  on  the  stremmof  hit  diqxMe, 
Wiihoat  obeervaooe  or  respect  of  any. 
In  wUl  pecnliar,  and  in  self-admiBsioD.'* 

Shakbpkare. 

"  Merrily,  Merrily  on  they  go 
Afl  reddeas  of  wisdom  as  of  woe.** 

Old  Soso. 

The  results  that  a  series  of  public  mis- 
rule produce  on  the  state,  moral  and  political, 
of  a  country,  and  the  decisive  effects  which  a 
course  of  divided  government  inflicts  on  its 
varied  relations,  present  a  subject  of  deep 
importance  to  the  inquirer  who  notes  the 
national  and  social  peculiarities,  suggested  by 
a  review  of  the  history  and  progress  of  human 
civilization.  A  survey  of  the  annals  of  Ire- 
land, perhaps  more  than  those  of  any  other 
part  of  Europe,  would  prove  the  baneful  in- 
fluence which  the  practice  of  despotism  can 
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spread  over  the  condition  of  a  people.  But,  as 
such  an  examination  would  be  out  of  place  in 
a  work  like  the  present,  we  must  substitute 
delineations  of  Irish  manners  for  disquisitions 
on  Irish  politics,  and  endeavour  to  illustrate* 
our  period,  by  sketching  those  singular  images 
in  Irish  society  which  formerly  exemplified, 
and,  though  decaying,  still  mark,  the  extra- 
ordinary way  in  which  it  has  been  modified, 
by  the  ascendancy  of  circumstance  acting 
upon  national  propensities. 

An  unruly  love  of  independence,  mingled 
with  romantic  patriotism,  reckless  despera- 
tion, strong,  though  improvident,  attach- 
ments, and  an  unquenchable  spirit  of  wit, 
cunning,  and  frolic,  seem  to  be  the  insepa- 
rable ingredients  of  Irish  character,  stamp- 
ing that  broad  line  of  distinction  between  the 
natives  of  England  and  Ireland  which 
decidedly  marks  the  idiosyncrasy  of  each. 

How  far  the  relative  differences  between 
the  children  of  the  two  countries  might  ]ye 
traced  to  a  political  origin,  we  pause  not  to 
examine ;  but,  viewing  national  qualities  as 
they  existed  at  the  epoch  of  our  narrative,  we 
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sball  proceed  to  depict  one  of  the  dramatis 
persowE  who  are  destined   to  figure  in  its 
pages. 

After  the  slight  introduction  wkidi  has 
already  been  given  to  Mr.  Puxler,  it  is 
scarcely  necessary  to  inform  the  reader  that 
that  gentleman  held  a  situation  in  the 
revenue^  and  was  employ.ed  by  Goremment 
with  a  view  to  prevent  a  system  of  audacious 
piracy,  which,  about  the  middle  of  the  last 
century,  was  carried  on  most  extensively 
by  the  inhabitants  of  the  southern  coast  of 
Ireland.  It  was  equally  desirable  to  sup- 
press a  local  spirit  of  disaffection,  which 
general  suspicion  attached  to  the  Clan  of 
The  O'Suliivan-Beare,  who,  it  was  ru- 
moured, had  become  an  agent  to  the  Courts 
of  France  and  Spain,  by  enlisting  Irishmen 
for  their  service,  and  that  of  Prince  Charles 
Edward  Stuart,  or,  as  be  was  denominated 
by  his  opponents,  '^the  Young  Pretender.** 
The  reports  of  the  day  confidently  asserted 
that  the  recruits  thus  secured  by  ^^  the  bold 
Captain  Sullivan,**  had  been  privately  trans- 
ported  in  a  vessel  of  his  own  to  the  Continent^ 
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where,  notnrithstanding  the  signal  defeats 
which  the  House  of  Stuart  had  recently  suft- 
tainedy  it  was  well  known  that  the  cause  of 
the  ex-King  James  was  still  supported  by  a 
body  of  zealous  partisans. 

Under  those  circumstances,  Mr.  Fuxley's 
office  was  no  sinecure ;  and,  as  may  be  rea- 
dily imagined,  the  discbarge  of  his  public 
duties  rendered  him  peculiarly  obnoxious  to 
the  daring  class  of  men  whose  evil  practices 
it  was  his  object  to  detect,  in  order  that  the 
guilty  might  be  punished.  He  was  perfectly 
aware  of  the  detestation  in  which  he  was 
held  by  the  lower  orders  of  the  Irish,  as  well 
as  by  their  formidable  leaders ;  but,  possessing 
great  personal  courage,  Mr.  Puxley  defied  the 
hatred  of  both,  and,  instead  of  endeavouring 
to  conciliate,  he  returned  their  secret  disUke 
with  open  contempt  of  manner,  which  in- 
creased the  malignity  of  his  enemies,  without 
producing  any  abatement  of  these  misde- 
meanors. 

Notwithstanding  this  injudicious  conduct, 
Mr.  Puxley  was  neither  a  fool  nor  a  villain. 
He  was,  in  truth,  a  plain,  well-educated,  well- 
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meaning  Englishman ;  and,  when  the  leaven 
of  prejudice  did  not  blind  his  natural  saga- 
city, the  kindest  feelings  of  hnmanity  found 
their  way  into  bis  bosom.  But  the  jealous 
watchfulness  of  all  that  passed  around  him, 
and  the  espionage  occasioned  by  the  state  of 
the  country  and  the  people  with  whom  he 
had  to  deal,  deteriorated  Mr*  Fuxley*s  best 
qualities,  and  imparted  a  forbidding  tone  to 
his  manners,  which  at  first  rendered  him 
rather  repulsive  than  otherwise.  The  un- 
favourable prepossessions  thus  created  how- 
ever, generally  diminished  on  a  farther 
acquaintance,  when  the  good  dispositions 
which  had  been  kept  in  abeyance  frequeutly 
burst  through  the  restraints  which  circum- 
stances had  imposed,  proving,  that  however 
harsh  and  sarcastic  his  language  might  be, 
his  actions  were  often  the  reverse.  Many  of 
the  gentry  who  resided  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Puxley  Hall  were  staunch  supporters  of 
the  Government  In  their  estimation,  the 
proprietor  of  that  mansion  held  a  distin- 
guished place,  for  the  activity  of  his  exer- 
tions obtained    their    applause,   while    the 


56  THE  DEATH-FLAG. 

dangers  to  which  he  was  hourly  exposed 
rendered  him  an  object  of  interest  and  sym- 
pathy. Even  those  who  were  in  some  degree 
opposed  to  the  existing  administration,  were 
on  friendly  terms  with  Mr.  Puxley,  whose 
hospitality  ^^won  golden  opinions  from  all 
sorts  of  men/*  and  purchased  the  consenting 
praises  of  a  thousand  tongues,  which  on  any 
other  subject  than  that  of  capital  dinners  and 
the  copious  flow  of  wine,  might  have  evinced 
less  cordial  unanimity* 

Though  known  as  a  lover  of  good  cheer,  . 
Mr.  Puxley  bore  some  characteristics  in  his 
appearance,  that  were  little  indicative  of  a 
convivial  temperament.  He  was  unmarried, 
and  seemed  about  forty  years  of  age;  his 
figure  was  tall,  muscular,  and  not  particularly 
corpulent.  Dark,  heavy  brows,  which  closely 
met  together,  shaded  his  keen  grey  eyes,  and 
gave  an  air  of  decision  and  thought  to  the 
upper  part  of  his  face,  which  was  at  variance 
with  the  expression  of  his  thick  lips,  and 
fleshy  chin;  his  nose  and  cheeks  were  un- 
marked by  the  rosy  lines  which  Bacchus 
generally  loves  to  ti-ace  with  no  unsparing 
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hand  upon  the  countenances  of  his  worship- 
pers— still,  the  Epicurean  cast  predominated 
in  Mr.  Puxley's  person ;  for,  notwithstanding 
that  the  ordinary  glance  of  his  eye  bespoke 
severity,  it  catdd  laugh  over  the  jovial  bowl, 
while  simultaneously  his  voice  assumed  atone 
of  hilarity,  which,  though  bordering  upon  that 
of  arch  contempt,  seldom  failed  to  win  the 
favour  of  his  associates.  On  the  whole,  how- 
ever, the  individual  we  are  describing  could 
not  fairly  be  considered  as  a  votary  of  the 
jolly  god,  for,  though  he  deemed  that  the 
convivialities  of  the  table  gave  zest  to  the 
business  of  Ufa,  yet  his  personal  devotion  to 
the  bottle  was  usually  restrained  within  the 
bounds  of  sobriety,  and  never  was  evinced 
with  the  stultified  fidelity  which  frequently 
led  his  boon  companions  to  indulge  in  free 
and  deep  potations. 

At  the  period  of  which  we  write,  the 
empire  of  ton  had  not  extended  its  dominion 
to  the  southern  parts  of  Ireland.  The  few 
who  composed  the  world  of  Hibernian  fa- 
shion, resided  in  or  near  the  Capital ;  while 
the   remote  regions  of   the   country   were 
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almost  exclusiyely  inhabited  by  persons  who 
were  nobodies  in  the  estimation  of  the  coteries 
of  the  Irish  court,  but  who  in  "  the  bliss  of 
ignorance  "  were  "  somebodies  **  in  their  own, 
as  they  never  admitted  a  doubt  of  their  in- 
dividual self-consequence. 

In  the  enjoyment  of  society  which  partook 
of  the  buoyant  spirit  of  its  members,  the  fair 
arbitresses  of  a  system  of  general  gaiety 
sanctioned  every  frolic  which  the  fervour  of 
fun  excited,  and  held  their  merry  reign  in- 
dependent of  control  from  the  oligarchy  of 
fashion.  Social  festivity  was  unclouded  by 
affectation^  and  the  gloom  of  bigotry  was 
seldom  allowed  to  darken  the  charities  of 
life.  The  demeanor  of  the  Irish  ladies 
though  vivacious,  was  correct;  for,  as  the 
restraints  they  obeyed  were  those  of  real 
principle  rather  than  of  conventional  form, 
their  conduct  gave  assurance  for  the  virtue  of 
their  hearts,  however  it  might  fail  to  speak 
for  the  refinement  of  their  manners. 

Towards  the  middle  of  the  last  century 
the  traits  of  Irish  character  were  curiously 
displayed  in  the  peculiar  modes  by  which 
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the  pleasures  of  social  intercourse  were  often 
sought  for,  and  enjoyed. 

Amid  the  varying  scenes  wherein  a  painter 
of  the  national  manners  of  the  Emerald  Isle 
in  by-gone-days  may  find  materials  for  his 
subject,  certain  public,  but  at  the  same  time 
familiar  meetings,  once  well-known  in  Ire- 
land under  the  appellation  of  ^  Drwrnar 
deserve  the  particular  mention,  which  we 
shall  proceed  to  ofler  in  the  following 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Beauty,  youth,  love,  virtue,  joy,  this  group 

Of  bright  ideas,  flow'rs  of  Paradise 

As  yet  unforfeit  I  in  one  blasK  we  bind. 

Kneel  and  present  it  to  the  skies :  as  all 

We  guess  of  heaven,  and  these  were  all  her  own." 

YOUNO. 

**  The  busy  crowd. 

The  vun,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proudy 
In  Folly's  maze  advance." 

CJOTTON. 

Don  Pedro — "  0  day  untowardly  turned ! 
Claudh — O  mischief  strangely  thwarting  I" 

Shakspeabe. 

"  Desperate  to  the  last — ^in  ev'ry  passion  furious." 

Smith. 

The  grandfathers  and  grandmothers  of 
many  of  the  present  citizens  of  Cork, — for  we 
speak  of  the  year  1748, — were  in  the  habit  of 
frequenting  the  public  meetings  to  which  we 
have  alluded  at  the  close  of  the  last  chapter. 

Those  meetings  took  place  weekly,  and 
were  independent  of  the  balls,  assemblies, 
and  concerts  held  in  the  same  rooms,  but 
which  on  a  Thursday  evening  were  never 
allowed  to  interfere  with  the  *'  Drum  nights.** 
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The  charge  for  admission  was  only  one 
shilling ;  but  **  the  Drummeri*  being  nume- 
rous, it  was  sufficient  to  defray  the  expenses 
of  a  band,  lights,  and  attendance. 

Cards  were  then  more  in  fashion  than  at 
present,  and  formed  the  principal  amusement 
of  the  company.  Many,  however,  went 
merely  to  see  and  to  be  seen ;  the  city  Belles 
promenaded  in  search  of  admiration;  the 
officers  of  the  garrison  strutted  in  their  red 
coats  and  military  finery,  bent  on  the 
destruction  of  female  hearts.  Spruce  young 
merchants,  ruffled  in  the  pink  of  the  mode, 
and  dressed  in  velvet  embroidered  coats  and 
satin  vests,  sauntered  about  the  room  fol- 
lowing the  same  vocation.  Their  well- 
powdered  fathers,  each  wearing  the  sword, 
cocked-hat,  long  hose,  and  buckled  shoes  of 
the  period,  ambled  on,  attired  in  snuff-coloured 
salts  with  noses  to  match.  The  comfortable 
rotundities  and  rosy  cheeks  of  those  worthy 
gentlemen  attested  the  non-existence  of  any 
such  character  as  that  of  Father  Matthew  in 
those  ^'  good  old  times ;"  their  vivacity  indeed 
was   so  striking,   that  it  seemed  to  afford 
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presumptive  proof  of  their  recent  libations 
to  the  jolly  god,  for  their  voices  rose  high 
and  shrill  while  busily  engaged  with  some 
acquaintance  in  a  discussion  respecting  a  con- 
tract for  provisions,  or  else  waxed  angrily 
in  a  political  argument :  wits,  divines,  lawyers, 
young  and  old  maids,  all,  however,  mingled 
in  free  and  happy  intercourse. 

"  I  was,"  says  the  writer  of  a  survey  of 
the  South  of  Ireland,  ^^at  one  of  those  Drums, 
and  though  there  was  no  dancing,  I  found  it 
very  entertaining." 

''It  was  not,  I  conclude,  without  good 
reason,"  continues  the  same  author,  ^'that 
Mr.  Derrick  says,  in  one  of  his  letters,  that  he 
found  a  greater  number  of  pretty  women  in 
Cork  than  ever  he  had  seen  together  in  any 
other  town."  Without  offering  the  philo- 
sophical observations  which  might  be  deduced 
from  Mr.  Derrick's  remark,  we  admit  that 
the  Belles  of  Cork  were  justly  celebrated  for 
their  personal  charms,  and  that  an  air  of 
general  hilarity  pervaded  the  manners  we 
describe,  which  is  seldom  met  with  in  the 
more  complex  conditions  of  modern  society. 
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'^Murty  the  Rover**  and  his  eompanions 
sailed  for  France  the  day  before  "  a  Drum 
night "  was  held>  when  more  than  the  usual 
quantum  of  gaiety  was  expected  in  eon- 
sequence  of  the  extra  amusement  of  dancing 
having  been  authorized  by  the  most  influential 
of  *'  the  Drummers,'*  whose  decrees  were  as 
omnipotent  as  those  which  in  our  days  issue 
in  pompous  legislation  from  the  aristocratic 
conclave  of  *^  Almacks/* 

With  avowed  delight,  the  younger  portion 
of  ^^the  Drummers"  hailed  the  tribute,  thus 
publicly  offered,  to  their  favourite  Terp* 
sichore  ;  aod  even  the  sluggish  torpor  of  the 
elderly  citizens  of  Cork  seemed  roused  into 
unwonted  activity,  when  they  entered  the 
large  room,  which,  at  the  early  hour  of  seven 
o'clock,  was  crowded  to  excess.  The  walls  of 
the  apartment,  unencumbered  by  ornament, 
glared  on  the  eye  of  the  spectator  in  all  the 
purity  of  an  immaculate  whitewash.  Lights 
burning  through  exuding  masses  of  unctuous 
tallow,  dimly  cast  their  beams  on  female  eyes, 
to  which  the  illumination  of  a  thousand 
waxen  tapers  could  scarcely  have  imparted 
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an  increased  degree  of  lustre.  A  band  of 
excellent  musicians  filled  the  gallery  that  ran 
across  one  end  of  the  chamber,  and,  ere  the 
last  chime  of  eight  had  sounded  from  a  huge 
old-fashioned  clock  which  stood  beneath  the 
orchestra,  forty  couples,  with  radiant  coun- 
tenances and  lively  gestures,  were  flying 
"down  the  middle  and  up  again"  to  the 
popular  tune  of  "  The  Fox  Hunter  s  Jig." 
The  *'  mutton  lights'*  we  have  commemorated 
seemed  to  participate  in  the  inspiration  of  the 
moment,  as  they  reeled  in  their  tin  sconces  in 
admirable  unison  with  numerous  feet  that 
sprang  over  the  bounding  floor,  in  the 
animated  measure  which  Irish  phraseology 
has  emphatically  termed  ''dancing  for  the 
bare  life." 

While  the  juvenile  "Drummers"  were 
thus  engaged,  and  while  music  lent  her  aid  to 
feed  the  progress  of  incipient  and  matured 
flirtations,  many  of  the  elderly  members  of 
the  assembly  were  seated  at  card-tables  in  an 
adjoining  room,  where  sixpenny  long-whist 
occupied  the  minds  of  the  players  as  intently 
as  guinea  points,  and  a  cool  hundred  on  the 
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rubber,  now  excite  tlie  interests  of  fashionable 
gamesters  at  those  haunts  of  modem  tan, 
yclept  by  courtesy  ''  St.  James's  Hells." 

The  merry  country-dance  already  men- 
tioned had  just  ended,  when  a  buzz  of 
delighted  surprise,  which  burst  from  a  party 
of  beaux  who  lounged  near  the  ball-room 
entrance,  announced  to  the  more  distant 
groups  that  some  magnet  of  superior  at- 
traction must  have  elicited  such  marked 
applause  ;  all  eyes  involuntarily  turned  to  the 
door,  and  were  instantly  riveted,  either  in 
admiration  or  envy,  on  a  beautiful  girl,  wbo, 
with  an  elderly  lady  leaning  on  her  arm, 
entered  the  room. 

Imagination  never  pictured  a  form  more 
exquisitely  lovely  than  that  of  the  fair  being 
who  thus  attracted  universal  observation. 
The  character  of  her  beauty  was  decidedly 
foreign,  the  clear  brown  of  her  complexion, 
the  swimming  languor,  we  had  almost  said 
the  sadness,  of  her  large  dark  eyes,  the 
regular  arches  of  her  brows,  and  the  hair  that 
clustered  round  them,  combined  to  give  an 
Italian  expression  to  a  countenance,  in  the 
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cast  of  whicli  a  little  haz^eur,  seeming 
to  bespeak  a  consciousness  of  the  blood  of 
Irish  Sovereigns  that  flowed  in  her  veins,  was 
mingled  with  an  air  of  dignified  modesty. 
Her  stature  was  tall,  and  the  luxuriant 
proportions  of  her  figure  realized  the  ideas 
we  are  apt  to  conceive  of  the  majesty  of 
woman's  form  when  modelled  into  com- 
manding loveliness.  The  dress  of  the 
youthful  stranger  was  as  elegantly  simple  as 
an  adherence  to  the  French  toilet  would 
permit,  and  contrasted  very  strikingly  with 
the  voluminous  habiliments,  which,  according 
to  the  plethoric  taste  of  the  times,  enveloped 
in  a  scarlet  velvet  negligee  and  green  tabby 
petticoat  the  shrunken  limbs  of  the  antiquated 
well-powdered  personage,  who,  like  the  dra- 
gon-watch of  the  Hesperian  tree,  frequently 
cast  a  guardian  eye  upon  her  precious  charge, 
as  she  minced  into  the  room  upon  her  high- 
heeled  shoes,  waving  a  large  and  costly  fan. 
**  Who  the  devil  is  that  lovely  creature  to 
whom  Mrs.  Dorothy  Sarsdale  acts  as  a  foil  to* 
night  r  drawled  a  dashing  officer  of  dragoons, 
as  dropping  the  eye-glass  he  had  hitherto 
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applied  to  liis  half-doied  yisaal  m^gaiis,  he 
tapped  the  shoulder  of  one  of  the  nmnenHis 
beaux,  who,  with  a  principle  ofecbeAan  well 
deaeiring  the  eonaideratioD  of  #  philoaopher, 
were  erowding  round  the  two  ladiea  la  they 
walked  towards  the  card-room. 

**  Don*t  know,  'pon  honour  f  replied  the 
person  who  had  been  so  unceremoniously 
interrogated. 

*'  Don't  know !  Ah  I  then,  where  in  the 
world  have  you  lived,  my  good  fellow,  not  to 
have  heard  of  Mrs.  Dorothy  Sarsdale's  niece, 
the  beautiful  Miss  O'Moore,  who  has  lately 
arriTed  from  foreign  parts,  as  heiress  pre- 
samptiye  to  the  thumping  estate  of  her  aunt, 
that  time-dried  specimen  of  humanity  who 
walks  beside  her  T  demanded  a  spruce  Cork 
merchant,  gaily  attired  in  a  suit  of  light 
blue  velvet  laced  with  silver,  and  who,  with 
an  air  of  commercial  importance,  was  swag^ 
gering  on,  to  gain  a  closer  view  of  the  sub- 
ject of  his  remarks* 

'*  Eh  1  really  an  heiress  r  exclaimed  the 
dragoon,  who,  on  receiving  this  unexpected 
intelligence,  suddenly  brightened  into  anima- 
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tion — "  then,  by  Jove,  I'll  get  an  introduction 
to  her." 

'^  Well  said,  my  man  of  wax !  and  upon 
my  modesty  I'll  do  the  same  out  of  hand*"* 
cried  a  good  natured  Irish  fox-hunter,  in  a 
rich  national  accent,  as  undisguised  as  the 
intention  he  familiarly  announced. 

At  this  instant,  the  music  for  the  dancers 
re-commenced,  and  amidst  the  bustle,  the 
throng,  the  uproarious  vivacity  attendant  on 
that  signal,  the  remarks  concerning  the  Belle 
of  the  room  which  issued  from  tribes  of 
buckeens,  squireens,  military  fops,  privi- 
ledged  "dashers  and  slashers,"  old  young 
ladies,  and  their  manoeuvering  mammas,  only 
fell  upon  the  ear  in  broken  snatches.  In  the 
meantime,  the  graceful  object  of  so  much 
attention  seemed  wonderfully  passive,  and 
was  in  fact  so  thoughtless  of  herself,  that  the 
eye  of  admiration  and  the  glance  of  envy 
rested  on  her  form  almost  without  her 
knowing  it.  Intent  upon  observing  the  ani- 
mation exhibited  in  the  curious  scene  before 
her,  Miss  O'Moore,  with  an  expression  of 
suppressed  archness  lurking  in  her  eye,  and 
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playing  round  the  corners  of  her  mouth, 
stood  in  unconscious  beauty  beside  Mrs. 
Dorothy  Sarsdale,  while  that  stately  spinster, 
with  "charmed  attention/'  listened  and 
endeavoured  to  reply  to  the  extravagant 
flatteries  which  the  crowd  around  were 
volubly  offering  in  the  usual  style  of  Irish 
hyperbole.  The  endless  introductions  Miss 
O'Moore  was  now  obliged  to  undergo,  dis- 
turbed the  amusement  which  the  silent  obser- 
vation of  manners  that  were  entirely  new  to 
her,  had  previously  conferred.  In  order  to 
escape  from  the  vociferous  competitors  for 
her  acquaintance,  who  were  soliciting  it  with 
a  species  of  effrontery  which,  at  the  epoch 
here  alluded  to,  was  consistent  with  the 
perfection  of  Hibernian  hon  ton,  the  now 
blushing  girl  suffered  herself  to  be  led 
towards  the  dancers  by  Lord  Ballyburn,  a 
young  Irish  Peer,  who,  with  a  naturally 
free  but  thoroughly  good-humoured  air,  tri- 
umphantly bore  away  his  prize  from  a  bevy 
of  admiring  swains.  Guiding  Miss  O'Moore 
towards  "  the  set,"  his  Lordship  secured  *'')a 
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good  place,**  and  standing  tM-^-tn»  to  a 
beautiful  partner,  looked  as  self-ooniplacently 
delighted,  as  ever  man  did,  in  similar  cir- 
cumstances. 

**So,  Lord  Ballybum  has  secured  that 
lovely  girFs  hand/*  said  our  old  acquaintance, 
Mr.  Puxley,  addressing  an  elderly  clergyman 
who,  like  himself,  had  been  compelled  by  the 
pressure  of  the  crowd  to  remain  a  few  momenta 
stationary  near  the  dancers.  Before  the  Divine 
could  muster  a  reply,  a  tall  Quixotic-looking 
personage,  attired  in  all  the  glories  of  a  claret- 
coloured  velvet  coat  faced  with  gold,  a  full- 
bottomed  red  wig,  a  flowered  waistcoat,  black 
satin  small  clothes,  with  hose  drawn  over  the 
knees,  and  a  point  lace  cravat  tied  in  a  mag- 
nificent  expenditure  of  "bows  and  ends,** 
stalked  up  to  Mr.  Puxley,  and  darting  a  look 
of  malice  at  Lord  Ballybum  gave  a  prefatory 
Eh'hem ! — as  if  to  cough  away  his  spleen  ere 
he  exclaimed — "  Only  for  the  first  dance, 
Sir ! — 'tis  only  for  the  first  dance.  Those 
young  coxcombs  (the  speaker  was  waxing 
towards  the  middle  age)  always  contrive  to 
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get  on,  and  to  give  the  go-by  to  their 
betters ;  but  I  don't  care  a  straw  about  it*~ 
none  but  a  fool  would !" 

^  Then,  of  course,  you  are  exempt  from  any 
anxiety  on  the  subject/'  said  Mr.  Puxley 
significantly,  as  he  endeavoured  to  move 
away  from  the  most  inflictive  talker,  and 
greatest  gossip  extant  of  the  day — Sir  Phelim 
O'Borer.  That  personage,  however,  was  not 
easily  distanced,  for  he  was  one  of  those 
delectable  members  of  society  who  come 
under  the  designation  of  "  button-holders," 
and  who,  having  once  fixed  upon  a  victim, 
seldom  allow  him  to  escape  without  cruci- 
ating  him  for  hours,  which  seem  ages  in 
duration. 

Skilled  in  the  art  of  his  clique^  Sir  Phelim 
0*Borer  resolutely  seized  Mr.  Puxley  by  one 
of  his  Mechlin  ruffles,  and  advancing  his  own 
foot,  decked  in  red-heeled  shoes  with  gold 
buckles,  in  such  a  way  as  to  check  the 
locomotive  powers  of  bis  victim^  he  took 
advantage  of  the  momentary  pause  to  insinu- 
ate his  arm  within  that  of  his  ill-fated  ac- 
quaintance, whose  attention  he  determined  to 
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monopolize,  as  with  vulgar  familiarity  he 
whispered — **A  word  in  your  ear,  Puidey: 
— Now  first  and  foremost  tell  me,  like  an 
honest  rogue  as  you  are,  will  this  Miss 
0*Moore  raally  inherit  her  aunt's  estate  f  * 

**  Yes,  Sir," — returned  Mr.  Puxley  with 
laconic  coohiess. 

''  Faith,  then,  nate  little  bits  of  bogs  they 
are;  better  could'nt  be  found  in  Munster. 
Now  Tm  the  last  man  upon  earth  to  pry  into 
family  sacretSy  but,  just  for  curiosity's  sake, 
Fd  like  to  know  exactly  how  much  old 
Dorothy's  dirty  acres  bring  in  per  annum  ?" 

"  Once  for  all,  Sir  Phelim,  Mrs.  Dorothy 
Sarsdale  has  three  thousand  a  year,  the  be- 
quest of  a  cousin  who  died  in  India,  and 
Miss  O'Moore  has  been  declared  her  heiress 
within  the  last  week.  Are  you  satisfied 
now  ?"  demanded  Puxley,  trying  to  extricate 
his  arm  from  the  gripe  of  his  unrelenting 
persecutor. 

"  Why  No,  not  entirely ;  (three  thousand 
a  year,  with  a  pretty  girl  into  the  bargain, 
would  be  no  bad  hit;  it's  hard  if  a  little 
flummery  wouldn't  do  the  business ;")  ejacu- 
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lated  Sir  Phelim,  half  audibly.  Then,  with 
an  air  of  ineffistble  conceit,  he  suffered  bis 
Toice  to  sink  still  lower,  while  clinging  to 
Puxley  by  a  grasp  as  tenacious  as  that  of  the 
boa-constrictor,  he  added  with  a  shrewd  and 
mysterious  look, — **  I  say,  between  ourselves, 
don't  you  think  if  I  touched  up  the  old  one 
cleverly  about  her  protestant  blood,  and 
blarneyed  her  well  concaming  her  niece's 
perfections,  I  might  finger  the  yellow  boys,* 
pay  off  my  mortgages,  and  get  her  in 
marriage  ?" 

•'  Get  who  ?— Mrs.  Dorothy  Sarsdale  r 
asked  Puxley  with  a  malicious  smile. 

"Mighty  like  a  whale! — Do  you  mane 
to  insult  me,  sir?" — fiercely  demanded  the 
touchy  baronet,  withdrawing  his  band  from 
Puxley 's  arm,  and  laying  it  on  his  own 
elaborate  sword-knot,  while  his  gaunt  figure 
stiffened  into  perpendicularity. 

**  No !  No ! — I  only  mean  to— escape  !** 
replied  Puxley,  availing  himself  of  the 
momentary  release  which  0*Borer*s  action 
afforded,   and  bolting    through   the  crowd 

*  Anglic^  goineag. . 
VOL.  I.  B 
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with  squared  elbows,  and  an  ur  of  resolutioii 
as  doughty  and  important  as  the  veriest 
cliamj)ion  of  Orange  ascendancy  could  assume 
in  our  day,  wliile  bustling  his  protestant  steps 
through  the  contamination  of  a  papist  mob. 

"  Whither  so  fast  Puxley,  whither  so 
fast?"  exclaimed  a  voice  from  the  crowd. 
The  well-known  accents  arrested  Mr.  Puxley, 
who,  hastily  turning  round  and  twining  his 
arm  within  that  of  the  speaker,  heaved  a  long* 
drawn  inspiration,  as,  looking  back  with  the 
glance  of  a  hawk,  he  breathlessly  exclaimed 
to  his  companion — "  Colebrook,  am  I  safe  ? — 
Have  I  actually  Cvscaped  from " 

"Sir  Phelim  O'Boier,  for  a  wager  ? **  in- 
terrupted Admiral  Colebrook,  laughing  hear- 
tily at  his  friend's  alarm  ;  **  Oh !  yes,  the 
motto  of  your  tactics  seems  ^  Sauve  qui  pent' 
and  in  the  present  instance  it  has  secured 
you  the  crown  of  victory,  instead  of  that  of 
martyrdom.  But,  to  be  serious,  Puxley,** 
added  the  Admiral  in  an  altered  tone,  and 
withdrawing  his  companion  from  the  crowd, 
"  I  am  glad  to  meet  you  here  to-night,  for  I 
want  to  give  you  a  piece  of  news,  which  I 
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just  heard  from  Dr.  De  la  Cour,^  at  the 
cofieehouse. — HTis  ramoured  that  a  French 
priyateer,  full  of  men,  has  been  seen  by  the 
help  of  glasses  off  Gape  Clear,  in  company 
with  some  Tessels,  which  it  is  supposed  she 
captured.     What  do  you  think  of  this  ?  * 

^'  I  think,  as  I  have  alwapdone,"  returned 
Puxley  with  much  warmth,  but  speaking  in 
an  under  tone,  *'our  Government  is  too 
supine.  The  Ghevalier  de  St.  George,t  not- 
withstanding his  defeat*:,  has  many  partisans 
among  the  Irish  Catholics,  who,  blinded  by 
their  passions,  overlook  the  imbecility  that 
marked  his  rash  invasion  upon  England,  and 
the  failure  of  Charles  Edward's  recent  enter- 
prise, fancying  that  if  the  Pretender,  or  his 
ambitious  son,  could  once  more  prosecute 
rebellion  here,  popery  would  be  victorious, 
property  restored,  and  Ireland  emancipated 
from  oppression." 

''  You  take  an  alarming  view  of  the  sub* 
ject,"  rejoined  the  Admiral ;  ''  but  if,  as  you 
seem  to  think,  a  scheme  is  actually  on  foot  to 

•  A  oelebimted  poUtical  chancter  of  the  period, 
t  The  incognito  title  of  the  ex-king  James. 
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restore  the  male  line  of  the  Stuarts,  do  you 
conceive  that  Louis  of  France  would  assist  it  f 
"  Of  that  there  is  some  doubt ;  you  know, 
of  course,  that  the  French  King  receives  one 
of  the  suspected  leaders.  The  O'Sullivan,  at 
his  Court  with  apparent  respect,  and  actually 
as  the  Earl  of  Bearhaven  !  but  i^  as  is  con- 
fidently whispered,  the  Ministry  of  France 
are  now  convinced  that  it  would  be  im- 
possible for  them  to  make  any  future  use 
of  the  Young  Pretender  in  fomenting  the 
divisions  of  England,  they  will  certainly  try 
to  ruin  him,  and  will  use  every  means  to 
turn  their  Royal  master  from  his  cause. 
Should  success  attend  their  efforts,  a  death- 
blow will  be  given  to  the  fortunes  of  the 
Stuarts;  but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  the 
influence  of  the  Dauphin  and  a  large  propor- 
tion of  the  Parisians,  who  still  adhere  to 
Charles  Edward,  should  decide  the  King  of 
France  to  protect  him,  and  to  sanction  another 
invasion  upon  England,  the  consequences 
(at  least  to  this  country)  might  be  fearful. 
My  dear  Sir,"  (here  Puxley,  speaking 
almost  in  a  whisper,  withdrew  his  companion 


THB  DSATH-FLAG.  ^y 

to  a  remote  corner  of  the  room),  "  I  have 
reason  to  believe  that  the  House  of  Stuart 
has  still  a  number  of  powerful  adherents  in 
Catholic  Ireland.  I  suspect  that  the  Young 
Chevalier  and  his  creatures  keep  up  a  secret 
correspondence  with  the  popish  inhabitants 
of  the  coast  of  Munster ;  and  that  the  illicit 
traffic,  which  we  know  is  practised  on  the 
seas  by  Irish  pirates,  is  connected  with  an 
association  formed  by  lawless  men,  whose 
object  is  to  overthrow  the  present  Govern- 
ment, and  to  restore  James  Stuart.** 

"  Such  conjectures  are  indeed  alarming !  ** 
said  Admiral  Colebrook  quickly ;  '*  but,'*  he 
added,  after  a  short  pause,  "  surely  a  system- 
atic combination,  like  that  of  which  you  speak, 
must  have  an  ackowledged  head.  I  know  the 
eye  of  Government  is  fixed  in  strong  suspi- 
cion upon  Murty  Oge  O'Sullivan,  but  do 
you  think  he  has  influence  sufficient  for  the 
leader  of  a  daring  and  most  difficult  euter^ 
pnse? 

"Would  to  Heaven  I  could  entertain  a 
doubt  upon  that  point !"  returned  Mr.  Puxley, 
with  solemn  energy*     '^The  political  power 
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of  the  Chief  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  is  unbounded. 
Thousands  of  acres  of  mountain  and  bog  in 
this  county  are  peopled  by  a  fine  and  hardy 
race,  who  are  devoted  to  his  interest,  and 
wiio  voluntarily  yield  him  those  feudal  privi- 
leges which,  though  no  longer  recognised  by 
the  statute-book,  are  paid  as  scrupulously  4o 
Murty  Oge  0*Sullivan  as  they  were  to  his 
ancestors,  when,  as  absolute  monarchs,  they 
ruled  this  extensive  district  for  centuries. 
Remarkable   sagacity,  cool  courage,  and  an 
energy  of  action  are  united  in  the  character 
of  O'SuUivan,  or  The  O'SuUivan  More*  as 
he  is    sometimes    called,   which    eminently 
qualify  him   for  the  idol  of  the  disaffected 
Irish,  among  whose  lowest  classes  an  asto- 
nishing degree  of  military  genius  frequently 
breaks  forth.     I  am  almost  certain  that  he  is 
the   uncontrolled  director  of  the  intrigues 
and  corruptions  to  which  I  have  alluded/' 


*  More^  signifies  great — and  was  a  title  anciently  attached 
to  the  head  of  the  sept.  The  O'SuUivan  Morey  or  head  of 
the  eldest  hranch  of  the  family,  according  to  their  genealogy, 
lately  printed  in  London,  is  an  English  Baronet.  The  0' 
was  dropped  some  time  before  the  family  settled  in  England. 
— See  Weld's  Scenery  of  Killarmy, 
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''  Has  anything  liappened  lately  to  increase 
your  suspicions  on  that  score?"  demanded 
the  Admiral  widi  much  anxiety. 

''Yes;  but  this  is  not  the  time  nor  place  to 
enter  on  the  subject  at  fiill  length.  I  may, 
however,  tell  you  brie6y — and  I  mean  to  re- 
port it  to  the  proper  authorities — ^that  to  my 
knowledge  many  vessels  have  been  lately 
hired,  or  bought^  in  diffisrent  ports,  in  the 
names  of  private  individuals ;  but  I  am  con- 
vinced that  in  reality  they  were  intended 
to  convey  bodies  of  recruits  and  valuable 
fireights  to  France  and  Spain,  in  aid  of  the 
political  schemes  of  the  Pretender.  Murty 
Oge  O'Sullivan  sailed  from  Bantry  Bay  two 
days  ago,  in  a  well-rigged  Cutter,  attended 
by  his  faithful  fosterer,  Dan  Connell— a  clever 
witty  rogue,  who,  to  the  raciness  of  Irish 
humour,  unites  the  shrewdness  of  Irish  saga- 
city— and  Father  Syl — a  priest  of  great 
zeal  when  he  is  drunk,  and  little  sense  when 
he  is  sober.  The  avowed  object  of '  the  bold 
Captain's '  trip  is  to  perform  his  devotions  at 
the  Skeligs — that  celebrated  shrine  of  Catho- 
lic superstition — ^but,  if  I  am  not  greatly  mis- 


80  THE  DBATH-PLAG.. 

taken,  0*Sullivan  is  bent  upon  a  very  di&r- 
ent  course,  and  the  whole  story  of  his  intended 
pilgrimage,  under  the  guidance  of  his  arch- 
confessor,  is  a  screen  to  conceal  some  rebel- 
lious project,  fraught  with  ruin  to  this 
country'* 

''  Ruin  to  this  country !  Ah !  what  a  horrible 
idea!  Dear  Sir,  what  are  you  talking  about?  " 
ejaculated  a  noted  character  of  the  day — the 
manoeuvring  Mrs.  Chatterlie,  as,  starting 
from  behind  Mr.  Puxley*s  back,  she  tenderly 
laid  her  hand  upon  his  arm»  and  repeated 
the  question  in  a  most  pathetic  tone,  and 
with  her  national  accent,  in  patriotic  preser- 
vation. 

The  speaker,  attired  in  all  the  colours  of 
the  rainbow,  and  flirting  an  enormous  &n, 
was  a  knowing  widow  of  forty,  squat,  fat, 
and  fair ;  who,  with  bright  bold  eyes,  large 
white  teeth,  and  a  high  colour,  passed  for 
handsome.  This  flashy-looking  personage, 
in  common  with  many  managing  mothers  and 
candidate  daughters,  had  speculated  long  and 
deeply  on  entrapping  Puxley  into  the  harness 
of  matrimony.      Ever  intent  on  promoting 
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her  darliDg  sciiemey  she  distanced  all 
competitors  in  the  boldness  of  her  attacksi 
and  was  wont  to  follow  the  object  of  Her 
chase  with  such  constant  assiduity  as  had 
gained  her  among  Irish  wags  the  respectable 
sobriquet  of  **  The  Revenue  Cruiser  T 

The  ingenious  method  of  courtship  thus 
adopted  by  the  buxom  widow  led  her,  on 
the  present  occasion,  into  the  neighbourhood 
of  Mr.  Fuxley  just  in  time  to  hear  his  con- 
cluding words  to  Admii*al  Colebrook. 

With  pretty  anxiety,  and  suppressing  a 
sigh,  which,  however,  she  took  care  should  be 
heard,  Mrs.  Chatterlie  repeated  the  question 
to  which  Puxley  had  not  vouchsafed  an 
answer,  adding  in  a  voice  of  affectionate 
solicitude,  "  Come,  no  mysteries  !  say — say 
at  least  that  you  are  not  in  danger.*' 

"  Madam,  I  am  not.  I  bear  '  a  charmed 
life,'  and  have  escaped  unhurt  even  from  the 
peril  oi  your  attractions,"  replied  Mr.  Puxley, 
bowing  with  an  air  of  mock  respect  to  the 
fair  candidate  for  conjugality. 

The  intelligence  she  had  just  received 
seemed  to  convey  anything  but  pleasure  to 

£3 
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Mrs.  Gliatterlie,  who  stood  for  a  moment 
silent,  being  struck  with  consternation  at 
finding  her  plans  discomfited  by  an  unex- 
pected movement  in  the  attacked  party. 
Quickly  rallying  herself,  however,  she  giggled 
forth,  with  affected  simplicity,  and  a  look  of 
sentimental  ardour^  "  Ah !  now  don*t  speak 
of  my  attractions !  Heart  is  the  only  one  which 
I  possess,  and  that  makes  me  so  unfortunately 
anxious  about  my  friends !  But  I  see,"  she 
added,  perceiving  the  significant  looks  her 
auditors  exchanged,  ^^  that  you  and  the 
Admiral  were  only  jesting  with  my  sensitive- 
n3ss,  when  you  talked  just  now  of  ruin,  and 
Heaven  knows  what!  or  perhaps,"  con- 
cluded Mrs.  Chatterlie  with  a  malignant 
sneer,  "  you  were  alluding  to  the  danger 
which  the  comet  of  the  room  might  cause 
to-night.  Ay,  there  she  goes!  what  a 
practised  flirt  that  Miss  O'Moore  appears 
to  be,  which  to  be  sure  is  not  surprising,  as 
from  infancy  she  lived  in  France,  the  land 
of  coquetry  !*' 

"  Has   she  indeed  ?       But,  by   the  bye, 
you,  as  the  sworn   ally   of  Mrs.   Dorothy 


THE  DSATH-PULO.  83 

Sarsdale,  can  tell  us  the  history  of  her 
niece.  Now  I  have  heard  a  thousand  different 
versions  of  it,  so  pray  gratify  Puxley*s 
curiosity  and  mine,  by  giving  us  the  true 
one.  Come,  come  my  little  Cruiser !  anchor 
here,"  said  the  Admiral  placing  himself  on 
an  empty  bench,  and  motioning  to  the  widow 
to  sit  near  him.  "  Clear  decks  for  action ! 
renew  your  attack  on  the  French  colours, 
and  prepare  fresh  broadsides  to  sink  your 
victims  in  the  whirlpool  of  love." 

The  familiarity  of  this  address  was  by 
no  means  displeasing  to  Mrs.  Chatterlie, 
who  was  well  accustomed  to  similar  liberties ; 
she  was  indeed  notoriously-styled  a  good- 
tempered  creature ;  that  is,  she  answered 
every  license  of  speech  from  the  men  by  a 
loud  laugh  which  showed  her  brilliant  teeth 
from  ear  to  ear,  and  resented  the  slightest 
disrespect  from  the  women,  either  by  a  tart 
reply,  or  by  slandering  their  reputations. 
The  widow,  moreover,  was  one  of  those  busy 
persons  who  delight  in  seeming  au  fait  to 
their  neighbours'  concerns,  imagining  that 
nothing  augments  their  own  importance  so 
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much  as  confidences,  and  whispeiings,  and 
inuendoes,  delivered  in  a  corner  to  a  select 
committee  of  voracious  listeners,  with  a 
proper  proportion  of  falsehood^  truth,  and 
mystery. 

.  On  the  present  occasion,  Mrs.  Chatterlle 
felt  particular  pleasure  in  following  her 
natural  vocation,  as  it  would  ensure  her  the 
attention  and  society  of  Mr.  Puxley ;  with  a 
leering  smile,  then,  she  invited,  or  rather 
compelled  the  latter,  to  seat  himself  heside  her, 
after  which,  assuming  one  of  her  most  im- 
portant looks,  Mrs.  Chatterlie  gave  a  signifi- 
cant shrug,  as  lowering  her  voice,  she  said, 
"  You  won't  betray  me,  either  of  you  ?  Now 
will  you  peach  if  I  tell  you  all  about  my 
friend  old  Dorothy,  and  Miss  O'Moore  ? " 

**  Doubt  my  honour,  doubt  my  life,"  cried 
Admiral  Colebrook,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
heart  with  mock  solemnity ;  while  Puxley, 
rather  curious  to  hear  what  would  follow, 
pledged  himself  to  equal  secrecy. 

"  Well  then !  "  whispered  Mrs.  Chatter- 
lie,  now  completely  in  her  element,  "  first 
and  foremost  you  must  know,  that  yonder 
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damsers  motlier  (Mrs.  Sarsdale's  sister) 
enraged  her  family  by  marrying  Sir  John 
(yMootCj  for,  although  he  was  a  lineal  de* 
scendant  of  Irish  Kings,  and  wealthy  too, 
yet,  being  a  Roman  Catholic,  and  one  of 
those  infatuated  fools  who  swore  allegiance 
to^  and  went  abroad  with,  vile  old  Shamus, 
the  Sarsdales,  who,  we  all  know,  are  red- 
hot  protestants,  never  forgave  the  marriage. 
Mrs.  Dorothy  in  particular,  who  hates  popish 
blood  more  than  the  devil  hates  holy  water, 
resented  her  sister  s  union  with  all  her  might 
and  main.  Everything  mortal  must  have  an 
end  !  Lady  O'Moore  died  in  Paris  in  1730 
— her  husband  survived  her  but  a  few 
months,  and  on  his  death-bed  gave  his  only 
child,  the  present  Edith  CMoore,  then  two 
years  old,  into  the  care  of  his  old  friend,  the 
late  Marquis  of  Tullibardine,'* 

"Who  paid  dearly  for  all  his  desperate 
enterprises,*'  interrupted  Puxley,  addressing 
the  Admiral.  "  Of  what  stern  stuff  that  man 
was  made;  though  attainted  by  Parliament  for 
being  one  of  the  first  to  join  the  Earl  of  Mar, 
and  to  proclaim  '  the  Old  Pretender,*  he 
could  not  content  himself  with  a  safe  escape 
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to  the  Continent,  but  must  needs  return  to 
Scotland  with  the  Spanish  forces  in  1719> 
to  join  the  insurgents  at  the  battle  of  Glen- 
shiel^  and  share  in  their  defeat" 

"After  which,"  rejoined  Golebrook,  "he 
escaped  a  second  time  to  France,  where  he 
lived  in  exile  twenty-six  years ;  at  the  expir- 
ation of  which  he  once  more  resolved  to  dare 
all  perils  in  favour  of  the  Stuarts,  and  landed 
with  Charles  Edward,  at  Boradale,  in  1745, 
having  left  his  wife — a  lady  considerably 
younger  than  himself — and  his  daughter  in 
France/** 

"  What  an  exploit !  Truly,  these  Jacobites, 
with  all  their  faults,  have  the  redeeming 
qualities  of  unblenching  courage  and  personal 
devotion.  Only  imagine  a  man  of  TuUibar- 
dine's  advanced  age,  passing  unflinchingly 
through  such  fatigues  and  dangers  to  the 
last;  for,  until  after  the  decisive  battle  of 
Culloden,  he  never  yielded  an  inch ;  then  he 
was  compelled  to  fly  to  the  westward,  in- 
tending to  embark  for  the  Isle  of  Mull." 

"Ay,  I  remember;  and  there,  if  I  recol- 

*  See  note  I.  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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lect  aright,  his  horse  failing  him,  aod  being 
in  a  wretched  state  of  health,  he  was,  nolens 
wlens^  obliged  to  surrender  to  Buchanan  of 
Dummakill,  in  1746.'' 

*^  Which  year  was  in  every  way  fatal  to 
Tullibardine,  for,  eventually  conveyed  to 
London,  and  committed  to  the  Tower,  he 
died  there  in  the  July  following.  But  we 
have  most  unceremoniously  interrupted  your 
interesting  narrative,  my  fair  one,"  added  Mr. 
Puxley^  wishing  to  hear  more  of  it,  and 
mollifying,  by  his  tender  epithet,  and  still 
tenderer  glance,  the  annoyance  the  widow 
evidently  felt  at  the  check  her  communica- 
tiveness had  received ;  '^  pray  continue  your 
histariette.** 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Chatterlie,  such 
unwonted  gallantry  rekindling  all  her  former 
animation;  ^^considerable  funds  were  left 
for  the  maintenance  of  the  orphan  girl,  and, 
strange  to  say,  her  father.  Sir  John  O'Moore, 
though  a  rank  Papist,  yet  enjoined  Lord  Tulli- 
bardine, by  his  will,  to  bring  up  his  daughter, 
Edith,  strictly  in  the  faith  in  which  her 
mother  lived  and  died — Protestantism." 
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^^How  very  singular!  and  was  the  noto- 
rious Scotch  Jacobite  faithful  to  his  trust  ?*' 
interrupted  Puxley,  with  a  certain  elevation 
of  the  eyebrows  and  curl  of  tlie  lip  which 
bespoke  his  incredulity. 

^^  Plague  on  him,  he  was  !**  returned  the 
widow,  unable,  in  the  communicativeness  of 
the  moment,  to  conceal  her  mortification  at  a 
circumstance  to  which  she  mainly  attributed 
the  defeat  of  her  own  designs  on  the  Sarsdale 
purse  and  property ;  "  and  more  than  that," 
she  added,  yawning  in  order  to  seem  careless 
on  the  subject,  for  she  felt  the  imprudence  she 
had  committed,  "  Lady  TuUibardine,  at  the 
desire  of  her  husband,  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dorothy 
sixteen  years  ago,  apprizing  her  of  the  whole 
afikir,  and  endeavouring  to  interest  her  for  her 
little  niece,  but  no  answer  was  vouchsafed  to 
the  communication,  in  consequence  of  which 
Edith  O'Moore  became  completely  domesti- 
cated in  the  TuUibardine  family,  received  a 
first-rate  education,  and  was  loved  by  Lord  and 
Lady  T.  as  much  as  if  she  were  their  daughter, 
— that  only  child  who  in  some  mysterious 
manner  died  in  Ireland  many  years  ago," 
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''And  what  induced  Mrs.  Sarsdale  to 
chaoge  her  conduct  towards  Miss  0*Moore  V 
inquired  Mr,  Puxley,  becoming  more  and 
more  interested  in  a  narration  that  was 
essentially  correct ;  a  circumstance  rather  at 
variance  with  the  general  character  of  Mrs. 
Chatterlie's  communications. 

''  Patience,  good  sir,  and  you  shall  hear ; 
now  pray  listen  with  due  attention.  A  few 
weeks  since,  some  busybody  (how  I  hate 
such  persons !)  who  had  seen  Miss  O'Moore 
abroad  came  to  this  country,  and  waited 
upon  Mrs.  Sarsdale.  I  am  sure  he  was 
employed  by  Lady  Tullibardine  as  a  wily 
go-between,  for  he  drew  such  an  exaggerated 
picture  of  the  perfections  of  Edith  O'Moore, 
and  her  adherence  to  the  protestant  religion, 
as  gratified  the  pride,  while  it  piqued  the 
curiosity,  of  the  antiquated  Dorothy,  and, 
though  old  birds  are  seldom  caught  with 
chaff,  yet,  by  management,  and  hints,  and 
flatteries,'"  said  Mrs.  Chatterlie  with  an 
emphasis  of  theatrical  disdain,  ^^my  friend 
Mrs.  Sarsdale  was  so  completely  baited  into 
the  snare  thus  laid,  that  she  actually  wrote 
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to  the  Marchioness  a  letter  of  condolence  on 
tlie  death  of  her  traitor  of  a  husband  1  In  it 
she  also  expressed  her  fervent  thanks  for  tk 
strictness  with  which  Miss  O'Moore  had 
been  brought  up  in  the  Protestant  faith,  and 
added,  that  as  her  own  advancing  years  made 
her  ^vish  for  the  companionship  of  a  female 
relation,  she  resolved  to  conquer  the  resent- 
ment  she  had  so  long  indulged  against  her 
departed  sister,  and  was  determined  to  make 
Edith  O'Moore  heiress  to  all  her  wealth, 
provided  she  consented  to  reside  with  her  in 
future,  and  agreed  to  come  to  Ireland  under 
the  care  of  old  Manson,  the  master  of  a  Cork 
privateer,  who  was  the  bearer  of  the  letter 
which  contained  the  important  proposal,  and 
who    intended   to  return  to   Paddy's   land 
immediately/' 

''I  conclude,"  said  Admiral  Colebrook, 
laughing,  '*  that  no  obstacle  was  started  by 
the  fair  lady,  or  her  friend  the  Marchioness, 
to  such  tempting  offers.*' 

"  None  to  be  sure !  cock-a-hoop  enough,  I'll 
engage,  they  were  about  the  business!  Though 
the  girl,  I  hear,  made  a  great  to  do  of  grief 
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about  leaving  France:  however,  perhaps, 
poor  tiling)  she  was  sincere  in  that,  for  I 
understand  the  Lady  Tullibardine's  circle  did 
possess  one  great  attraction/' 

'*  And  what  was  that  ?  *  inquired  Mr. 
Puxley. 

••  NabocJdish  I  '*♦  said  Mrs,  Chatterlie,  smil- 
ing archly,  as  she  uttered  the  word  in  the 
richest  tone  of  her  country's  mellifluous 
brogue. 

''  Pooh !  pooh  !  my  little  Cruiser !  never 
boggle  at  trifles.  Come  tell  us  all.  By  Jove 
111  venture  to  assert  a  gentleman  was  in  the 
case  r  rejoined  the  Admiral. 

''  Faith  then,  it  wouldn't  be  worth  arguing 
if  there  was  not !"  returned  Mrs.  Chatterlie, 
bursting  into  one  of  her  coarsest  laughs, 
while  casting  a  glance  on  Puxley,  which  was 
intended  to  rouse  him  into  active  flirtation ; 
<<  and  upon  my  word  and  honour  now,  I,  for 
one,  don't  blame  the  girl  even  if  she  did  fall 
over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  Lord  Ogilvie, 
who  was  the  prime  young  favourite  of  the 
Marquis  TuUibardine  before  his  death,  and 

*  Kevermind* 


-..*c.  uo  you  mean  Ihc  L 
ehlosi  son  (jf  the  Earl  of  Airlie, 
all  have  heard  so  mucli  ? "  dema 
with  increasing  interest.  "He  wl 
dangers  and  trials  of  the  Youn^ 
for  which  he  was  attainted,  ano 
battle  of  Culloden,  escaped  to  Fr 

"The  same,  the  more  fool  h 
family  honours  were  some  of  th( 
said  the  widow  with  a  knowing  wi 

"  Undoubtedly  they  were,  but 
ban  of  that  penal  statute  there  ii 
chance  of  the  restoration  of  Lord 
dignities,  a&  for  that  of  the  Stuai 
crown  of  Great  Britain,'*  rejoined  M 

"  True,  for  you,  faith !"  exch 
buxom  widow,  with  a  laugh  that 
her  large  white  teeth  from  ----  - 
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prodigies  of  valour  he  perfonned,  the  perils  he 
escaped,  and  how  he  brought  with  him  to  the 
battle  of  Culloden  six  hundred  men  chiefly  of 
his  own  name  and  family,  he  seems  just  the 
stuff  for  a  hero  of  romance,  for,  as  Boyle  says— 

**  His  iro^  ahall  lire  when  pynmids  of  pride 
Shrink  to  soch  ashes  as  they  long  to  hide  " — 

emphatically  cried  Mrs.  Chatterlie,  kindling 
into  an  involuntary  admiration  of  her  subject, 
and  turning  poetic  on  the  spur  of  the  occasion, 
from  having  heard  that  Mr.  Puxley  had 
lately  committed  a  flirtation  with  the  Muses, 
and  delighted  to  show  off  the  scrap  of  history 
she  had  beard  from  Mrs.  Sarsdale. 

"Bah!  Bah!  Fudge!"*  he  ungallantly 
muttered,  shaking  his  head  in  disgust ;  but 
the  next  moment,  wishing  to  hear  more  on  a 
subject  that  involuntarily  interested  him,  Mn 
Puxley,  with  an  air  of  greater  courtesy,  said, 
in  some  surprise,  ^'  Do  you  really  tell  me, 
Mrs.  Chatterlie,  that  the  celebrated  Lord 
Ogilvie  has  been  constantly  domiciled  at 
the  Ch&teau  de  TuUibardine  ? " 

"  Why,  not  exactly  t?utt.  It  is  only  within 
the  last  year  that  the  young  Peer,  from  some 
fair  cause  or  other^  has  lived  so  continually 
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there.  The  fieu^t  is,  he  never  knew  the 
famous  Jacobite  Marquis  until  they  boA 
joiiied  Charley  Ned  at  CuUoden,  where  Tulli- 
bardine  was  so  charmed  with  the  bravery  of 
the  young  Ogilvie,  that  eventually  he  looked 
on  the  attainted  hero  almost  as  a  son.  After 
the  imprisonment  of  Tiillibardine  in  theTower 
of  London^  where,  as  we  all  know,  he  died 
two  yeara  ago,  Ogilvie  got  over  to  France, 
and  there,  as  a  matter  of  course,  became 
rami  de  la  mawcm— admire  my  French— at 
the  castle  of  the  widow  of  the  Marquis,  who, 
by  the  way,  although  not  half  the  age  of  her 
celebrated  husband,  was  so  preposterously 
fond  of  him,  that,  instead  of  resenting,  she 
actually  rejoiced  at,  the  fact  of  the  old  Jacob- 
ite having  bequeathed  to  his  young  favourite, 
Ogilvie,  the  money,  goods,  and  chattels  which 
his  own  adventurings  had  left,  the  whole  to 
be  received  at  the  Marchioness's  death,  and  a 
part  before  it." 

"  That  legacy  will  not  avail  him  much,** 
interposed  the  Admiral;  "for  we  all  know 
that  when  William  Murray,  by  courtesy 
styled  Marquis  of  Tullibardine,  embarked 
with   Charles  Edward  in  1745,  the  family 
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honours  and  estates  were  enjojred  by  his 
brother  James,  under  an  act  of  parliament, 
obtained  by  his  father  from  King  George 
the  First,  in  consequence  of  the  late  Mar- 
quis having  been  r>o  deeply  implicated  in 
the  rebellion  of  1715,  after  which  he  was 
first  attainted  and  then  escaped  to  the  conti- 
nent ;  therefore,  I  repeat,  whatever  bequest 
has  been  willed  to  him,  by  tlie  late  Marquis 
(as  malgrS  all  his  treason  he  was  styled  to 
the  hour  of  his  death),  it  cannot  be  anything 
considerable.** 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  resumed  Mrs.  Chat- 
terlie  with  a  consequential  air ;  "  I  never 
knew  one  of  your  patriots  who  did  not  keep 
a  sharp  look  out  for  number  one  !  When 
TuUibardine  fled  from  Scotland  with  the  Old 
Pretender  in  1715,  he  contrived  to  carry 
plate  and  jewels  to  a  great  amount — those 
and  a  deal  of  other  property,  accumulated 
Heaven  knows  how  !  Mrs.  Sarsdale  tells  me 
will  revert  to  Lord  Ogilvie  on  the  death  of 
Lady  TuUibardine." 

"  I  have  a  vague  recollection  of  some 
romantic  story  about  a  daughter  of  TuUibar- 
dine," said  the  Admiral ;  "  my  little  widow, 
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you  alluded  tx>  it  just  now,  and  as  you  haie' 
lived  here  all  your  life,  which  neither  I  M 
Puxley  have,  and  know  everything  concern* 
ing  all  the  world,  perhaps  you  can  refresh 
our  memories  on  the  subject.** 

^^  I  am  too  young  to  recollect  old  stories,** 
replied  Mrs.  Chatlerlie,  with  an  indignant 
toss  of  the  head. 

*^  We  all  know  that,  my  pretty  one,**  said 
Colebrook,  tapping  the  widow's  broad  white 
shoulder,  which  in  primitive  nudity  was  turned 
towards  him;  ^^I  only  meant  to  say  that 
you,  who  are  so  well  informed  upon  every 
topic,  might  have  heard  about  the  business, 
though  you  could  not  recollect  it." 

"  Why  to  be  sure,"  said  Mrs,  Chatterlie, 
somewhat  mollified  by  this  explanation,  "  I 
do  remember  that  my  mother  has  amused  my 
childish  hours  by  telling  me  a  strange  sort 
of  tale,  which  as  well  as  I  can  recollect  ran 
thus : — After  the  affair  of  1715,  TuUibardine 
and  his  wife  escaped  to  France,  where  the 
following  year  their  only  child — the  Lady 
Janet — was  bom.  When  she  was  about  the 
age  of  sixteen,  her  parents,  wishing  to  relieve 
her  from  the  monotony  of  a  too  secluded  life, 
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accepted  an  invitation  they  received  for  their 
daughter  to  pass  some  months  with  a  near 
relation,  the  wife  of  a  General  in  the  British 
service,  who  stood  high  in  favour  witli  King 
George  and  was  stationed  at  this  very  town 
in  1732.  Lady  Janet  came  at  the  beginning 
and  remained  to  the  close  of  that  year  with 
her  Cousin. 

''  Young,  beautiful,  and  good,  as  report  says 
she  was,  she  became  a  universal  favourite. 
Judge  then  how  great  was  the  pul)lic  con- 
sternation and  surprise  when  she  suddenly 
disappeared  from  the  General's  house.  Every 
search  was  indefatigably  made  to  discover  her 
fate,  but  it  always  remained  what  I  detest — 
a  mystery !  It  is  an  ill  wind  that  blows 
nobody  good;  for  this  extraordinary  event, 
which  left  the  Marquis  childless,  induced  him, 
I  suppose,  to  adopt  young  Ogilvie  as  his  heir." 

"  What  a  singular  story !  I  have  heard 
some,  but  not  all  of  the  particulars  which 
you  have  given — I  wish  the  mystei-y  were 
cleared,"  said  Mr.  Puxley. 

"  As  that  is  impossible  now,"  rejoined  the 
Admiral,  "let  us  guess  at  subjects  more  within 

VOL.  I.  p 
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our  reach;  for  iustance,  I  should  like  to 
know  whether  Lord  Ogilvie  is  the  lover, /met 
excellence^  of  Miss  0*Moore — is  he  absolutely 
so,  my  pretty  widow  ?" 

^^  I  cannot  answer  such  a  question,  for  I 
never  betray  love-secrets,  particularly  if  they 
affect  a  lady's  character :  honour  bright^  then, 
— murrCs  the  word  !"  cried  Mrs.  Chatterlie, 
with  a  malicious  look  placing  her  fore  finger 
on  her  lip,  and  shaking  her  head  until  the 
'^  fly-cap/'  which,  like  a  huge  moth,  was 
perched  thereon,  seemed  in  danger  of  justify- 
ing its  epithet,  by  flapping  a  pair  of  out- 
stretched wings,  and  springing  into  Mr.  Pux- 
ley's  face, 

"You  may  spare  your  insinuations,  Ma- 
dam," said  the  latter,  sternly,  and  with  a 
knitted  brow ;  "  they  cannot  affect  the  reputa- 
tion of  Miss  O'Moore,  which,  from  all  I  have 
heard,  must  stand  above  suspicion." 

"  My  insinuations !"  cried  the  mortified 
widow,  fanning  herself  with  all  her  might, 
and  colouring  violently.  "  Oh  now,  dear  Sir, 
how  can  you  think  that  / " 

At  this  moment  Miss  O'Moore,  who  with 
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htr  partner  was  passing  near  the  speakers, 
struck  lier  foot  with  some  force  against  the 
lower  part  of  a  bench,  which  had  been  acci- 
dentally displaced.  The  Admiral  and  Mr. 
Puxl^  instinctively  rushed  forward  to  proffer 
their  attentions,  which  were  received  with 
grateful  politeness  by  the  fair  Edith,  who, 
though  evidently  suffering  from  momentary 
pain,  answered  the  inquiries  of  both  gentlemen 
with  that  unaffected  and  frank  modesty  which 
is  one  of  the  greatest  charms  of  woman. 

The  deep  flush  that  passed  across  her 
transparent  cheek  as  she  made  those  ac- 
knowledgments, increased  the  richness  of 
her  beauty;  and  the  voice,  which  was  soft 
as  the  smile  that  accompanied  it,  com- 
pleted the  favourable  impression  created  by 
the  appearance  and  manners  of  Miss 
O'Moore. 

"  We  rejoice,  Madam,  to  hear  you  say 
you  are  not  hurt,"  rejoined  Admiral  Cole- 
brook,  in  reply  to  an  assurance  he  received 
to  that  effect.  **  Lord  Ballyburn,  will  you 
now  honour  Mr.  Puxley  and  myself  by  pre- 
senting us  in  form  to  your  lovely  partner  ?" 

f2 
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His  lordship,  whose  eager  assiduities  to 
Miss  O'Moore  were  so  lavish  as  to  border 
upon  fulsomeness,  had,  in  the  first  instance, 
looked  sulkily  annoyed  at  attentions  which 
lie  was  disposed  to  censure  as  officious;  a 
moment's  reflection,  however,  convinced  him 
of  his  folly,  and,  as  neither  the  Admiral  nor 
Mr.  Puxley  seemed  very  formidable  rivals, 
Lord  Baliyburn,  with  returning  good  humour, 
gave  the  requested  introduction.  Then,  lead- 
ing his  fair  partner  to  the  form  on  which 
Mrs.  Chatterlie  still  sat,  looking  as  wicked 
and  as  wretched  as  one  of  Dante's  condemned 
spirits,  his  lordship,  addres.  ing  Miss  0*Moore, 
said,  with  an  air  of  earnest  homage,  '^  I  entreat 
you  rest  until  the  pain  you  suffer  has  gone 
off.  Oh !  Mrs.  Chatterlie  here,  and  alone ! 
I  believe  you  are  acquainted  with  Miss 
O'Moore,  therefore ^" 

"  Acquainted !  to  be  sure  I  am ;  why, 
wouldn't  I  know  the  niece  of  the  dearest 
friend  I  have  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ?  and 
proud  I  am  to  see  her  here  to-night,  looking 
so  beautiful  from  top  to  toe,  and  cutting 
such  a  dash !"  cried  the  widow,  with  well- 
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bed,   or  at  least  a  shake^drnffn^^  to-niglitt 
for  as  her  lodging  is  just  conveuieiit,  and 
not  a  stone's  throw  from  this,  *tis  a  folly  \xr 
talk  of  returning  to  my  own  little  bit  of  a  box» 
at  Black  Rock,  when  Fm  tired  to  death.** 

^^I  am  sure  my  aunt  will  be  hap|^  to 
accommodate  you,  Mrs.  Chatterlie.  Hospita- 
lity, I  believe,  is  a  virtue  never  found  wanting 
in  this  warm-hearted  country/*  added  Miss 
O'Moore,  turning  towards  and  addressing 
Mr.  Puxley,  with  a  fluency  which  proved 
that,  though  her  accent  was  slightly  foreign, 
she  was  mistress  of  the  English  language. 

"Hospitality  is  allowed,  even  by  the 
enemies  of  Ireland,  to  be  one  of  her  distin- 
guishing  characteristics/'  replied  Mr.  Puxley ; 
^^  and  I  hope  it  redeems  some  of  her  national 
failings.  The  contrast  of  this  society  with  that 
in  which  you  mixed  abroad.  Miss  O'Moore, 
must,  however,  strike  you  very  strongly." 

"  1'here  are  many  points  of  difference,  un- 
doubtedly. But  do  you  know,"  said  the  fair 
speaker,  with  a  smile  which  gave  a  radiant 

*  The  "  shakc-do^n  "  was  a  bed  laid  on  the  floor  at  night 
to  be  taken  np  in  the  morning. 
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expression  to  her  whole  countenance,  ^'  I  am 
inclined  to  think  the  perfect  good-humour 
which  prevails  so  generally  in  Ireland  well 
worth  the  conventional  and  heartless  gaiety 
of  Paris.  This  is  a  great  admission  from 
me^  for  the  beloved  friends  I  have  left  in 
France  must  always  endear  that  country  to 
my  recollection,^*  added  Miss  O'Moore  in  a  soft 
low  voice  ;^  and,  as  she  spoke,  the  beautiful 
brightness  which  had  just  lit  up  her  counte- 
nance vanished,  like  a  ray  of  passing  sunshine. 

"  Now  that's  so  like  you  girls,  who  always 
mix  up  sentimentality  in  everything,  and 
talk  of  friends  as  if  they  were  lovers  ,•**  cried 
Mrs.  Chatterlie,  in  an  ironical  tone.  '^My 
dear,"  she  added,  seizing  Miss  O'Moore's 
hand,  and  staring  impudently  in  her  face — 
'^do  tell  me,  was  that  admirable  creature 
man  to  be  found  among  the  pet  animals  you 
left  abroad  T 

"Certainly,  Madam,"  replied  Miss  O'Moore, 
colouring  as  she  coldly  withdrew  her  hand. 
•*  The  Marquis  of  TuUibardine  was  the  best 
of  frienda  to  me  till  death.*' — Miss  O'Moore, 
affiscted  beyond  all  power  of  concealing  her 
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emotion,  paused  abruptly,  but,  making  an 
evident  effort  to  subdue  her  feelings,  she  added, 
with  eager  quickness,  ^^  his  excellent  widow 
did  much — did  everything  to  611  his  place." 

^^  Hem  !  forgive  me  if  I  blunder,  but  tell 
me,  did  you  leave  no  dear  young  friends 
behind  ?  Come,  I  can  smell  a  rat,  and  see 
through  a  mile-stone,  as  quick  as  another ; 
but  never  mind,  speak  the  truth,  my  darling, 
even  if  you  do  say  Yes,"  rejoined  the  incorri- 
gil)le  Mrs.  Ciiatterlie  in  a  loud  whisper ;  and 
affecting  to  screen  her  face  with  her  splendid 
fan,  she  seemed  bursting  with  the  vulgar 
delight  which  a  low  mind  enjoys  in  a 
fancied  triumph  over  its  superior  in  intellect 
and  acquirements. 

Whether  Miss  O'Moore's  heart  belied  the 
proud  calmness  of  her  countenance,  was  not 
certain,  but  her  look  made  even  the  imperti- 
nent Mrs.  Chatterlie  quail,  as,  rising  from 
her  seat,  and  accepting  I/ord  Ballyburn's 
offered  arm,  she  said,  ''  Since  you  condescend 
to  take  such  interest  in  the  feelings  of  a 
person  so  insignificant  as  myself,  Madam, 
I   can   have   no   objection   to   answer  your 
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inquiry  ;  I  did  leave  two  young  friends  in 
France,  Miss  Dillon,  and  my  late  guardian's 
adopted  son,  Lord  Ogilvie." 

'^Miss  Dillon!  In  the  name  of  wonder, 
who  is  she  ?  I  never  heard  of  her  before ; 
I  say  my  pet  of  a  Miss  0*Moore,  who  in  the 
world " 

^  Hawl  your  wind  and  lay  to,  my  little 
cruiser!*'  cried  Admiral  Colebrook,  laugh- 
ing heartily  as  a  new  movement  in  the 
crowd  caused  a  mass  of  people  to  intervene 
suddenly  between  Mrs.  Chatterlie  and  the 
receding  6gure  of  Miss  O'Moore. 

Mr.  Puxley,  delighted  to  seize  an  oppor- 
tunity for  escaping  from  "the  house  of 
bondage,"  in  which  the  widow's  manoeuvres 
had  hitherto  detained  him,  now  pierced  into 
the  thickest  of  the  gay  throng,  leaving  "  the 
revenue  cruiser "  under  the  pilotage  of  the 
Admiral,  whose  gallantry  would  not  permit 
him  to  desert  his  charge,  even  though,  to 
use  his  professional  phrase,  she  did  "  fight 
under  fake  colours." 

In  the  vortex  of  animal  gaiety  by  which 
Mr.  Fuxley  was  now  surrounded,  he  still 

p3 
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found  Miss  O'Moore  the  chief  object  of 
attraction.  All  the  men  were  voluble  in  her 
praise,  and  more  than  half  the  women  envied 
her.  The  gentlemen  vowed  her  figure  was 
perfection ;  the  ladies  that  it  was  much  too 
tall,  and  vulgarly  large — ber  dress,  and 
foreign  air,  were  declared  by  the  former  to 
be  exquisite ;  by  the  latter^  they  were,  pro- 
nounced affected,  and  most  unbecommg. 

Despite  these  varying  opinions,  the  youth- 
ful beauty  maintained  her  dangerous  pre- 
eminence over  every  minor  star  of  the  night, 
and,  to  use  a  common  but  expressive  phraaCf 
'*  carried  all  before  her." 

She  was  in  the  full  tide  of  popularity, 
when  a  slight  bustle  was  visible  about  the 
environs  of  the  door,  at  some  distance  from 
the  spot  where  Edith  stood.  It  was  occa- 
sioned by  the  entrance  of  a  young,  extremely 
handsome,  and  well-dressed  man,  about  five 
and  twenty  years  of  age,  who,  seemingly  un- 
conscious of  the  cold  and  suspicious  looks 
with  which  some  of  the  most  respectable 
persons  in  the  assembly  regarded  him,  swag- 
gered up  the  room  with  an  undaunted  air 
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of  dasliiDg  assurance.  His  figure  was 
admirably  proportioned,  and  in  its  height  and 
muscularity  exhibited  an  appearance  of  the 
great  personal  strength  which  he  was  said  to 
possess.  One  glance  at  his  face  determined 
his  character ;  the  contraction  that  sat  on  his 
youthful  brow  almost  amounted  to  a  settled 
frown ;  and  there  was  an  expression  in  his 
large  bold  sparkling  eyes  which  indicated  a 
daring  heart,  and  prompt  determination.  His 
complexion  was  naturally  fair,  but  constant 
exposure  to  sun  and  storm  had  bronzed  it  to 
that  clear  olive  hue  which  is  generally  pecu- 
liar to  the  skins  of  Italy  or  of  Spain.  His 
teeth  were  brilliantly  white  and  regular,  but 
the  laugh  which  displayed  them  was  peculiarly 
unpleasing.  Whenever  he  attempted  to  smile, 
the  stem  rigidity  of  his  mouth  gave  an  almost 
fearful  expression  to  his  countenance,  deterio- 
rating the  contour  of  a  chin  that  corresponded 
with  the  fine  turn  of  his  head,  which, 
covered  with  a  profusion  of  curling  hair, 
black  and  shining  as  the  raven's  wing,  fell, 
unpolluted  by  powder,  in  rich  masses  round 
his    shoulders.      A   small   falling  cape  or 
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collar  of  point  de  guipure^  of  the  Vandyke 
form,  left  a  throat  of  singular  beauty  quite 
exposed,  and  the  extreme  whiteness  of  the 
lace  presented  a  strong  contrast  to  the  polished 
darkness  of  the  skin  with  which  it  came  in 
contact,  as  well  as  to  the  rich  black  velvet 
suit  of  the  wearer. 

The  density  of  the  crowd  had  hitherto 
prevented  Miss  O'M oore  from  seeing  the  per- 
son we  have  just  described,  but  as  some  of 
the  gay  multitude  dispersed  to  join  the 
dancers,  his  figure  suddenly  appeared  before 
her.  It  was  one  which  would  have  chal- 
lenged attention  from  the  most  indifferent 
observer,  and,  struck  by  its  remarkable 
chiiracter  and  beauty,  Miss  O'Moore  said  in 
a  hurried  whisper  to  Lord  Ballyburn — 
''Who  is  that?" 

The  turning  of  her  head  as  she  asked  the 
question,  prevented  her  seeing  the  sudden 
start  backward  which  the  object  of  her 
inquiry  made  on  perceiving  her,  and  the 
same  cause  precluded  her  observing  the  emo- 
tion which  sent  the  blood  to  his  brow,  while 
a  half-muttered  exclamation  passed  his  lips. 
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Men  said  afterwards,  that  on  that  brow  they 
saw  the  characters  of  ferocious  surprise  and 
criminal  design  distinctly  written;  but  the 
workings  of  the  soul  which  called  them  there 
seemed  transitory,  for  in  the  next  moment, 
and  before  Lord  Ballybum  had  answered  Miss 
O'Moore,  the  young  man,  recovering  his 
self-possession,  walked  up  to  the  latter,  with 
an  evident  air  of  recognition,  and,  bowing 
with  a  vivacity  not  altogether  destitute  of 
grace,  he  said, — "  The  happiness  of  this  un- 
expected meeting,  Miss  O'Moore,  is  so  great 
that  it  quite  startled  me.  Excuse  me  then,  if, 
with  the  roughness  of  the  element  on  which 
much  of  my  life  has  passed,  I  have  shown  my 
pleasure  and  surprise  too  strongly,*'  he  added, 
with  a  certain  consciousness  of  the  effect  his 
involuntary  agitation  had  produced  in  a  few 
of  the  spectators  who  stood  in  his  immediate 
neighbourhood. 

In  unfeigned  astonishment.  Miss  O'Moore 
gazed  upon  the  speaker,  as  she  said — "  Pardon 
my  lapse  of  memory.  Sir ;  but  may  I  ask  the 
name  of  the  gentleman  I  have  the  honour  to 
address  ?  " 
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*'  My  name  is  William  Sullivan,  Madam : 
a  name  well  known  here^*"  he  added,  casting 
a  resolute  look  of  cold  contempt  on  some  of 
the  surrounding  group.  '^  I  perceive  it  haSi 
unfortunately  for  me,  escaped  your  recoUee- 
tion,  Miss  O'Moore.  The  circumstance  of  my 
introduction  to  you  having  been  granted  by 
La  Duchesse  de  Choiseul,  at  a  fSte  at  the 
mansion  of  Le  Due  de  Richelieu,  I  hoped 
would  have  prevented  your  forgetting  our 
acquaintance.  We  should  not  meet  as 
strangers,  for  strangers  we  are  not." 

The  name  of  the  valued  friend  who  had 
chaperoned  her  on  the  occasion  alluded  to 
acted  like  magic  on  the  heart  of  Edith 
O'Moore.  Compassionating  the  embarrass- 
ment she  thouglit  she  must  have  caused,  she 
aflFected  to  recollect  a  presentation,  which, 
though  forgotten,  she  doubted  not  had  taken 
place  ;  and,  losing  all  her  previous  coldness, 
she  eagerly  inquired  whether  Mr.  Sullivan 
was  acquainted  with  the  Lady  TuUibardine  ? 

"  Slightly ;  I  knew  her  husband  intimately. 
When  I  was  very  young  he  was  most 
kind  to  me/'  added  Sullivan,  and,  as  he  said 
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aoj  his  voice  changed  from  an  accent  of  in- 
difference to  a  tone  of  feeling* 

'*  Yob  knevr  my  valued  Guardian !  Then^  in 
common  with  all  who  had  that  priril^,  you 
must  lament  his  death ! "  said  Miss  O'Moore, 
in  a  deep  and  much  affected  voice. 

^'  Indeed  I  do ;  it  was  in  Spain  I  met  the 
late  Lord  Tullibardiue ;  circumstances  separ 
rated  us  for  years,  but  he  was  a  man  who^ 
wh^n  once  known,  could  not  be  forgotten.  I 
never  saw  him  in  his  family  circle,  nor  did  I 
visit  France  until  some  time  after  bis  demise ; 
when,  fearing  to  revive  afflicting  thoughts,  I 
did  not  inform  Lady  Tullibardine  of  my 
former  intimacy  with  her  deceased  lord." 

Edith  sighed ;  but,  repressing  feelings 
which  she  was  aware  seemed  out  of  place  in 
a  public  assembly,  she  endeavoured  to  resume 
her  usual  manner,  when,  afber  an  instant's 
hesitation,  she  gently  said — ''Have  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  Mr.  Sullivan  at  Lady 
Tullibardine's  house  ? '' 

*'  I  have  been  there,  but,  as  I  already  said, 
my  knowledge  of  her  Ladyship  is  very  slight ; 
consequently,  my  visits  were  not  numerous. 
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Ou  the  few  occasions  when  I  paid  my  respects, 
I  regret  to  add  my  evil  fortune  deprived  me 
of  the  gratification  of  meeting  you.  If  I 
mistake  not,  the  Marchioness  told  me  that 
you  were  from  home." 

'*  Probably  I  was,  and  that  accounts  for 
my  not  having  met  you  when  you  called 
upon  my  dearest  friend.  Much  against  my 
inclination,  I  have  been  sometimes  absent 
from  Lady  Tullibardine,  for  now  and  then 
she  insisted  on  my  accepting  the  invitations 
of  those  acquaintances  who  were  so  good  as 
to  wish  me  to  spend  some  time  with  them 
among  the  gaieties  of  Paris,  in  which  she 
never  mingles." 

"  So  the  Marchioness  informed  me,  when 
I  saw  her  last." 

"  Is  that  long  since  ?  " 

"  Some  weeks  ago  I  called  at  the  Chateau 
de  TuUibardine,"  replied  the  heir  of  Ross 
Mac  Owen,  his  sarcastic  lips  relaxing  into 
a  rigid  smile  ;  "  but,"  he  added,  offering  his 
arm  with  a  |)erfectly  unembarrassed  air,  **  will 
Miss  O'Moore  do  me  the  honour  of  dancing 
this  set,  and  then  I  shall  have  the  pleasure 
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of  telling  her  a  thousand  things  about  her 
absent  iriends  ?  " 

Delighted  at  the  prospect  of  speaking  on 
a  topic  of  such  interest  to  her  heart,  the  fair 
girl  readily  acceded  to  Sullivan's  wishes, 
and,  bowing  a  parting  courtesy  1o  her  late 
partner,  she  walked  towards  the  dancers,  her 
fine  eyes  beanoing  with  animation  as  she  said, 
^^  If  Lady  Tullibardine  was  aware  that  you 
were  coming  to  this  country,  Mr.  Sullivan, 
I  am  surprised  she  did  not  trouble  you  with 
a  letter  for  me." 

'^  I  left  France  so  suddenly  that  I  had 
not  time  to  mention  my  intended  departure 
to  any  one  ;  besides,  as  you  well  know,  the 
Marchioness  lives  almost  entirely  at  her 
Chateau  some  miles  from  Paris ;  and,  as  I 
started  very  unexpectedly  for  Ireland,  I 
found  it  impossible  to  pay  my  parting  re- 
spects to  any  of  my  friends.  I  believe  your 
attending  tbe  splendid  fete  at  which  I  had 
the  honour  of  being  introduced  to  you.  Miss 
O'Moore,  was  rather  a  remarkable  occurrence 
in  the  quiet  life  you  led  abroad,  was  it 
not?" 
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'*  Quite  SO ;  but  I  never  regretted  the 
gaieties  of  Paris,  for,  although  on  those  oe^ 
casions  when  I  was  obliged  to  mingle  in  the 
beau  monde  I  found  much  to  amuse  and 
gratify,  yet,  on  my  return  to  the  country,  I 
always  thought  its  tranquil  pleasures  en- 
hanced by  a  contrast  with  the  tumultuous 
festivities  of  the  Gourt^  in  which,  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  I  felt  a  little  dSplacSel" 

An  unaccountable  sort  of  smile  curled  the 
lip  of  Sullivan,  as,  fixing  his  intense  and  in- 
quiring eyes  on  Miss  0'M6ore,  he  said,  "Few 
women  would  agree  in  your  opinion^  but  I 
believe  I  could  expound  the  riddle  that  made 
you  form  it." 

*'  There  is  no  riddle  in  the  case  ;*  said 
Edith,  looking  a  little  surprised.  "  What 
do  you  mean  ? " 

"  This  is  not  a  place  to  enter  upon  any 
tale  worth  telling,"  replied  Sullivan  ;  "  the 
dancers,  the  talkers,  the  music — 

*  D^hirant  d  chromatiquement  nos  orcilles,* 

as  my  quoting  friend  Ogilvie  would  say." 
"  You  know  his  Lordship,  then  ? " 
"  Who,  Lord  Ogilvie  ?     Oh  yes,  I  left  him 
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in  Paris.  By  the  bye,  as  you  and  be  were 
sudi  favourites  of  my  lamented  friend  Tulli- 
birdine,  you  must  be  mutually  well  acquainted ; 
what  do  you  tliink  of  Ogilvie?"*  inquired 
Sullivan,  in  a  way  so  careless  that  he  scarcely 
seemed  to  require  an  answer. 

''  Most  highly.  His  Lordship's  virtues 
and  talents  ought  always  to  ensure  the 
esteem  they  merits**  replied  Miss  O'Moore, 
blushing  deeply «.  ''  But  where  are  the  details 
you  promised  to  give  me  of  my  absent 
friends  ?  **  she  added,  in  a  gayer  tone,  but 
one  which  ill  concealed  her  evident  embar- 
rassment. "  When  you  paid  your  visit  at 
the  Chateau,  did  you  meet  my  charming 
si^ier,  I  may  call  her — if  that  title  be  a 
dearer  one  thsji  friend — Miss  Dillon  ?  " 

''  No,  I  may  have  seen  her  unconsciously, 
but  I  have  not  the  pleasure  of  her  ac- 
quaintance." 

"  If  you  saw,  you  would  remember  her, 
she  is  so  exquisitely  beautiful,*'  said  Miss 
O'Moore,  looking  the  loveliness  she  de- 
scribed with  an  enthusiasm  as  vivid  as  it 
was  sincere. 
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''  In  my  opinion,  but  oiM  woman  upon 
earth  deserves  that  epithet;"  rejoined  Sul- 
livan, casting  a  glance  on  the  fair  creatiue 
beside  him,  which  afforded  an  expressive 
comment  to  his  observation. 

Though  the  insinuated  compliment  WM 
much  in  the  style  of  those  words  of  course 
which  commonplace  men  address  in  idle 
gallantry  to  every  pretty  woman  they  meet, 
yet  there  was  a  libertine  expression  in  the 
look  and  manner  of  Sullivan  as  he  uttered 
it,  wliich  jarred  discordantly  upon  the  feet 
ings  of  Miss  O'Moore,  and  displeased  her. 
No  time,  however,  was  allowed  for  verbally 
evincing  her  sentiments,  as,  in  the  next 
instant,  William  Sullivan  led  her  to  a  place 
in  the  almost  interminable  country-dance, 
which,  unlike  the  modern  quadrille,  afforded 
no  opportunity  for  conversation,  the  partners 
standing  vis-d'vis^  instead  of  next  each  other. 

Tliere  was  a  fund  of  good  sense  in  the 
character  of  Miss  0*Moore;  she  was  any- 
thing but  deficient  either  in  fancy,  feeling,  or 
enthusiasm,  but  she  regarded  life  itself  as  a 
reality,  and,  in  the  regulation  of  her  conduct, 
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indulged  in  do  dreams  of  things  which  in 
oar  matter-of-fact  world  do  not  exist.  This 
way  of  looking  at  society  had  given  a  steady 
calmness  to  her  general  manners,  which  was 
often  mistaken  for  hauteur^  and  bad  infused 
into  her  mind  a  dislike,  almost  amounting  to 
horror,  of  acting  merely  under  the  illusions 
of  imagination.  Such  a  feeling,  united  to 
the  natural  sweetness  of  her  disposition,  led 
Edith  O'Moore,  upon  reflection,  to  condemn 
the  indignation  which  the  momentary  expres- 
sion of  William  Sullivan  had  caused  in  her 
spotless  mind,  and  to  censure  her  fancy  for 
having  attempted  to  read  more  in  his  looks 
and  manners  than  his  words  conveyed.  De- 
termining to  atone  for  the  extreme  coldness 
she  was  conscious  her  late  demeanour  had 
evinced  towards  her  departed  Guardian's 
friend.  Miss  O'Moore  resumed  her  former 
frankness,  and  as,  having  now  arrived  at  the 
head  of  the  dancers,  Sullivan  oflFered  his  hand 
to  lead  her  down  the  centre  of  the  set,  she 
sicceptcd  it  with  a  brilliant  smile,  which  gave 
a  new  excitement  even  to  the  palled  senses 
of  a  young  but  hackneyed  libertine. 
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In  the  mean  time,  Mr.  Puxley  mA 
his  way  to  the  card-room.  He  had  heal 
the  assertion  of  William  Sullivan  respectiig 
a  former  introduction  to  Miss  O'Moora  wifr 
a  strong  suspicion  of  its  truth ;  and»  interetbid 
for  so  lovely  a  creature,  had  reluctantly  wit*. 
nessed  her  acceptance  of  his  hand  in  the 
dance.  The  daring  character  of  WilUam* 
Sullivan,  the  ferocity  of  aeeal  with  which  he; 
pursued  any  measure  prompted  by  his  passioM; 
and  the  recklessness  thfit  led  him  to  defy  all 
consequences,  whether  temporal  or  eternal 
were  well  known  to  Mr.  Puxley ;  and,  though 
he  could  not  apprehend  either  contamination 
or  danger  to  Miss  O'Moore  from  a  slight 
acquaintance  with  the  heir  of  Ross  Mac. 
Owen,  yet,  deeming  him  unworthy  of  the 
honour  he  had  gained,  and  having  marked  the 
uncontrollable  agitation  which  had  been  the 
momentary  prelude  to  a  claim  that  might  be 
supposititious, Mr.  Puxley  determined  to  speak 
to  Mrs.  Dorothy  upon  the  subject,  and  re* 
solved,  at  all  events,  to  caution  her  against  en- 
couraging any  further  approaches  to  intimacy 
which  Sullivan  might  be  disposed  to  make. 
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The  vice  of  a  man's  character  frequently 
ftila  to  mar  his  succesaful  advancement  in 
life,  and  thusi  though  William  Sullivan's 
profligacy  was  known  to  many,  and  suspected 
by  all,  yet  a  large  portion  of  the  circle  in 
which  he  moved  overlooked  his  misde- 
meanors in  favour  of  his  ancient  birth,  high 
expectations  from  Murty  Oge,  and  the  advan- 
tages which  an  assured  address,  and  singu- 
larly handsome  person,  gave  their  possessor 
in  the  estimation  of  those  unthinking  indi- 
viduals who  valued  worldly  recommendations 
beyond  rectitude  of  conduct 

In  William  Sullivans  general  bearing, 
coarseness  bad  not  been  wrought  into  actual 
polish  ;  but  he  was  gifted  by  nature  with  a 
quick  turn  for  observation,  and  a  ready  sense 
both  of  the  ridiculous  and  the  graceful. 
This  aptness  of  intellect  enabled  him  to 
assume  a  superficial  but  imposing  imitation 
of  the  manners  he  had  witnessed  in  those 
high  classes  of  society  abroad,  among  which 
the  course  of  his  adventurous  and  wandering 
life  had  occasionally  thrown  him.  Mr.  Pux- 
ley  knew  all  this,  and  was  aware  that,  though 
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the  acquaintance  of  Sullivan  was  ahunned  \sf 
the  few,  it  was  admitted  by  the  many,  ki 
whose  sight  bis  lavish  hospitality,  and  repor- 
tation  for  personal  courage,  obliterated  aeveial 
of  the  prejudices  against  him,  and  alrooit 
entitled  an  unprincipled  man  to  the  charaetar 
of  being  a  fine  free-spirited  fellow  1 

^^  A  crowd  is  always  bent  on  its  own  amaae- 
ment,  and  wholly  engrossed  by  selfish  plea- 
sures,*' said  Mr.  Puxley,  in  mental  soliloquy, 
as  he  recollected  how  soon  the  momentary 
emotion  of  Williani  SuUivun  was  forgotten 
by  the  few  who  witnessed  it,  or,  if  remem- 
bered, was  attributed  to  the  cause  to  which 
he  had  assigned  it.  We  have  seen,  however, 
that  the  discernment  of  Mr.  Puxley  was  by 
no  means  satisfied  with  the  alleged  excuse, 
and,  distrust  irresistibly  gaining  ground  every 
instant,  it  gave  him  some  regret  to  find,  on 
reaching  the  card-room,  that  Mrs.  Dorothy 
Sarsdale  was  so  immersed  in  the  vicissitudes 
of  her  game  of  whist,  as  to  oblige  him  to 
postpone  his  intention  of  addressing  her 
until  it  was  decided. 

Of  such  stuff  is  poor  mortality  made,  that 


THB  BBAXH-VLAG.  121 

e?en  frirolous  annoyances  sometimes  lead  to 
questionable  reflections.  This  may  account 
for  the  sententious  observation  we  have  de- 
scribed as  passing  through  the  mind  of  Mr. 
Puxley,  while,  fidgeting  on  his  chair  near 
Mrs.  Dorothy,  he  impatiently  watched  the 
intense  anxiety  which  marked  the  features  of 
that  venerable  maid  as  she  shuffled  the  cards, 
or  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  gallant  array  of 
kings,  queens,  and  knaves,  who  figured  on 
the  green  arena  of  their  destined  combat. 

Before  Edith  and  her  partner  finished 
dancing  the  set  in  which  we  left  them 
engaged,  an  incident  occurred,  curiously 
characteristic  of  the  anomalous  state  of  Irish 
society,  and  of  the  ingredients  of  wliich  it 
was  composed,  at  the  period  of  our  narrative. 

A  young  lady,  remarkable  for  a  species  of 
ddgagde  assurance  which  was  then  in  full 
vogue,  and  who  esteemed  herself  what,  in 
the  slang  of  the  day,  was  termed  "  a  devil- 
may-care-dasher,"  had  refused  to  dance  with 
the  blue  velvet-suited  merchant  already 
mentioned ;  and,  preferring  the  aristocralical 
importance   of   Sir  Phelim  O' Borer  to  the 
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commercial  consequence  of  tlie  wealdq^ 
trafficker  in  doth  and  carpet  (such  was  the 
vocation  of  our  man  of  trade),  she  consented 
to  dance  with  the  Baronet,  after  her  rejeetioii 
of  the  gentlenoan  whom  in  the  TivackMS 
malice  of  the  moment  she  was  pleased  to 
honour  with  the  delectable  nick-name  of 
"  Bug-in-a-rug !" 

This  sobriquet  and  the  indignities  which 
accompanied  it  were  fiercely  resented  bf 
their  unfortunate  victim,  who,  however,  tried 
to  conceal  his  wounded  pride  by  immediately 
selecting  a  partner,  and  leading  her  to  a 
place  in  the  set,  above  that  which  was  filled 
by  the  **  privileged  Dasher." 

"  The  scum  always  rises  to  the  top  !*'  cried 
the  latter,  with  a  sneer  of  unqualified  inso- 
lence, as  she  looked  at  the  merchant. 

*'  And  the  dregs  sink  to  the  bottom !"  was 
his  bitter  rejoinder ;  while,  irritated  to  excess, 
and  being  at  this  instant  called  by  the  figure 
of  the  dance  to  turn  his  fair  adversary,  he 
forgot  himself  so  far  as  to  tap  her  cheek  with 
his  glove,  instead  of  offering  his  hands  to 
make  the  customary  tour  de  la  ronde. 
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At  this  insult,  the  '*  devil*inay-care 
dasher"  burst  into  a  flood  of  passionate  tears. 
Attracted  by  such  a  circumstance,  all  eyes 
were  now  directed  to  the  same  point,  and, 
while  the  musicians  involuntarily  stopped  in 
the  middle  of  a  bar,  the  weeping  fair  was 
surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  relatives  and  friends 
eagerly  inquiring  the  cause  of  her  distress. 
It  was  explained  with  loud  and  broken  sobs* 
and  the  next  moment  the  unliappy  merchant 
was  engaged  in  vehement  altercations, 
during  which  he  was  furtively  presented 
with  a  dozen  cards  preparatory  to  the  then 
common  and  irresistible  argument  of  pistol- 
warfare. 

The  ladies,  agitated  at  what  they  witnessed, 
hurried  with  their  partners  hither  and 
thither,  jostling  against  each  other  in  their 
attempts  to  leave  the  ball-room,  while  from 
its  different  corners  every  gentleman  unen- 
cumbered by  a  fair  charge  rapidly  directed 
his  steps  to  the  point  from  which  the  more 
timid  members  of  the  assembly  were  es- 
caping. 

**  Let  us  join  my  Aunt — ^where,  where  is 
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she  f 'asked  Miss  O'Moore,  wlio,  frightened 
at  the  novel  scene,  looked  round  with  anu- 
ous  eyes. 

^  I  saw  her  pass  into  the  cloak-room  this 
instant — follow,  or  you  will  lose  her  in  the 
crowd  r — cried  William  Sullivan,  urging  his 
partner  into  the  outer  chamber ;  and,  as  he 
spoke,  he  snatched  a  mantle  from  the  nail  on 
which  it  hung,  and  threw  it  round  her. 

*'  This  is  not  mine :  I " 

"  Never  mind,  you  can  return  it  to-mop- 
row." 

"  But  why  such  haste  ? — See,  thei^e  is  my 
cloak !" — cried  Edith,  casting  off  the  one  she 
wore,  and  pointing  to  a  grey  camlet  mantle 
which  hung  above  a  large  bundle  of  wood 
shavings  that  had  been  thrown  out  of  the 
grate  preparatory  to  kindling  a  fire.  Sullivan 
walked  rapidly  to  the  spot,  and,  favoured 
by  the  confusion  which  prevailed,  he  con- 
trived, while  taking  down  the  cloak,  to 
throw  unperceivedly  from  off  the  mantel- 
piece a  lighted  candle  into  the  midst  of  the 
tinder. 

"  Now,  where  shall   we   look  for  Mrs. 
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Sarsdale?^  said  Miss  O'Moore,  as,  haviDg 
fastened  on  her  roquelaure,  she  passed  her 
arm  beneath  that  of  Sullivan. 

Ere  the  question  could  be  answered,  loud 
cries  of  "  Fire !  fire !"  burst  from  a  hun- 
dred lips,  while  simultaneously  the  shavings 
biased,  and  communicated  their  flames  to  the 
cloaks,  hoods,  and  shawls  which  hung  above 
them.  The  bustle,  the  clamour,  the  confu- 
sion that  ensued  no  pen  could  paint.  Wil- 
liam Sullivan  passed  one  arm  round  Miss 
0*Moore,  and  looked  like  a  human  tower  of 
strength,  as  with  the  other  he  forced  his 
way  among  the  struggling  crowd,  and,  lx>lting 
through  the  door-way,  gained  the  street.  It 
was  extremely  narrow,  and  was  literally 
wedged  with  vehicles  of  all  descriptions. 
The  night  was  very  dark,  and  the  rush  of 
people  tremendous.  An  ejaculation  of  alarm 
broke  from  the  lips  of  Miss  O'Moore.  The 
next  instant  a  bandage  crossed  her  mouth 
which,  with  the  pressure  of  an  iron  vice,  stifled 
the  shriek  that  vainly  strove  for  utterance. 
Faster  than  lightning  Sullivan  tied  this 
muffler  and  covered  the  head  of  hiscompanion 
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in  the  hood  of  her  cloak.  AttheBamei 
he  seized  the  reine  of  a  light-limbed 
and   placed  the  half-fainting  Edith 
back.    Theoy  springing  into  the  sadi 
hind  her,  Sullivan  flung  his  arm  rou 
waist,  and  struck  his  heel  against  his 
side,  while,  turning  the  angle  of  a  darl 
he  hissed  into  his  victim's  ear,  **  1*11 
Revenge  and  Love ! "  and  bounded  fi 
with   a  speed  which  dashed  fire  fro 
hoofs  qH  his  noble  beast,  and  made  th< 
appear  to  fly  beneath  thenu 
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CHAPTER  V, 

**  M«n  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  maliee  nonriahment 
Dare  lite  the  beat." 

BlIAKBFEABB. 

Before  we  proceed  on  the  dramatic  course 
of  our  narrative,  we  think  it  necessary  to 
retrograde  a  little,  in  order  to  convey  briefly 
to  the  reader  a  few  circumstaoces  that 
occurred  a  short  time  previously  to  the  daring 
act  we  have  Just  detailed,  and  which  will 
serve  to  accouni  more  fully  for  it«  perpetra- 
tion. 

It  has  been  already  insinuated  that,  through 
the  earnest  warnings  of  Lord  Ogilvie,  Prince 
Charles  Edward  Stuart  had  been  put  upon  his 
guard  against  the  hollow  professions  of  The 
0*Sullivan-Beare  and  his  nephew.  Giving  to 
the  advice  of  the  same  indefatigable  friend, 
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the  Irish  Buccaneers  had  been  also  left  out  oi 
a  political  secret  where  confidence  premised 
to  be  highly  advantageous  to  them,  and  undei 
some  flimsy  pretext  the  heir  of  Ross  Ma< 
Owen  had  likewise  been  deprived  of  a  lucra- 
tive situation  which  he  once  held  about  the 
Prince's  person.  Such  humiliations  rankled 
in  the  proud  heart  of  William  Sullivan  like 
poisoned  arrows;  his  fierce  temper  was  ill 
calculated  to  brook  those  proceedings  on  the 
part  of  the  man  whose  influence  had  been  sc 
successfully  exerted  against  him,  and,  bum* 
ing  with  indignation,  he  determined  on  the 
first  opportunity  to  have  a  revenge  mon 
severe  than  that  of  murder,  for  he  resolved 
that  his  meditated  vengeance  should  be  fell 
by  his  victim  through  the  long  term  of  s 
wretched  life.  To  achieve  that  object  he 
secretly,  but  with  the  closest  attention, 
watched  the  movements  of  Lord  Ogilvie 
deciding  not  to  stop  at  the  commission  ol 
any  crime  in  eJBFecting  his  vindictive  inten- 
tion. Pursuing  this  plan  of  covert  observa- 
tion while  in  France,  our  adventurer  could 
not   fail   to    trace   the   numerous   journeys 
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which  the  object  of  his  scrutiDy  made  from 
Paris  to  the  coast  At  first,  he  supposed  that 
Lord  O^vie  was  led  to  the  Ch&teau  de  Tulli- 
bardine  by  the  grateful  affection  which  it  was 
natural  he  should  feel  towards  the  widow  of 
the  generous  and  lamented  Marquis ;  but,  as 
his  Lordship's  visits  increased  in  frequency, 
the  suspicions  of  Sullivan  were  more  strongly 
aroused,  and  gradually  he  became  convinced 
that  some  powerful  attraction  was  the  un- 
acknowledged cause  which  induced  his  enemy 
to  exchange  the  exciting  gaieties  of  Paris  for 
the  monotonies  of  a  country  life.  No  sooner 
had  this  idea  entered  the  mind  of  the  con- 
jecturer  than  he  resolved  to  ascertain  its  truth. 
Instigated  by  such  a  determination,  he  took 
every  opportunity  to  trace  the  actions  of 
Lord  Ogilvie ;  and,  though  apparently  the 
least  interested  spectator  of  what  was  going 
forward,  he  left  no  means  untried  to  investi- 
gate the  conduct  and  purposes  of  the  unsus- 
pecting person  who  was  thus  marked  out  for 
vengeance.  Reflecting  how  important  it 
might  be  to  the  success  of  his  future  plans 
to  discover  the  nature  of  the  object  which 
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could  80  frequently  withdraw  Lord  O^vie 
from  the  busy  scenes  of  the  French  eourti 
Sullivan,  whose  interest  and  curiosity  were 
excited  to  the  highest  pitch,  determined  on 
the  dangerous  expedient  of  frirtively  following 
his  Lordship  on  his  next  journey  to  tlie  ooim- 
try-seat  of  the  Marchioness  of  Tullibardine. 

The  scheme  was  executed  almost  as  soon 
as  formed  ;  accident  disclosed  to  its  projector 
that  Lord  Ogilvie  was  making  preparations  for 
a  visit  to  the  coast  of  Bretagne,  where  the 
Chdteau  was  situated ;  and  the  time  of  de- 
parture having  been  ascertained,  Sullivan, 
well  disguised  by  the  very  ordinary  costume 
he  assumed,  stole  to  the  neighbourhood  of 
his  enemy's  residence  in  Paris,  and  without 
being  observed  mounted  one  horse,  while  the 
unsuspecting  Peer  sprang  upon  another,  and 
gallopped  oflF  en  route  to  the  Chateau  de  Tul- 
libardine. Whenever  any  turn  of  the  road 
threatened  to  expose  him  to  the  view  of  the 
rider  he  followed,  Sullivan  contrived  to 
conceal  himself,  and  so  well  arranged  were 
all  his  manoeuvres  that,  although  he  never 
lost  sight  of  the  object    of  his  pursuit,  the 
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circumspection  he  obeenred  secured  liim  fitmi 
discovery  ewen  irben  tbe  rektive  parties 
tupped  and  slept  at  the  same  hotel.  Thus 
the  Chateau  de  Tullibardine  was  eventually 
reached  widiont  the  disguised  person  of 
William  Sullivan  being  recognised,  or  his 
design  suspected.  A  remarkably  high  quick- 
set hedge  rose  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  road, 
immediately  facing  the  entrance  to  the  Castle. 
Bf  an  ingenious  and  rapid  dAour,  Sullivan 
stationed  himself  behind  this  screen  before 
Lord  Ogilvie  arrived  at  the  porter  s  lodge. 
Having  approached  as  close  as  possible  to  the 
leafy  fence,  he  bent  his  head  low  down  upon 
his  horse*s  neck  and  was  enabled  to  see  all 
that  passed  through  various  breaks  in  the 
branches  of  the  copse ;  unsuspicious  of  this, 
the  young  Peer  rode  up  and  knocked  for 
admittance  at  the  large  iron-railed  gate  of 
the  Chs^teau. 

The  affectionate  pleasure  evinced  by  the 
venerable  domestic  who  answered  the  sum- 
mons showed  that  the  unexpected  visitor 
was  most  welcome.  Lord  Ogilvie  stopped  a 
moment,  and,  having  kindly  aoswered  the 
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greeting  he  received,  was  about  to  gallop  up 
the  avenue,  when  he  perceived  Miss  O'Moore 
walking  alone  at  a  very  little  distance. 
Springing  from  his  horse,  his  Lordship  con- 
signed it  to  the  porter,  and,  with  emotion 
imprinted  on  every  feature,  flew  towards 
Edith,  who,  whether  from  surprise  at  his 
sudden  appearance,  or  some  other  cause, 
evinced  still  greater  agitation.  Sullivan 
instantly  dismounted,  and,  having  cautiously 
fastened  and  concealed  his  steed  behind  an 
immense  tree,  he  stole  across  the  road,  and 
noiselessly  leaping  over  a  fosse,  entered  the 
TuUibardine  grounds,  which  were  skirted 
by  a  magnificent  and  thick  range  of  aged 
oaks.  Screened  completely  by  their  shade, 
he  then  hurried  unperceived  along  a  pathway 
in  the  direction  of  the  route  which  Ogilvie 
and  Miss  O'Moore  pursued.  He  soon  came 
within  sight  and  ear-shot  of  the  persons  lie 
was  so  anxious  to  observe. 

Edith  was  leaning  on  the  arm  of  Lord 
Ogilvie,  who  was  speakinj?  in  earnest,  but  very 
low  whispers.  From  some  words  which  his 
Lordship's  emotion  led  him  to  utter  in  a  louder 
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tone  than  the  rest  of  his  discourse,  the  con- 
cealed listener  had  auricular  proof  that  love^ 
young,  strong,  devoted  love,  was  the  subject 
of  discussion.    The  malice  of  a  demon  seized 
tbesoul  of  Sullivan  on  making  this  discovery. 
He  quivered  with  contending  sensations,  as  he 
gazed  long  ai >d  earnestly  on  the  transcendent 
beauty   of  Edith,    and   with    difficulty   re- 
strained himself  from  audibly  expressing  the 
vow  he  mentally  made,  to  gratify  his  own 
suddenly-created  passion,  and  to  have  revenge 
upon  his  foe,  by  robbing  him  of  the  woman  of 
his  choice,  even  should  force  be  necessary  to 
achieve  the  nefarious  design. 

There  was  a  great  alternation  of  shaded 

and   open    surface   in  the   grounds   of  the 

Chateau  de  Tullibardine,  and,  as  the  col- 

loquists  pjissed  out  of  the  grove,  beneath  the 

shades  of  which  they  had  hitherto  walked, 

Sullivan  found  himself  compelled  to  remain 

behind,  as  the  extensive  unsheltered  lawn  into 

which  the  objects  of  his  secret  watch  had 

struck,   would     inevitably   expose    him    to 

detection.     Full  of  a  thousand  bold  plans  for 

the  execution  of  his  vile  intentions,  the  heir 
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of  Ross  Mae  Owen  crept  cautiously  alon^ 
under  the  branches  of  the  projecting  treeip 
until  he  reached  his  former  place  of  ccm- 
cealment,  when,  stealing  across  the  publie 
road  into  the  ground  where  he  had  tied  up 
his  horse,  he  unfastened  the  bridle,  mounted 
his  steed,  and  galloped  back  to  Paris  to  take 
preparatory  measures  for  the  scheme  he 
determined  to  accomplish.  On  reaching  the 
French  capital,  however,  he  found  letters  on 
the  subject  of  his  contraband  traffic,  the 
contents  of  which  were  so  absolutely  im- 
portant that  his  instantaneous  departure  for 
the  coast  of  Spain  became  a  matter  of 
necessity.  Resolving  to  prosecute  his  in- 
famous designs  immediately  on  his  return, 
William  Sullivan,  under  promise  of  a  mu- 
nificent reward,  employed  a  creature  of  his 
own  to  watch  the  proceedings  at  the  Chateau 
de  Tullibardine  during  his  temporary  absence. 
Having  taken  this  precaution,  he  commenced 
his  journey  to  Spain  with  an  energy  and 
speed  which  showed  his  anxiety  to  terminate 
it  quickly.  It  is  needless  to  enter  into  the 
details  of  the  urgent  business  that  detained 


THE  HBAIH-TLikO.  135 

our  Iridi  Buccaneer  upon  his  expedition  far 
bejrond  the  expected  period  All  the  dangers 
and  difficfultiea  he  encountered  being  at  length 
surmounted,  he  returned  to  France*  panting 
to  fulfil  his  nefarious  projects. 

The  vehemence  of  Sullivan's  disposition 
rendered  him  frightfully  impatient  of  suspense 
or  disappointment  It  may  therefore  be  con- 
jectured how  unbounded  was  his  rage  when, 
on  returning  to  France,  he  found  that  Miss 
O^Moore  was  gone ! 

Whither  her  course  had  been  directed,  the 
spy  declared  himself  unable  to  decide;  but 
that  she  had  left  the  Chateau  de  Tullibardine 
was  beyond  a  doubt.  All  the  exercise  of 
William  Sullivan's  boldness  and  address, 
great  as  they  were,  failed  to  discover  her 
route  or  destination,  and,  after  many  vain 
attempts,  he  was  obliged  to  continue  unen- 
lightened on  the  subject.  As  the  intelligent 
reader  has  doubtless  conjectured.  Miss 
0'Moore*s  sudden  departure  from  the  conti- 
nent had  been  occasioned  by  her  acceptance 
of  Mrs.  Sarsdale's  invitation  to  Ireland,  ac- 
cording to  the  testimony  already  given  by 
our  worthy  chronicJar^  Mrs.  Chatterlie. 
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That  information  and  the  general  paid* 
culars  of  Edith's  history  were    essentially 
correct ;  a  fact  much  at  variance  with  the 
customary  character  of  the  widow's  biogrir 
phical  garrulities.     Peculiar  circumstancei 
connected  with  the  fortunes  of  Captain  Man- 
son — the  commander  of  the   privateer    in 
which  Miss  O'Moure  sailed  from  France  to 
Cork — ^had  induced  him  to  entreat  the  Lady 
TuUiburdine  to  observe  a  strict  reserve  on 
the  subject  of  her  fair  friend's  departure  and 
place  of  destination,  until  tlieir  safe  arrival 
in   Ireland  should  obviate  the  necessity  of 
further  concealment  on  the  subject. 

Compliance  had  been  granted  to  this  re- 
quest :  therefore,  excepting  the  actual  fact 
of  Miss  O'Moore  having  left  TuUibardine 
Castle,  Sullivan  knew  nothing  whatsoever 
of  her  fate  ;  and  at  length,  tired  of  fruitless 
scrutiny^  he  felt  compelled  to  relinquish  it. 
But,  at  the  moment  when  he  thus  despaired 
of  succeeding  in  his  villanous  designs,  an 
opening  appeared  for  their  accomplishment 
The  destiny  of  our  life  sometimes  depends  on 
a  single  step,  which,  however  apparently 
gimple  and  accidental,  may  direct  the  happi- 
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ness  or  sonow  of  our  existence  through  a 
long  futurity.  This  may  seem  a  hard  truth, 
but  to  a  certaiD  extent  all  are  affected  by  it, 
and  the  instance  we  are  about  to  relate  ap« 
proxiniates  in  its  nature  to  the  many  examples 
daily  experience  presents  to  corroborate  our 
assertion. 

As,  under  existing  circumstances,  William 
Sullivan  felt  obliged  to  postpone,  if  npt  en- 
tirely to  relinquish,  the  vengeance  he  yearned 
to  inflict,  he  suddenly  determined  to  apply  to 
the  leaders  of  Charles  Edward's  party  for  per- 
mission to  set  on  foot  a  new  secret  n^otia- 
tion  witli  the  Highland  Clans  for  the  resto- 
ration of  the  expatriated  Stuarts  ;  which,  if 
successful,  must  prove  of  great  advantage  to 
them,  and  a  source  of  vast  emolument  to  him- 
self. 

Notwithstanding  the  du^trust  Lord  Ogilvie's 
representations  had  created  among  many  of 
the  Jacobites  against  the  Irish  Buccaneers, 
still,  as  the  presence  of  William  Sullivan 
was  especially  displeasing  to  Prince  Charles, 
the  interposition  offered  by  the  former 
was    accepted   by    the    latter.       This  was 
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chiefly  caused  by  the  belief  that,  in  a^ 
ceding  to  it,  emancipation  was   secored  t» 
the  Jacobite  party  in  France  from  the  penonal 
espionage  of  a  daring,  troublesome,  and  dan- 
gerous malecontent,  who,  if  unsuccessful  ia 
the  temerity  of    an  adventure  whidi  &v 
would   have  had  the   boldness  to  attempl^ 
was  sure  to  be  the  greatert  su£Eeier.     When 
the  necessary  arrangements  were  compleledf 
William  Sullivan  sailed  for  Ireland,  in  order 
to  impart  his  new  plan  to  The  O'SiiUivan- 
Beare,  and  to  obtain  his  coK>peration  in  its 
clandestine  execution.     On  arriving  at  Ross 
Mac   Owen,  the  young  Buccaneer  gave  his 
uncle  a  brief  sketch  of  his  continental  nego* 
tiations,   venting    ferocious    hatred  against 
Lord  Ogilvie,  whom  he  accused  of  having 
hitherto  circumvented  all  his  best  political 
manoeuvres. 

In  this  exaggerated  picture,  he,  for  various 
reasons,  suppressed  the  design  he  had  me- 
ditated of  depriving  his  Lordship  of  the  lady 
of  his  love.  The  sagacious  Murty  Oge  was, 
as  we  have  seen,  by  no  means  satisfied  with 
the  manner  in  which  his  nephew  had  con- 
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ducted  the  diplomatic  affidrs  intrusted  to 
his  management  at  the  court  of  France^  the 
fidlure  of  which  lie  refused  to  attribute 
entirely  to  the  circum?ention  of  Lord  Ogilvie. 
Still  more  displeased  with  the  proposed 
adventure  to  Scotland,  he  sharply  reproved 
its  projector,  and  not  only  insisted  on  a 
renunciation  of  the  scheme,  but  also  peremp* 
toiily  ordered  his  nephew  to  return  instantly 
to  France,  charged  with  some  proposals  of  a 
very  different  nature  to  the  Jacobites,  and  to 
come  back  to  Ireland  the  moment  he  re- 
ceived their  answer.  William  Sullivan,  art- 
fully concealing  hb  chagrin,  affected  to  ac- 
quiesce cheerfully  in  his  uncle's  decisioui 
and  hastened  to  Cork  under  the  pretext  of 
embarking  thence  to  the  continent.  His 
real  intention,  however,  was  very  different, 
for,  with  his  obstinacy  of  character  and 
prc^nsity  to  intrigue,  he  determined  not  to 
relinquish  the  expedition  he  had  planned  to 
Scotland,  but  at  all  risks  to  commence  it 
without  further  delay.  Self-interest,  how- 
ever, suggested  strongly  to  Sullivan  the 
indispensable    necessity     that    existed   for 
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keeping  on  good  terms  with  his   wealtkf 
uncle,  and,  actuig  on  this  conviction,  1i0 
resolved  to   write  to   him  from  Cork,  aol 
to  pretend  tltat,   on   arriving  at  that  cifefi 
he  had   received   instructions  from   Prinee 
Charles,  with  private  political   intelligaice 
of  such   vast    importance  as  must    compd 
him   to   steer  his  course  to  North  Britain 
instead   of  to   France.     This   untruth    was 
plausibly    stated   in    the    letter    which  we 
have   seen    Piping  Phil   tardily   deliver  to 
The  O'Sullivan  ten  days  after  he  received 
it  to  take  to  Ross  Mac  Owen. 

The  general  purport  of  Hhat  important 
epistle,  and  the  result  of  its  perusal,  have  been 
related.  It,  therefore,  only  remains  for  us  to 
say  that,  after  William  Sullivan  (who  was 
detained  in  Cork  some  time  by  unexpected 
business)  had  actually  sailed  for  Scotland,  a 
violent  storm  drove  him  back  to  the  Irish  coast, 
and  obliged  him  to  anchor  in  the  Cove  of 
Cork.  There  accident  informed  him  that 
"the  Drum  "  we  have  described  was  to  be  held 
on  the  very  evening  of  his  compulsory  return 
to  the  Emerald  Isle ;  and,  as  no  symptoms  of 
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more  fayourable  vreatlier  for  lus  nautical 
expedition  appeared,  he  resolved  to  dispel 
eimui  by  immediately  attending  it.  Unaware 
of  his  uncle's  sudden  trip  to  France,  he  at 
first  hesitated  as  to  going  to  '*  the  Drum  ;" 
but,  remembering  that  The  O'Sullivan  never 
frequented  such  assemblies,  and  that,  if 
rumour  reported  his  presence,  he  could  easily 
invent  a  plausible  story  to  account  for  it,  the 
gay  Buccaneer  left  his  ship  in  charge  of  his 
seamen,  and,  taking  with  him  a  small  port- 
manteau containing  the  necessary  change  of 
garments,  he  jumped  into  an  open  boat,  and, 
regardless  of  wind  and  weather,  rowed  direct 
for  Cork. 

He  arrived  in  that  city  just  in  lime  to  dress 
and  go  to  "  the  Drum,**  where  he  little  ex- 
pected to  meet  the  fair  object  of  his  recent 
search  and  machinations. 

We  have  seen  that,  even  under  the  dis- 
turbed and  astounding  state  of  his  feelings 
on  suddenly  encountering  Miss  O'Moore, 
our  adventurer  retained  a  great  portion  of 
his  usual  self-command.  The  story  of  his 
previous  introduction  to  the  ill-fated  Edith 
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was  the  fabrication  of  the  moment,  and  tli^ 
whole  scheme  of  her  abduetioo  was  plaiutfl 
with  nearly  equal  celerity. 

William  Sullivan  was  not  a  man  to  h 
easily  foiled. — He  gloried  almos|  as  raodk 
in  thwarting  the  wishes  of  another^  as  in  th 
triumph  of  his  own.  He  felt  Miss  O'Moore'i 
attractions  more  powerful  than  erer,  ani 
excited  almost  to  madness,  resolved  to  stop 
at  the  commission  of  no  crime  in  effecting 
the  purpose  he  formed  on  the  impulse  of  the 
instant. 

In  his  audacious  project,  Sullivan  found  at 
once  the  means  of  gratifying  his  hatred  £x 
Lord  Ogilvie  and  his  passion  for  Edith 
O'Moore  ;  and  thus  actuated  by  the  two 
strongest  passions  of  the  human  breast,  he 
recklessly  defied  the  perils  of  a  scheme  which, 
daring  as  it  was,  eventually  proved  suc- 
cessful. 

The  consternation  created  in  the  public 
mind  by  such  an  outrageous  violation  of  the 
laws  of  God  and  man  may  be  easily  imagined, 
and  it  is  scarcely  requisite  to  add,  that 
every  measure  to  apprehend  its  perpetrator 
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was  instantaneously  put  into  action.  The 
magistrates  of  CSork  and  of  all  the  surround* 
ing  districts  were  immediately  on  the  qtd 
moe;  the  cavalry  scoured  the  country  in 
all  directions,  and  nothing  was  left  untried 
which  promised  the  remotest  prospect  of 
success.  Nevertheless,  time  rolled  on  without 
discovering  either  William  Sullivan  or  his 
unfortunate  victim. 

As  the  Chief  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  had 
sailed  for  France  two  days  previously  to  the 
abduction,  no  intelligence  could  be  gained 
from  him,  nor  even,  had  he  been  in  Ireland, 
could  any  have  been  procured  from  that 
quarter,  for,  as  the  reader  is  aware.  The 
O'SuUivan-Beare  was  in  utter  ignorance  of 
his  nephew's  infamous  exploit. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  Hail,  lovely  youth !  pattern  of  honour,  wiadoin,  trathl 
Britons,  search  the  globe  around — ^where*8  such  yirtiie 

be  found  ? 
Where,  in  the  records  of  old  Fame,  is  there  a  more  illustik 

name? 
The  deeds  by  fabled  heroes  done,  that  in  poetic  aim 

shine. 

Which  deified  Alcmena's  son,  are  now  surpassed,  Gr 

Prince,  by  thine  l" 

Old  Jaoobitb  Soko 

*'  Prodigious !  how  the  things  protest  1 — ^protest !" 

POPE 


cc 


His  own  opinion  was  his  law :  i'  the  presence 
He  would  say  untruths ;  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning.** 

Shakbpeabe 


The  Irish  Chieftain  landed  on  tlie  Frem 
shore,  after  a  quick  and  prosperous  voyag 
Without  trouhling  the  reiider  with  its  detai 
we  shall  merely  request  him  to  look  into  t 
royal  palace  of  Versailles,  and  to  hehold  I 
acquaintance  *'  the  Rover  "  now  recognis 
by  Gallic  courtesy  as  the  Earl  of  Bear  have 
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while  in  full  court-dress  he  bustles  his  way 
through   a  suite  of  rooms  leading    to  the 
presence-chamber  of   Louis  XV.,    with    as 
much  self-importance,  as  if  he  were  an  am* 
bassador,  or  a  potentate  of  some  minor  state. 
The  O'Sullivan  was  borne  along  with  a  mass 
of  Courtiers,  who,  like  himself,  were  hastening 
to  pay  their  respects  to  the   Sovereign  of 
France ;  and,  in  despite  of  Parisian  politeness, 
whispers  and  smiles  were  interchanged,  as, 
quite    unconscious    of  being  their    object, 
he   swaggered   in   rosy   pomposity  through 
the  crowd  of  guards  and  attendants  of  the 
Court,  who  filled  the  ante-rooms  communi- 
cating with  the  Presence-chamber.    In  truth, 
his  Lordship  of  Bearhaven  could  scarcely  be 
supposed  to  escape  the  jocose  remarks  of 
the  wits  of  the  day,  as,  with  a  conceited  con* 
sciousness    of   self-importance,    he    ambled 
onward,   the  long,  stiff  tail  of  his  tie  wig 
sticking  out  behind,  as  if  disdaining  closer 
companionship    with     the    wearer,     whose 
proboscis    was    tinctured    with   more   than 
its    usual    suffusion    of  bluish    red,    while 
his  cerulean  eye   in    '* single  blessedness** 

VOL.  L  H 
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cast  aiuMory  glances  oyer  his  anti^pated  nsl?^^ 
coat,  escaloped  lace  ruffles,  tarnished  gol^ 
stuff  waistcoat,  0'Su11ivan«>Beare'B  RdoabBH- 
able  sword,  and  the  enormous  shoe^racUiv 
set  with  Irish  diamonds  which  adorned  the 
nether  man. 

Intently  occupied  in  self-adminUion,  our 
Hibernian  Narcissus  scarcely  heeded  Uie 
magnificence  of  the  long  suite  of  apartmenlB 
through  which  he  passed^  or  the  rich  af^iarei 
of  the  personages  who  filled  them ;  nor,  ontS 
he  reached  the  great  saloon,  did  he  find  i 
leisure  moment  to  regard  the  performers  in 
the  courtly  exhibition.  As  the  King  had  not 
yet  emerged  from  his  private  apartments,  the 
doors  of  the  Presence-chamber  were  still 
closed ;  and  this  circumstance  filled  the  ante- 
room to  excess. 

Having  contrived  to  plant  himself  in  a 
good  station,  The  O'SuUivan,  or,  as  we  mi^ 
now  style  him,  the  Earl  of  Bearhaven,  cast 
an  iuquisitoriiJ  glance  around,  determining 
to  make  the  most  of  his  opportunity  by 
observing  the  demeanour  of  the  Courtien, 
from  which  he  thought  he  might  draw  some 


THE  BBAXH-FLAO.  147 

shrewd  concluaknifl  on  the  state  of  public 
fedLiiig. 

At  diis  period,  two  parties  eadsted  at  the 
Court :  one  of  thesQ,  headed  by  the  Daaphin, 
and  foaeked  by  a  large  body  of  the  Pariaans, 
espoused    the    cause  of    Charles    Edward 
Stuart*  or,  as  he  was   styled  by  his  oppo- 
nents,  ''  The   Young  Pretender^"*  while  the 
other,  supported  by  the  Ministers,  were  en- 
deavouring  to  persuade  the  King  to  abandon 
the  gallant  Prince,  whom  he  had  decei^red  by 
fallacious  hopes  as  long  as  he  appeared  a 
fitting  instrument  to  promote  the  designs  of 
France    on   England.       Murty   Oge    little 
cared  which  of  those   public  factions  acted 
upon  principle.     To  the  one  that  wore  the 
most  promising  aspect  he  resolved  to  adhere, 
sanguine  in  the  expectation  that  by  so  doing 
his  active  and  intriguing  spirit  would  meet 
with   an   opportunity   for  rising  above   the 
precarious  situation  in  which  a  series  of  wild 
and    hazardous   exploits   had    placed    him. 
.  Determined  to  have  some  share  in  the  political 
drama  now  enacting  at  the  French  Court, 
The  O'SuUivan,  wrapped  in  a  prudent  reserve, 
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screwed  up  his  one  eye  to  the  pitch  of  acut^ 
observation,   and  peered    through  its   halP* 
closed  lids  at  many  old  acquaintances,  whos^ 
relative  importance  in  the  social  scale  might 
have  been  accurately  estimated  by  the  ratio 
of  his  distant  or  familiar  recognitions.     The 
manner  in  which  those  greetings  were  re- 
turned was  sometimes  gratifying,  but  more 
frequently  the  reverse ;  and  the  wary  O'Sul- 
livan   instantly  perceived   that   where    two 
parties  were  about  the  King,  one  urging  him 
one  way  and  one  another,  it  was  necessary  to 
adhere  decidedly  to  that  which    promised 
to  advance  his   individual    interests.       As 
those   thoughts  were  passing  through  the 
mind  of  Murty   Oge,   and  while   he   was 
watching  for  a  decent  pretext  to  procure  the 
political  information  he  desired,  his  sleeve 
was  familiarly  twitched  by  a  tall  shambling 
gentleman,  whose  quick  grey  eyes  indicated 
a  mixture  of  ferocity  and  cunning,  whilfe  the 
extraordinary  wideness  of  his  moulh  gave  a 
gaunt  and  eager  expression  to  a  face  pro- 
fusely begrimed  with  snuff. 

It  was  Monsieur  Morand,  "le  valet  de$ 
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fxdeU  du  Rai,"^  as  a  writer  of  tlie  age  em- 
phatically styled  him ;  by  a  stroke  of  the  pen 
epitomising  the  character  who  uow  in  good» 
though  accentuated  English^  facetiously  ex- 
claimed, *'  My  good  and  noble  Earl  of  Bear- 
haven,  welcome  once  more  to  France  I  ** 

The  cordial  grasp  of  the  hand  which 
accompanied  those  words  was  but  faintly 
returned  by  the  cautious  Murty  Oge,  who, 
however,  formally  thanked  bis  old  acquaint- 
ance for  the  kindness  of  his  greeting. 

^^It  was  sincere,  my  Lord.  I  confess  I 
flattered  myself  with  the  hope  of  obtaining 
your  confidence  in  return  for  my  own.  At 
the  present  juncture,  much  mutual  good 
might  have  resulted  from  frankness  upon 
both  sides ;  but  no  matter,  your  coldness  has 
undeceived  me,"  whispered  Monsieur  Morand, 
and,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  he  moved  aside, 
seeming  to  wish  to  change  his  quarters. 

The  O'SuUivan  laid  a  detaining  hand  on 
the  arm  of  the  Frenchman,  in  doing  which 
he  forced  his  own  grim  features  to  assume 
what  was  intended  for  a  smile ;  an  expression 
called  up  by  his  recollecting  that  Morand, 
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though  not  a  man  of  much  cotisequenee,  iM 
patronized  by  many  who  were  high  in  inflfr 
ence  and  favour  with  the  King.  As  tUi 
thought  shot  across  the  mind  of  Murty  Oge 
it  suggested  the  idea  that  by  a  few  caulioa 
questions  some  serviceable  information  migl 
be  elicited  from  the  Frenchman  on  politia 
affairs.  Entering  immediately,  as  if  in  coni 
dence,  upon  the  circumstances  of  his  situatioi 
The  0*Sullivan  therefore  said,  *^My  exeellei 
Sir,  you  are  perfectly  mistaken  if  you  fani 
tliat  I  could  distrust  your  friendly  professioDi 
on  the  contrary,  I  own  my  earnest  wish  : 
to  be  guided  by  your  advice ;  for,  having  be€ 
so  long  absent  from  this  Court,  I  am  ignorai 
of  much  which  it  concerns  me  to  know." 

"It  was  for  that  very  reason/*  returne 
Morand,  in  a  voice  as  low  as  his  companion' 
"  that  I  ventured  to  request  your  Lordship 
confidence^  and  to  offer  mine.  My  knowledg 
of  our  court-intrigues  is  pretty  general,  an 
can  be  turned  to  your  interest,  if  you  are  m 
so  blindly  devoted  to  the  cause  you  former] 
espoused  as  to  resolve  to  share  the  ruin  whic 
must  soon  attend  it." 
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^Umphr'  cou|^ed  Murty  Oge,  with  a 
somewliat  puzzled  air,  and  staring  at  Moraud 
aa  if  surpriaed  at  his  straightforward  aasur- 
ance« 

Nothing  daunted,  however,  by  his  reserve, 
our  diplomatist  said,  with  a  significant  laugh, 
^  If  I  speak  at  all,  I  must  speak  frankly.*' 

<*  Do  so/*  was  the  laconic  rejoinder. 

'^  I  do  not  want  to  learn  any  circumstance, 
the  knowledge  of  which  might  be  prejudicial 
to  your  Lordship ;  but  I  confess  I  am  glad  of 
the  opportunity  presented  by  our  accidental 
meeting  to  bias  you  in  favour  of  that  power- 
ful party  iu  the  state  to  which  I  myself 
adhere.** 

^'  Speak  on/'  said  Murty  Oge,  seeing  that 
his  companion  slightly  hesitated. 

**  Pardi,  Milord;  you  would  have  me 
commit  myself,  while  you *' 

"  On  my  truth,  on  my  honour,"  said  The 
O'Sullivan 

"  Mais  cest  igaU'^  interruptefl  the  vivacious 
Frenchman ;  '^  I  tell  you  in  plain  ternis  that 
our  party  is  so  strong  in  favour  with  the 
King    that  nothing  you  or  any  other  man 
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could  say  or  do  would  injure  it.  The  Mar 
chioness  of  Pompadour  is  the  cliaiinel  througl 
^vhich  the  wishes  of  the  ministers  are  coo 
veyed  to  the  Sovereign ;  and,  as  she  approve 
of  their  determination  to  destroy  the  Yoan| 
Pretender^  and  to  banish  him  from  France 
their  efforts  will  succeed  beyond  a  doubl 
It  is  needless  to  mince  matters ;  the  highes 
interest  is  now  influencing  Louis  against  tb 
Stuarts;  and  take  my  word  for  it,  that  a 
soon  as  the  French  plenipotentiaries  who  ar 
assisting  at  the  congress  of  Aix-la-Chapell^ 
return,  you  will  find  that  the  contractinj 
parties  of  Great  Britain  and  the  United  Pro 
vinces  have  made*  the  expulsion  of  Charle 
Edward  from  this  kingdom  an  article  of  th 
treaty  they  are  now  discussing." 

**Hah!''  ejaculated  Murty  Oge;  and,  i: 
despite  of  all  his  prudence,,  his  countenanc 
underwent  an  obvious  change. 

At  this  instant,  Morand  jerked  the  elbo^ 
of  The  O'SuUivan,  and,  by  a  significant  ges 
ture,  directed  his  attention  to  the  Mar^cha 
de  Noailles,  the  Due  de  Richelieu,  and  othe 

•  See  Note  III.  at  the  end  of  this  volume. 
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favourite  Courtiers,  who,  in  earnest  conversa- 
tion^ were  passing  to  a  vacant  corner  close  to 
the  doors  of  the  Presence-chamber. 

**  AH  the  Court  rings  of  the  affair/*  said 
Richelieu,  in  a  voice  which  showed  he  did 
not  desire  to  conceal  his  sentiments.  ^^  Let 
Prince  Charles  Edward  look  to  the  conse- 
quences/* 

^^  Your  grace  speaks  of  the  casting  of  tlie 
silver  and  copper  medals,  I  presume/'  said 
the  Marquis  de  Chauvelin,  breaking  from 
an  adjacent  group,  and  joining  that  of  Riche- 
lieu ;  *^  I  have  not  yet  seen  one  of  them, 
but '' 

"  I  can  gratify  your  curiosity/*  interrupted 
the  Duke,  handing  to  Chauvelin  a  silver 
medal,  bearing  the  bust  of  the  Prince,  with 
the  inscription  of"  CaroluaWaUice  PrifhcepsJ"' 
and  on  the  reverse  side  the  figure  of  Bri^ 
tannioj  and  a  fleet  of  war-ships  at  her  side, 
with  this  emphatic  motto,  ''Amor  et  spes 
Britannicer* 

"  A  strange  device !  what  can  it  mean  ? — 
Does  his  Highness  dare  to  insult  our  So- 

*  The  loTe  and  hope  of  Britain. 
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vercign  by  alluding  (o  the  successes 
English  fleet  ?"  inquired  the  Marquii 
returned  the  medal. 

"iVbiwtwrrOTw,"  replied  Richelieu, 
bitter  smile.  "  If  the  Young  Pr 
n'ishes  to  insinuate  that  France  is  i 
to  the  condition  of  desiring  a  peace  fi 
fear  of  her  resources  ou  the  seas, 
means  must  be  taken  to  enlighten  h 
ranee." 

Those  words  were  scarcely  uttered 
the  wandering  looks  of  tlie  a.ssemble)j 
turned,  and,  as  if  actuated  by  one  ii 
were  intently  fixed  on  a  particular  poi 

TheO'SuUivan's  eye  followed  in  tl 
directiDn,  and  sparkled  M'ith  a  kind 
verisb  anxiety  when  it  rested  on  the  fi 
Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  as, 
panied  by  a  small  knot  of  the  distinj 
exiles  who  had  shared  his  victorit 
sufferings,  all  wearing  the  ^V"hite  C 
(lud  Rose,*  he  advanced  along  the 
with  an  air  of  dignified  suavity  well 
ing  his  rank  and  biith. 

•  Seo  Note  IV.  at  the  end  of  tliiB  \-olnine. 
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The  Prince  Begent  of  En^bnd,  Scotland, 
and  Ireland,  as,  according  to  the  character 
conferred  upon  him  by  his  father,  Cbarlea 
Edward  was  styled,  discussed  the  news  of  the 
day  with  ease  and  spirit,  while  with  his  coni^ 
panions  he  moved  up  the  centre  of  the  room. 

His  Royal  Highness  was  dressed  in  a  rose- 
coloured  velvet  suit,  richly  embroidered 
with  silver :  his  waistcoat,  of  Highland  tar* 
tan,  was  woven  and  brocaded  in  silk  and 
gold.  A  broad  blue  sash,  wrought  with  the 
same,  was  slung  gracefully  over  his  shoulder. 
A  Crarter  of  siiuilar  hue  was  fiistened  round 
his  knee,  and  met  the  tops  of  his  military 
boots,  which  he  invariably  wore  in  preference 
to  shoes.  The  Star  of  St.  George — the  same 
which  had  adorned  the  person  of  his  great- 
grandfather Charles  I. — and  the  Cross  of 
St.  Andrew,  in  large  brilliants,  were  fastened 
by  a  green  ribbon  at  bis  breast.  The 
Cockade  in  his  bat  and  the  hilt  of  bis  sword 
were  formed  of  the  same  costly  gems,  and  his 
whole  appearance  glittered  like  the  lustrous 
Star  which  was  said  to  have  shone  forth  at 
his  nativity. 
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Eminently  graceful  in  his  manners,  Charles 
Edward  possessed  a  sort  of  fascination  which 
it  was  extremely  difficult  to  resist.     At  onee 
dignified  and  affable,  and  warm  though  po- 
lii^hed,  the  power  and  the  desire  of  pleasing 
were  synonymous   t^rms  with  this  accooh 
plished  Prince.  His  mind,  educated  in  adye^ 
sity  and  sharpened  by  ambition,  was  versed 
in  that  knowledge  of  mankind  which  great 
commerce  with  the  world  had  taught.    If 
this    practical  experience    injured  his  cha- 
racter by  tincturing  it  with  dissimulation,  it 
certainly  whetted  his  natural  sagacity  in  dis- 
cerning the  weaknesses  of  others,  and  quick- 
ened his  skill  in  profiting  by  such  discoveries. 
His  unblencliing  courage  and  gallant  spirit — 
his  moderation  in  victory,  and  fortitude  under 
tho  severest  sufferings — his  chivalric  sense  of 
honour — his  romantic  adventures  and  heroic 
acliievements,   made   Prince  Charles   a  sort 
of  demi-god  with  his  adherents.      The  en- 
thusiastic  devotion  he  inspired  was  visibly 
written   on   the   countenances    of    the    two 
Lochiels,   Lord  Lewis  Gordon,   and   several 
Peers  of  Scotland,  Gordon   of  Glenbucket, 
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and  a  group  of  other  declared  adherents  to 
the  House  of  Stuart;   all  of  whom  wore 
tbe  White   Rose  as  a  cognisance,  adopted 
ill  imitation  of  that  of  Lancaster,  with  satin 
cockades  of  the  same  colour.     His  Boyal 
HighDess  spoke  to  each  of  his  friends  with 
cheerful    kindness ;    but  M'hen  the  crowd, 
separating  as  he  advanced,  permitted  him  to 
meet  a  small  knot  of  Jacobite  officers,  whose 
uniform  of  blue,  trimmed  with  red,  and  laced 
waistcoats,   announced  them  as  having  be- 
longed to  the  ci-devant  Horse  Life  Guards  of 
Prince  Charles,  which  had  been  commanded 
by  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  Ogilvie,  an 
acute  observer  might  have    seen   that  one 
among  that  little  group  was  tbe  distinguished 
object  of  his  peculiar  regard.     The  moment 
Charles  Edward  perceived  this  gentleman,  his 
step  had  quickened  and  a  bland  smile  rose  to 
his  lip,  wliile,  extending  his  hand,  he  said — 
**  My  Lord  Ogilvie,  I  fear  I  have  not  been 
punctual  to   my  engagement,   according   to 
which  I  ought  to  have  met  you  here  an  hour 
ago.** 

"My  time  is  ever   at  your  Boyal  Higli- 
ness's  command,'*  said  the  youthful  Peer,  as 
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he  bent  in  respectful  gratitttde  over  tihe  luu|i 
which  had  been  offered  with  siieh  ana&dfli 
courtesy. 

<<  Well  have  your  words  been  proved  bj 
deeds ! "  was  Charles  Edward's  enthusiailie 
answer,  whispered  in  a  low  voice  of  emotieoi 
as,  twining  his  favourite's  arm  within  Ui 
own,  he  turned  to  his  other  friends  ant 
resumed  his  conversation. 

While  the  Prince  and  Lord  Ogilvic  weie 
thus  engaged,  their  figures  formed  a  striking 
picture.  Both  were  young — ^both  were  hand- 
some— ^both  were  devoted  to  the  same  cause ; 
and  the  mutual  attachment  which  uiiostenta* 
tiously  shone  out  in  every  action  proved  that, 
with  the  glow  of  generous  feeling,  the  one 
accepted  the  heart's  sacrifice  which  the  other 
unreservedly  made.  And  yet,  notwithstanding 
so  many  points  of  resemblance,  those  noble 
personages,  as  they  stood  together,  presented 
a  strong  contrast.  The  fair  hair,  worn  with- 
out powder,  and  falling  in  long  curls  down 
the  back  of  his  neck,  the  large  light-blue 
eyes,  small  nose  and  mouth  of  the  Prince, 
attractive  as  they  were,  and  though  united  to 
a  tall   and  noble  form,   yet  looked  almost 
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d&minate  beside  the  pre-eminently  intellee- 
tual  expression  of  Lord  Ogilvie. 

His  Lordship  was  in  the  early  prime  of 
manhood,  and  was  dressed  in  the  splendid 
uniform  of  his  own  regiment,  called  "  Ogil- 
vies,"  which,  with  the  consent  of  the  King  of 
France,  had  been  embodied,  and  of  which  his 
Lordship  was  Lieutenant-GeneraL  A  Dia« 
mond  Star  and  Cockade  were  the  only  orna- 
ments he  wore.  His  figure  was  considerably 
above  the  middle  sise,  and  possessed  that  pecu- 
liar dignity  and  grace  which  bespeak  decisive 
superiority.  His  countenance  was  replete  with 
masculine  beauty  of  the  first  order.  There 
were  the  lofty  forehead  and  the  long  dark 
eye,  curtained  with  thick  sable  lashes;  the 
finely-curved  eyebrow;  the  cheek,  whose 
varying  colour  came  and  went  with  every 
emotion ;  the  nose  and  mouth  chiselled  like 
those  of  the  noblest  model  of  Greek  sculp- 
ture; and  the  blood-red  lip,  where  Passion 
and  Feeling  seemed  to  have  fixed  their  seat. 

The  mental  qualifications  of  Lord  Ogilvie 
were  commensurate  with  his  appearance. 
Endowed  with  great  talents,  which  had  been 
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frequently  evinced  when  he  was  a  member  of 
the  Council  in  Edinburgh,  he  possessed  ft 
sound   and  cultivated  understanding.     Ex- 
celling in  ail  those  accomplishments  whieb 
lend   ease   and  elegance  to  external  fomii 
his  manners  were  distinguished  by  a  degres 
of  polish  that  rendered  them   conspicuous 
even  at  the  Ck>urt  of  France ;  and  the  virtues 
of  his  private  life  were  equal  to  the  triumphs 
of  genius  and  courage  which  had  already 
embellished  his  public  career. 

The  O'SuUivan,  from  his  post  of  observa-^ 
tion,  examined  this  eminent  person  with  the 
minutest  accuracy ;  and,  as  he  did  so,  the 
many  stories  he  had  heard  of  Ogiivie's  efforts 
to  dissuade  the  Prince  from  putting  trust 
in  him  or  in  any  of  his  Clan,  shot  across 
his  mind.  His  mouth  grew  pale,  and  his 
brow  flushed  at  the  recollection,  of  all  his 
nephew  had  repeated  on  the  subject;  and, 
setting  his  teeth  together,  he  breathed  an 
inward  vow  of  vengeance  against  Lord  Ogilvie, 
and  determined  to  desert  a  Prince  who  seemed 
destined  to  share  the  fatality  of  his  ancestors. 

The  changes  of  The   O'Sullivan's  couu- 
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teoance  were  not  lost  on  the  quick-witted 
Monsieur  Moraud,  who  continued   to  give 
light  yet  faithful  sketches  of  the  principal 
courtiers  of  the  day,  colouring  every  anec- 
dote so  as  to  make  it  act  upon  his  hearer  in 
the  way  most  likely  to  bias  him  in  favour  of 
tile  ministerial  party,  who,  aware  of  The 
0'Sullivau*s  influence  in  Ireland,  were  anx- 
ious to  detach  him  from  the  cause  of  Charles, 
and,  in  fact,  had  employed  Morand  as  their 
agent  to  effect  that  purpose. 

His  Lordship  of  Bearhaven  had  vacillated 
as  long  as  he  was  uncertain  which  poli- 
tical faction  would  triumph,  but  the  moment 
that  question  was  ascertained,  his  future 
conduct  was  determined.  The  subtlety  of 
the  man,  however,  would  not  allow  him  to 
assure  Morand  of  his  intended  secession  from 
the  Jacobite  party ;  and,  being  a  profound 
adept  at  dissimulation,  he  found  little  diffi- 
culty in  concealing  his  sentiments  when 
Prince  Charles,  having  suddenly  perceived 
him,  advanced,  and,  extending  his  hand,  said 
with  gracious  condescension,  ^*  My  Lord 
Bearhaven,  it  gives  me  pleasui*e  of  no  com- 
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moQ  kind  to  see  you  here.  How  cchmi  it 
that  I  was  not  apprised  of  the  gratificalM. 
which  awaited  me  t " 

Flattered  by  this  mack  of  confideno^ 
and  wishing  to  enhance  his  character  d 
political  influence  with  Morand,  our  Ink 
courtier  with  much  seeming  aincerity  madri 
suitable  acknowledgments  to  the  PrinMb 
and  answered  his  questkm  by  an  uigenio» 
excuse. 

The  latter  accepted  it  with  his  usual  sua- 
vity,  and  graciously  inquired  after  William 
Sullivan. 

'*  Your  Royal  Highness  does  my  nephew 
much  honour:  he  is  quite  well/'  replied 
The  0*Sullivau,  with  a  slight  embarrassment 
which  he  could  not  entirely  conceal. 

Charles  Edward  smiled  ambiguously^  and 
said,  turning  to  Lord  Ogilvie,  *'  You  are 
acquainted  with  Mr.  Sullivan ;  I  tliought 
your  Lordship  had  also  the  pleasure  of  know* 
ing  his  uncle.'' 

Ogilvie  slightly  bowed,  and,  looking 
steadily  as  if  he  read  the  naked  heart  of 
The  O'SuUivan,  emphatically   said;  ''Your 
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Royal  Higlinew  is  right :  I  know  my  Lord 
Bearhaven." 

The  large  tiger-eye  of  the  latter  glimmered 
like  red  fire  firom  beneath  his  beetle  brow, 
and,  with  a  stiff  movement  of  the  bead, 
he  scowled  a  look  of  oouchant  revenge  on 
Ogilvie,  as  he  sarcastically  said,  ^  I  acknow- 
ledge the  distinction  wliich  your  words  imply, 
my  Ix>rd/' 

There  was  a  pause ;  but  the  Prince  has- 
teoed  to  break  it  by  resuming  his  conversa- 
tion with  The  Irish  Chief,  to  whom  he 
turned  and  kindly  said,  ''  But  where  is  Mr. 
Sullivan  at  present  ?  " 

"  He  is  in  Scotland,  may  it  please  your 
Royal  Highness,"  answered  our  Hibernian 
diplomatist,  in  some  perplexity  at  this  unex- 
pected inquiry ;  £3r,  though  he  had  never  re- 
ceived the  slightest  intelligence  of  the  recent 
dark  deed  of  his  nephew,  and  was  still  in  utter 
ignorance  of  his  position  and  that  of  Miss 
0*Moore,  still  the  consciousness  of  his  own 
strenuous  opposition  to  the  Highland  plot 
made  him  feel  considerably  embarrassed  at 
the  question  of  the  Prince. 
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"  Hah !  in  our  andent  kingdom  of  Uiit 
hills  and  gallant  hearts!**  cried  Ghari* 
Edward.  Then  lowering  his  voice,  aa  if 
afraid  of  being  heard,  he  firmly  said,  '*  Gcii 
grant  we  may  soon  join  him  there!  Oar 
game  is  not  yet  up,  my  Lord ;  bold  spixiti 
and  a  holy  cause  will  still  succeed." 

Much  to  the  relief  of  The  O'SuUiyan,  fim 
Prince  de  Gonti  advanced  at  this  moment^ 
and,  haughtily  bowing  to  the  Prince,  said, 
with  a  bitter  sneer — 

"  I  have  just  seen  the  device  of  your  Royal 
Highness's  medals :  to  my  poor  comprehen* 
sion  it  seems  rather  inappropriate,  as  the 
British  Navy  have  never  been  over  friendly  to 
the  House  of  Stuart." 

"  True,  Prince ;  but  nevertheless  I  am 
the  friend  of  the  fleet  against  all  her  enemies ; 
for  I  will  ever  regard  the  glory  of  England 
as  my  own,  and  her  glory  is  in  her 
fleet"  ♦ 

This  remarkable  reply  silenced  the  Prince 

*  TliiB  short  dialogue  is  historically  tme,  but  a  liberty  has 
been  taken  in  changing  the  place  where  it  occurred  from  the 
Luxembourg  Gardens  to  the  Court  of  Versulles. 
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de  Gonti,  who,  with  a  cavalier  bow,  turned  on 
his  heel  and  joined  another  group. 

At  the  same  instant,  the  doors  of  the 
Presence-chamber  opened,  and  hasty  whispers 
of  ^^  The  King !  the  King !  **  announced  the 
approach  of  the  Majesty  of  France. 

Attended  by  some  of  the  principal  nobility 
and  statesmen  of  his  Court,  Liouis  XV.  came 
forward  from  an  adjacent  retiring-room,  and 
took  his  station  in  the  usual  form.  A  train 
of  Courtiers  from  the  outer  apartment  then 
slowly  entered,  each  individual  perform- 
ing the  requisite  ceremony  of  giving  his 
name  or  title  to  the  ushers  of  the  Presence- 
chamber,  who,  with  their  wands  of  office, 
stood  at  the  massive  folding-doors. 

The  stately  figure  of  the  King,  attired  in  the 
splendid  costume  of  the  age,  was  displayed 
to  peculiar  advantage,  and,  joined  to  the 
courtesy  of  his  dignified  address,  failed  not 
to  make  a  favourable  impression  on  those 
who  approached  to  render  the  honours  due 
to  his  rank.  The  Cardinal  de  Tencin — who 
had  succeeded  to  the  influence  exercised  by 
his  predecessor,  Fleury,  over  the  affairs  of 
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France* — ^the  Count  de  Maurepas,  the  Mr 
reschal  Saxe,  and  other  fiivourite  Gourtamy 
together  with  the  high  officers  of  the  CAma 
and  household,  surrounded  the  Royal  periM, 
and  to  these  eminent  characters  his  Majesty, 
with  affability,  occasionally  addressed  some 
passing  remarks,  between  the  ceremomah 
attendant  on  the  presentations. 

With  a  noble  air,  the  Monarch  received  ia 
succession  the  respects  of  his  subjects,  as  wdl 
as  those  of  many  ambassadors  and  strangers 
of  distinction.  As  Prince  Charles  a[h 
proached  the  King,  the  general  gan  was 
fixed  in  eager  curiosity  to  ascertain  the  nature 
of  his  reception.  When  his  Royal  Highness 
was  announced  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain 
in  waiting,  Louis  looked  disconcerted  and 
thoughtful,  seeming  irresolute  concerning  the 
part  he  ought  to  act,  while  ail  marked  his 
change  of  colour,  as  in  silence  he  coldly  ex- 
tended the  royal  hand  towards  the  youthful 
Prince.  The  step  of  the  latter  was  hasty,  and 
there  was  a  crimson  spot  upon  his  brow,  which 
denoted  an  inward  conflict ;  but  his  action  and 

♦  See  Note  V.  at  tko  end  of  thia  volume. 
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manners  lost  none  of  their  aecortonMi  gnoe, 
wlnle  with  the  full  majeBty  of  his  rank  he 
performed  die  usoal  cefemony,  and  passed 
the  Presence.  The  introductions  of  his  Royal 
Highness's  adherents  followed,  and  were 
received  with  mach  unwonted  gravity  and 
constraint  There  was,  however,  little  time 
for  ob6ervation>  as  the  rest  of  the  hrilliant 
assembly  ponred  its  stream  of  courtiers  for- 
ward, in  whiitt  appeared  a  continuous  current 

The  (ySuUivan,  who,  in  order  to  scan  the 
reception  of  each  individual ,  had  hung  back 
and  allowed  the  greater  part  of  the  company 
to  pass  on  before  him,  now  found  his  turn  of 
presentation  arrived.  With  no  small  share 
of  self-possession,  he  advanced  to\rard8  the 
King,  and  bowed  so  profoundly,  that  tlie  pro* 
jeetion  of  his  queue  formed  an  acute  angle 
with  the  heels  of  his  shoes.  A  suppressed 
smile  lurked  round  the  Monarch's  mouth,  and, 
coughing  slightly,  he  addressed  some  words 
in  a  low  vinoe  to  Cardinal  de  Tencin,  as  his 
Lordship  of  fiearhaven,  rising  from  his  obei- 
sance, fell  back  among  the  crowd. 

The  silence  which  reigned  in  the  Presence- 
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chamber  rendered  audible  the  **  -4A  /  je  m'^ 
souviens^  with  which  the  King  received  ^ 
whispered  reply  from   his  Minister.    Thiif 
united  to  the  mysterious  smile  which  sud- 
denly appeared  on  Louis's  countenance,  and 
the  gracious  expression  of  his  eyes  as  they 
followed  the  receding  figure  of  The  0*Sul- 
livan,  checked  every  disposition  to  ridicote 
among  the  minions  of  the  Court,  with  whom 
our  Irish  gallant  rose  into  consideration  the 
moment  he  basked  in  ^^  la  lumihre  qui  vienlt 
du  trone** 

The  Monarch's  reception  of  his  Lordship 
of  Bearhaven  at  this  crisis  was  considered  a 
subject  of  no  common  interest;  and  amid 
the  brilliant  circle  at  Versailles  were  many 
persons  who  treasured  up  the  precursive 
symptoms  of  The  O'Sullivan's  good  fortune 
as  matters  for  serious  and  future  discussion. 
The  object  of  so  much  attention,  meantime, 
returned  to  the  ante-room,  where  he  was 
instantly  surrounded  by  a  swarm  of  gay 
flatterers  who  congratulated  him  on  the  Royal 
courtesy  by  which  he  had  been  honoured. 
With  undaunted    composure  of   look    and 
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tnanner.  The  crafty  O'Sullivan  made  suitable 
replies,  but  in  no  one  word  did  he  betray  the 
state  of  his  mind,  or  the  thoughts  which 
were  carefully  locked  within  his  breast. 
While  the  Irish  Chief  was  thus  showing  all 
the  expertness  of  an  experienced  manoBuvret, 
his  attention  was  caught  by  the  meaning 
glance  of  one  of  the  King's  pages,  who  stood 
among  the  crowd  at  a  little  distance,  ^fhe 
moment  the  youth  perceived  that  he  had  suc- 
ceeded in  attracting  the  notice  of  The  O'Sul- 
livan,  he  accompanied  his  looks  by  a  slight 
motion  of  the  hand,  and  a  gentle  inclination 
of  the  head  towards  a  side-door  of  the  apart- 
ment. Sharp  of  wit,  as  well  as  experienced 
in  Court  intrigue,  our  Chieftain  instantly 
comprehended  the  mute  invitation  he  received ; 
and  gradually  withdrawing  himself  from 
the  crowd,  he  stole  through  the  chamber, 
and,  watching  his  opportunity,  passed  un- 
noticed to  the  exterior  of  the  door  which 
we  have  mentioned.  On  the  landing-place 
beyond  it  he  found  the  page,  who,  guiding 
his  actions  by  those  of  The  O'SuUivan,  had 
gained  his  present  station  through  a  private 
you  I.  I 
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pasiage,  and  wkhout   cfOBMBg    the   gceit 
saloon. 

'' The  Court  has  broken  up.  my  Lord  Bar 
haven,  and  by  hia  Majesty's  eonunand  I  im 
delegated  to  desire  your  atteodance  ia  di5 
Royal  closet,''  said  the  youtli,  in  a  lovr  and 
hurried  whisper. 

^'I  willingly  obey  the  King's  pleasoit,* 
replied  the  Chief,  eyeing  his  new  acquaint- 
ance with  a  countenance  in  which  surprise 
was  blended  with  curiosity  and  augoientsd 
self-importance. 

**  Your  Lordship  then  will  please  to  follow 
me/'  said  the  page ;  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  led 
the  way  through  a  long  picture-gallery ;  on 
reaching  the  end  of  which  the  youth  stopped, 
and  said  in  a  suppressed  tone,  ''  Prepare,  my 
Lord,  to  meet  the  Sovereign."  Then,  touch- 
ing the  spring  of  a  secret  door  formed  by  one 
of  tlie  pictures,  he  lifted  up  the  arras  behind 
it,  and,  having  ushered  The  O'Sullivan  info 
the  Royal  presence,  retired  with  a  noiseless 
step. 

The  King  was  seated  at  a  table  covered 
with  papers  in  the  centre  of  a  small  room 
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hung  with  Gobelin  tapestry.  The  ceiling 
was  gorgeously  painted,  canred^  and  gilded^ 
and  the  furniture  and  ornaments  of  the 
cabinet  were  most  costly.  The  Sovereign 
had  exchanged  his  Court  apparel  for  his 
ordinary  dress,  and  \ras  unattended,  save  by 
the  Count  de  Maurepas  and  the  Cardinal  de 
Tencin,  who,  though  indebted  for  his  cardi- 
nal's hat  to  the  interest  of  the  ex-King  James, 
was  beginning  to  manifest  less  zeal  for  the 
exiled  family.  All  this  the  Chief  perceived 
with  a  single  glance ;  while,  hastening  a  few 
paces  forward,  he  bent  one  knee  before  the 
Monarch  and  said — 

"  I  crave  to  know  the  Royal  pleasure." 
Nothing  could  be  more  courteous  than  the 
demeanour  of  his  Majesty  as,  desiring  The 
O'SuUivan  to  rise,  he  said, — 

''  In  spite  of  the  reports  in  circulatk>n,  my 
Lord  Bearliaven,  I  do  not  believe  it  possible 
that  you  are  come  to  our  dominions  in  the 
hope  of  making  them  a  scene  of  secret 
macliinations,  which  we,  who  have  always 
countenanced  you,  would  reprove." 
•    *•  Monarch  of  France !  I  am  here  as  the 

i2 
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friend  of  your  Majesty's  kingdoiliy"  firml/ 
replied  The  O'Sullivaii,  *^  and,  by  the  heart  of 
a  true  sailor/'  he  added,  stretching  fortli  hil 
hand  and  suddenly  assuming  the  bold  manm 
of  a  tar/^  I  would  that  the  dastards  who  dared 
to  abuse  your  Royal  ear  were  within  a  rope's 
length  of  this  hand,  or  food  for  fishes  in  the 
depths  of  the  sea !" 

"  It  is  well/'  exclaimed  the  King,  hmk- 
ing  steadily  at  the  C^ef;  then  turning 
to  the  Ministers  who  stood  behind  the 
royal  chair,  he  added,  "  My  Lord  Cardinal, 
and  Monsieur  le  Comte  de  Maurepas,  I 
can  depend  on  your  discretion:  pursue  the 
subject." 

The  courtier-priest  bowed,  and  fixing  an 
eye  well  skilled  in  reading  the  thoughts  of 
men  on  our  diplomatist,  he  said — "  My  Lord, 
you  have  heard  the  King  affirm  his  wish  to  dis- 
believe the  statements  his  Majesty  has  heard 
concerning  the  object  of  your  present  visit  to 
this  country ;  it  remains  with  your  Lordship 
to  confirm  the  impression  in  your  favour 
which  the  Sovereign  avows.  Say,  then,  for 
what  purpose  was  the  Cutter  armed  in  which 
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you  sailed  for  France,  and  which  now  lies  at 
the  port  of  Avraocbes?^* 

*'  It  was  destined  to  assist  the  Voung  Pre* 
tender,  my  Lord  Caxdinal,  before  I  was  aware 
that  the  Monarch  and  the  Ministry  of  France 
had  changed  their  tack,  and  sailed  with  aa 
ebb-tide  from  the  ill-faied  Stuarts/*  boldly 
replied  The  O'SuUivan,  bestowing  on  those 
words  a  great  degree  of  energy, 

"  And  why  do  you  conceive,  my  Lord,  that 
any  such  alteration  in  our  Cabinet  as  that  you 
mention  has  occurred,  or  is  about  to  happen  T* 
inquired  De  Maurepas  with  a  penetrating 
glance,  which  showed  that  neither  word  nor 
look  escaped  his  scrutiny. 

*^  Be  satisfied,  Sir  Count,  that  I  had  ballast 
enough  to  trim  my  vessel  to  discover  the 
course  of  the  Ministry  cruiser  ;  f^nd  though  I 
parted  not  company  with  my  old  consorts,  I 
never  hoisted  a  colour  that  was  adverse  to 
the  King  you  have  the  honour  to  serve,*'  said 
The  O'Sullivan,  continuing  the  naval  dialect 
which  he  had  adopted,  in  the  hope  that  it 
would  throw  an  air  of  honest  boldness  over 
his  professions.     Th.en,  puckering  his  onp 
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eye  into  a  sagMioiis  wink,  he  added  in  t 
blunt  and  even  imperious  manner — ^^I  pc^ 
fectly  know  how  the  land  liei^  and  hafe 
no  objection  to  set  saila  to  the  pleasure  of  hii 
Majesty's  Council ;  but  it  must  be  upcm  certsni 
eonditions/' 

<<  State  them ; — I  do  not  expect  your  Lord- 
ship's senices  without  repaying  them  fay 
more  than  an  adequate  reward/'  exclaimed 
the  King,  trying  to  conceal  his  anger  under 
this  somewhat  sarcastic  remark. 

**  May  it  pleaBO  your  Majesty/'  said  The 
O'SuUivan,  resuming  his  respectful  deport- 
nient.  "  I  entreat  your  Royal  mercy  if  I  spoke 
too  boldly.  May  I  hope  my  frankness  will 
be  pardoned  ?" 

"We  forgive  it,  as  a  crime  not  often 
committed  in  our  presence/'  said  Louis, 
smiling  with  restored  good-humour.  **  And 
now  to  come  to  the  point,  my  Lord  Bear« 
haven ; — will  you  promise  to  observe  a  strict 
neutrality  in  all  those  political  matters  in 
which  you  have  lately  interfered  too  much  ? 
Will  you  pass  your  written  word  to  that 
effect,  and  also  pledge  it  to  leave  our  city  of 
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Paris  this  night,  and  to  sail  from  our  good 
kingdom  in  the  space  of  forty-eight  hours  f 
This  is  all  we  ask,  and  if  you  comply,  by  the 
honour  of  a  King,  we  promise  to  answer  any 
reasonable  demand  which  you  may  make 
upon  our  Privy  PuTbe." 

'*  I  will  Hgree  to  what  your  Majesty  re- 
quires if  my  just  claims  are  remunerated 
by  tiie  payment  of  one  thousand  livres,  and 
the  R<^1  word  passed  to  leave  me  the  luck 
and  freedom  of  the  main.  If  it  please  your 
Majesty  to  grant  those  requests,  may  I  swing 
upon  a  gibbet  if  I  don't  quit  the  latitude  of 
politics  and  resume  my  rovers  life  on  the 
high  seas  before  the  sun  rises  twice!*'  said 
The  O'SuUivan,  with  an  animated  but  re- 
solute air ;  and,  crossing  his  arms  over  his 
chest,  he  stood  in  silence  awaiting  a  reply. 

"  What  say  mj  l4)rd  Cardinal  and  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte  to  those  proposals?"  inquired 
liouis  after  a  short  pause,  and  with  a  signifif- 
cant  glance. 

'*  Sire !  that  if  it  meets  your  Royal  plea- 
sure, your  faithful  servants  would  wish  to 
eoipply  with  my  Lord  Bearhaven*8  request!*' 


176 


THE  DSATH-ILilO. 


said  one  of  the  Ministers,  while  almost  simol 
taneously  the  other  signified  his  acquieseenG< 

*^  Then  I  consent ! "  exclaimed  the  Kin| 
drawing  a  paper  towards  him,  and  pennin 
an  order  for  the  sum  in  question.  I 
Maurepas  placed  simultaneously  anoth< 
sheet  before  The  O*  Sullivan,  on  wlucb  tl 
latter  wrote  the  required  promise. 

^'  From  what  port  will  your  Lordship  sa 
and  for  what  destination?"  demanded  tl 
Cardinal,  as  with  a  tremendous  flourish  oi 
hero  of  Bearhaven  finished  his  signatui 
**  From  Avranches,  and  for  Ireland!**  w 
the  reply. 

**  That  is  just  what  we  wish/'  said 
Comte  de  Maurepas  in  an  animated  voic 
exchanging  a  meaning  glance  with  the  Gi 
dinal  which  was  perfectly  understood.  *•  h 
Miyesty's  fine  yessel  ' VEspcrance'  lies 
anchor  in  the  roadstead  close  to  St.  Ma] 
which  you  must  inevitably  pass  after  y< 
sail  from  Avranches,  en  voyage  for  Bantr 
Bay.  My  nephew,  le  Capitaine  de  Maui 
pas,  now  commands  that  ship ;  I  pledge  n 
)ionour,  th^t  only  yesterday  I  remitted 
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bim  three  *  thousand  livres  sterling ;  if  it 
meets  your  wishes,  I  will  write  instantly  to 
order  him  to  p^y  one  thousand  to  your  Lord- 
ship, as  a  gambling  debt  of  mine,  which  I 
have  empowered  you  to  demand  from  him 
en  passant  to  Ireland  :  my  nephew  will 
receive  my  letter  by  post  before  your  Lord- 
ship can  possibly  reach  St.  Malo,  and,  as  he 
hopes  to  be  my  heir,  will  never  attempt  to 
resist  my  commands.  No  suspicion  can  at- 
tend this  measure. — Sire  !  does  it  meet  your 
Royal  approbation?"  asked  De  Maurepas, 
respectfully. 

**  Perfectly,"  replied  the  King. 

"  It  is  an  excellent  arrangement,"  inter- 
posed the  Cardinal  de  Tencin  with  much 
animation,  and  returning  the  look  he  had 
received  from  the  Count  with  interest ;  **  l)ut 
will  it  suit  the  convenience  of  my  Lord  Bear- 
haven?"  he  inquired  in  his  most  insinu- 
ating tone. 

A  smile  of  derisive  contempt  crossed  the 
face  of  the  Chieftaip  at  this  futile  attempt  at 
cajolerie,  and  at  the  distrust  of  his  word  which 
it  evidently  implied;    but,  curbing  his  re? 
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seutmeDt,  lie  gave  a  Bunple  affiimatife  totll^ 
Minister's  question. 

The  Kiugdien  handed  to  De  Manrepaithp 
8ign*inanual  fiir  the  Bti|Ndated  svin.  Ite 
Count  bowed  profoundlyy  and  immediatelj 
wrote  an  order  for  it  on  his  Naval  rebtiie 
at  St.  Malo.  At  the  same  moment^  CardiiHl 
de  Tencin  received  the  written  gage  of  lltt 
O'SulIivan,  who  fx>nqaered  his  reluetaMe 
to  give  it  by  secretly  resolving  on  revengib 
should  the  contracting  party  fail  to  fulfil  one 
iota  of  its  bond. 

Louis  rose. — The  signal  was  understood 
by  his  Lordship  of  Bearhaven,  who  imme- 
diately paid  his  partin^^  homage,  and  retired 
from  the  Royal  presence,  not  a  little  pleased 
with  the  bargain  he  had  struck. 

Before  we  conclude  this  chapter,  we  leg 
to  inform  the  reader,  that  the  moment  the 
Chief  left  the  Palace  of  Versailles,  he  has- 
tened to  confide  the  details  of  his  Re^al  inter- 
view to  his  Confessor,  Father  Syl,  and  to  his 
equally  trusted  foster-brother,  Dan  Connell. 

A  confidential  and  important,  though 
hurried  discussion,  ensued,  occ^isioned  by  a 
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determination  to  execute  without  delay  a 
most  serious  scheme  tiiat  xraa  duly  arranged 
in  all  its  bearings  by  The  O'Sullivan,  and 
which  the  future  will  reveal. 

When  the  plotters  reached  this  point  of 
their  animated  conyersation,  the  Chieftain 
wound  it  up  by  giving  various  directions 
not  only  on  the  contemplated  enterprise,  but 
also  relative  to  some  business  of  vital  eonse- 
quence,  whicb,  as  he  had  not  time  to  settle 
in  person,  he  left  his  confederates  to  arrange 
and  execute  eventually. 

The  O'SuHivan  then  announced  that  he 
would  proceed  instanter  to  his  Cutter,  which 
lay  off  the  coast  of  Normandy,  near  Avran^ 
ches,  whence  he  intended  to  sail  on  direct  to 
St.  Malo.  There  he  determined  to  receive 
his  one  thousand  livres  from  the  nephew  of 
le  Comte  de  Maurepas,  whoee  order  for 
that  sum  had  been  carefully  ensconced  within 
his  breast.  Having  settled  those  important 
preliminaries.  The  O'SuUivan  further  com- 
manded his  obsequious  confidants  to  conclude 
before  night  the  private  business  intrusted 
to  their  management;  after  which,  he  or- 
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dcred  die  Priest  and  hm  coadjii^  to  adjourfi 
by  land  firmn  Fkm  to  a  partiaihr  spot  l0 
pamedy  tint  ma  wdl  koown  to  Dan  Conndl 
and  whkh  laj  sednded  near  St.  Bpenx. 

At  Ibat  pcHnt  of  tlie  eoast  of  Bretagne  the 
Chief  of  tbe  Irak  Buecaneera  announced  hs 
mtention  to  take  np  his  foster-brother  and 
Father  Syl,  at  a  tune  distinctly  specified  fiir 
that  purpose. 

The  0*Sullinn  then,  without  further  delay, 
set  off  post  haste  for  Avranches,  his  mind 
completely  engrossed  by  the  daring  enterprise 
he  had  concocted,  and  which  he  determined 
at  all  rbks  to  accomplish. 
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CHAPTEB    VII. 


**My  oonadenoe  bath  a  thousand  seYeral  tongues, 
And  every  tongiie  brings  in  fk  several  tale. 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain.** 

Shakbpbabx. 

"  That  woful  maid, 
Gathering  her  powers,  to  speak  essayed* 
Twice  she  essayed,  and  twice  in  vain ; 
Her  accents  might  no  utterance  gain ; 
Nought  but  imperfect  murmurs  slip 
From  her  convulsed  and  quivering  lip." 

Sib  Walter  Soott. 

"  What  fire  is  in  my  ears ! 
Can  this  be  true  ?" 


In  a  wild  and  uninhabited  part  of  the 
county  of  Waterford  stood  an  ancient  build- 
ing, which  was  dignified  by  the  title  of  a 
Castle.  It  was  encompassed  by  lofty  walls, 
and  possessed  the  additional  sepurity  of  a  deep 
moat,  which  ran  round  the  body  of  the  edifice. 
Within  it,  all  was  in  a  state  of  disorder  and 
neglect,  and  nothing  could  be  more  desolate 
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than  the  level  acres  of  boggy  land,  wliicbf 
unshadowed  by  a  siugle  tree,  stretched  out 
on  every  side,  in  a  wide  unbroken  surface.*-' 
A  chain  of  stupendous  mountains  surrounded 
this  gloomy  solitude*  and  cut  sharply  in  the 
distance  against  the  blue  horizon.     Far  ai 
the  eye  could  reacli*  patches  of  long  grasSi 
and  vast  beds  of  reeds,  were  the  only  signs 
of  vegetation ;   and,  when  the  breeze  swept 
through    them,     Imagination     might    have 
deemed   it  the  mysterious   wail  of  Nature 
shuddering  over  the  crimes  which  had  often 
been  committed  in  a  scene  so  favourable  to 
their  concealment. — Even  the  birds  of  the 
air  seemed  to  shun  the  dreary  waste,  and 
when    at    intervals   they   appeared,   it   was 
only  to  wing  a  rapid  flight  to  more   con- 
genial climes. 

To  this  region  of  wildness  and  desolation 
William  Sullivan  had  brought  the  young, 
the  lovely  Edith  O'Moore  ; — and  here,  at 
one  ol'  the  unglazed  windows  of  the  Castle, 
she  sat,  as  the  moon  was  rising  in  un- 
clouded power  over  the  rugged  outline  of  the 
distant  mountains.  ^-^  A  marked  change  had 
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pttsed  over  the  ill-fated  Edith.  Every  muecle 
of  that  benutifol  eouDteoance  woi  contracted, 
and  despair  had  deepened  each  line  of  it. 
Her  eyes,  either  wandered  wildly  to  vairied 
objects  in  a  stare  void  of  speculation,  or  were 
fixed  on  some  particular  spot,  as  moveless  as 
if  formed  of  stone.  Her  cheek  was  pale  as 
tlie  light  of  the  full-orbed  moon  that  fell  upon 
it,  contrasting  sadly  with  the  darkness  of  the 
long  dishevelled  hair,  tliat  hung  around  her 
shoulders^  and  nearly  touched  the  ground. 
Her  unclosed  lips  also  wore  the  whiteness  of 
death,  and,  but  for  the  convulsive  heaving  of 
her  breast,  which  rose  and  fell  with  painful 
rapidity,  she  would  have  seemed  quite  lust 
to  sense  and  motion.  Her  soiled  and  torn 
ball-dress,  with  its  sparkling  ornaments,  lay 
among  a  heap  of  coarse  female  apparel  in  a 
corner  of  the  room,  and  her  grey  camlet 
mantle  fell  round  her  figure  in  long  and  ample 
folds.  One  hand  grasped  the  iron  grating  of 
her  chamber-window,  the  other  hung  lifeless 
at  her  side,  and  the  corpse-like  calm  of  her  at- 
titude spoke  the  absorption  of  internal  agony. 
The  room  she  occupied  was  large  and  dark. 


184  XHB  DBATH^FIAQ. 

except   wliere  the   moon    poured  a  bml 
stream  of  light,  that  was  nearly  as  radiant  ii 
that  of  the  strong  sun.    The  grating  of  a  kflf 
which  turned  in  the  lock  of  the  chamber- 
door  broke  the  silence,  but  the  act  was  per- 
formed so  cautiously  that  its  sound  was  insuf- 
ficient to  rouse  Edith  O'Moor^rom  her  state 
of  fearful  tranquillity.     William    Sullivan 
therefore  entered  unobserved  by  his  victim, 
whose  eyes  were  fixed  in  stupor  on    the 
ground.     For  a  few  seconds,  he  stood  at  the 
upper  extremity  of  the  room,  gazing  upon 
Edith,  whose  exquisite  form,  touched  by  the 
silver  rays  that  revealed   it,  looked  like  a 
marble  statue. 

Some  undetined  feelings  seemed  for  a  time 
to  deter  Sullivan  from  venturing  nearer  to 
the  object  of  his  contemplation,  but  the 
energy  of  his  character  soon  regained  its 
ascendancy,  and  suddenly  he  strode  into  the 
moonlight,  and  with  a  quickness,  like  that 
with  which  the  tiger  springs  upon  his  prey, 
he  seized  the  hand  of  Miss  O'Moore,  and 
with  an  intense  and  passionate  gaze  pressed 
it  to  his  lips. 
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Tkt  touch  dispelled  tlie  trance  of  despair. 

As  from  an  adder^s  sting  Edith  recoiled,  and 

with  a  wild  start  wrenched  back  her  hand, 

tod  locked  it  round  the  iron  bar  her  other 

6rmlj  clasped.      Suddenly,  her  krge  dark 

eyes  shone   with  an    almost    preternatural 

kstre,  as,  turning  round  her  head,  without 

i^laxing  her  strained  position,  she  fixed  a 

Jook  of  horror  upon  Sullivan  as  though  she 

gazed  on  some  appalling  vision.    An  expres- 

sk>n  of  successful  yiilany  sat  on  his  features, 

and  his  lips  curled  into  a  triumphant  smile, 

while  grasping  £dith's  arm  he  said, — 

'*  Proud  girl  1  those  airs  but  ill  become 
you  NOW  r 

At  the  sound  of  Sullivan's  voice,  un  elec- 
tric shudder  seemed  to  thrill  throughout 
the  frame  of  Miss  O'Moore  —  she  tried  to 
speak,  but  her  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  her 
mouth,  and  the  effort  was  made  in  vain.  As 
William  Sullivan  marked  this  struggle,  and 
the  aversion  that  produced  it,  his  anger 
mounted  to  a  pitch  of  rage.  His  face  swelled 
and  glowed  with  passion,  and  with  a  smile 
of  bitter  derision  he  tauntingly  exclaimed, — 
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"  Your  Tnunied  reputation  is  Uai 

ever !" 

Ediih  drew  h  long,  deep  bnuth,  & 
hollow  voice,  which  souniled  throu 
dreary  chmnber  us  if  it  issued  from  tb 
she  echoed  the  words  "for  ever  V  an 
iato  a  wild  convulsive  laugh. 

Tlie  liorrid  idea  of  inminity  croBset 
van's  mind,  and,  dreading  an  event 
wuuld  frustmte  all  his  future  plant, 
Btantly  changed  liis  tactics.  As  if 
with  pity  iLnd  remorse,  he  knelt  at 
of  Lditli,  find  In  agitation,  not  alt 
feigned,  besought  lier  mercy  and  forg 

His  words  seemed  to  fall  on  ears  ol 

Becoming  more  aliiriiied  every  n 
the  vehemence  of  Sullivan  increased, 
wild,  impassioned  language,  he  told  tin 
of  time  he  had  adored  the  wretched 
and  detailed  the  meiins  by  which  he  hi 
concealed  himself  in  the  woods  of  Ti 
dine,  and  fed  the  flame  that  coiisum 
by  gazing  secretly  ujion  its  ohject. 
attributing  Ins  hite  iitrocities  to  the  mat 
his  love,  and  to  the  iinpossihility  he  1 
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of  gaining  Miss  0*Moore  in  wedlock,  lie  fer» 
Tentljr  implored  ber  pardon.     Without  paus* 
iog  to  receive  it,  Sullivan  passionately  argued 
tktthe  only  step  which  could  restore  her  fair 
£une  was  to  become  his  bride,  and  to  return 
IS  such  to  Mrs.  Sarsdale.   The  forgiveness  of 
tkt  lady,  he  asserted,  might  be  easily  ob- 
tained, if  a  long*conceaied  and  mutual  at- 
tachment were  pleaded  in  extenuation  of  the 
jxroposed  union,  and  if  the  abduction  were 
represented  as  an  elopement  which  dread  of 
opposition  to  their  marriage  had  induced  the 
lovers  to  arrange. 

While  Sullivan  spoke,  Edith's  features 
lost  their  marble  look,  and  various  expressions 
of  agonized  emotion  crossed  them.  But,  at  his 
concluding  request,  every  feeling  seemed  to 
centre  in  one  point. — Her  face,  before  so 
pallid,  crimsoned  with  the  light  of  indigna- 
tion. —  As  if  awakening  from  a  hideous 
dream,  she  sprang  upon  her  feet,  and,  with 
a  vehemence  which  made  the  tempter  start, 
exclaimed, — 
"  Never  !  I  will  wed  Death  first  !** 
The  athletic  figure  of  William  Sullivan 
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actually  shook  with  rage»  and,  seising  dif  . 
extended  arm  of  Edith,  he  threw  a  menaciiif :  ^ 
glance  around^  and  muttered  between  Ul - 
clenclied  teeth, —  r 

'^  Beware  how  ypu  provoke  me  further  l-^l 

Consent  to  what  I  ask,  or  accursed  will  I9 1 

'i 

the  hour  you  refuse  \**  ,  < 

By  a  violeQt  effort,  the  trembling  girl  wm 
again  frightfully  calm,  and  collecting  all  hef 
strength,  in  a  hoarse  voice  of  preternatunl 
composure  she  slowly  said, — 

"  I  will  never  be  your  wife ! — But,  wretched 
man,  I  forgive  you,  as  I  trust  to  be  fo|i- 
given,  though  you  have  made  me  what  I 
cannot  name !  Hope,  peace,  honour — all  are 
gone  !  But  though  the  world  will  ever  look 
upon  me  as  a  poor  degraded  thing,  there  an 
kind  hearts  that  would  receive  me  yet!  Oh, 
let  me  return  to  those  dear  friends!  Re- 
store me  to  them  even  in  disgrace,  and  I  will 
swear,  by  the  Father  of  the  desolate,  never — 
never  to  betray  the  author  of  my  ruin !" 

Here  a  gush  of  anguish  overpowered  the 
miserable  girl,  and  her  accents  became 
choked  with  agitation  as  she  thought  of  her 
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past  happiness,  and  of  the  days  that  were  to 
come.    The  remembrance  of 

"  The  lov'd— the  distantr— and  the  dead  ** 

struck  on  a  tender  chord.  For  the  first 
time,  the  sternness  of  her  grief  gave  way,  and» 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands^  Edith  sud- 
denly burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  She  wept 
loog  and  bitterly,  but  her  sobs  and  her  appeal 
little  affected  one  who  had  no  sense  save  that 
of  gratifying  the  perfect  selfishness  which  is 
tlie  true  characteristic  of  an  unprincipled 
man.  There  is  no  one  so  heartless  as  the 
determined  libertine — no  one  so  callous  to  the 
grief  of  others  as  he  whose  whole  stock  of 
feeling  exists  but  for  himself. 

William  Sullivan  paced  hurriedly  several 
times  alonu;  the  room.  At  last,  he  planted 
liimself  full  before  his  victim,  and  regard- 
ing her  with  a  look  of  mingled  mortifica- 
tion, displeasure,  and  admiration,  he  sternly 


"You  know  you  are  completely  in  my 
power.  Once  more;  will  you  consent  to 
wliat  I  have  proposed  T 
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'' Never  r 

^'You  give  the  word  with  fifmnesa^'*  aul 
Sullivan  with  a  withering  sneer,  ''yet  tak0 
warning  ere  you  speak  it  the  third  time  I 
Remember,  also,  that  your  chance  of  BUf- 
riage  with  my  rival  now  is  gone.** 

*'  Rival  !*'  repeated  Edith,  nnooverii^  htf 
death-like  face,  and  staring  upon  SuUivaa: 

^*  Ay,  such  1008  Ogilvie,  but  my  vengeuM^ 
foiled  him ;  for  now,  even  he,  who  loved  yoB 


once  **- 


** Thank  God,  he  never  loved  me!    She 
tliat  ••— 

Sullivan  started  back. 

Quivering  with  excitement,  Edith,  as  if 
at  an  invisible  command,  stopped  short,  and 
pressed  her  hand  gainst  her  burning  brain. 

•*  What  do  you  mean  ? — Give  answer. 
Did  Ogilvie  love  another,  and  not  you  T^ 

"  He  did — he  did  !*'  escaped  from  Edith, 
rather  as  an  ejaculation  than  as  a  voluntary 
answer. 

"  And  who  was  she  f "  cried  Sullivan,  strik- 
ing his  forehead  with  an  expression  of  dis* 
appointed  revenge  and  determined  ferocity. 
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Edith  eootinded  silent. 
"Speak ! — are  you  turned  to  stone  V*  asked 
Solliran,  grasping  her  shoulder,  and  iraiting 
t  reply  which  was  not  given.  Another  pause 
SQcceeded,  during  which  the  singularly-liand- 
lome  features  of  William  Sullivan  became 
distorted  with  emotion ;  and  feeling  as  if  his 
bot  blood  froze  within  his  heart,  he  said  with 
t  ghastly  smile, — 

'^Have  I  not,  in  secret,  seen  you  hang 
upon  his  arm,  while  listening  to  his  whis- 
pered words  ?      Have  I  not  heard  him  speak 
of  love,    and  yet   you   say  that   be  adores 
another  ! — Again  I  ask,  who  is  she  f 

Some  stronger  feeling  than  terror  seemed 
to  seal  the  lips  of  Edith. 

'^  Ha !  ha !  ha  !'*  cried  the  enraged  young 
man,  turning  fiercely  on  her,  and  bursting 
into  a  hideous  laugh, — **  You  will  not  tell 
her  name?  No  matter;  I'll  find  it  soon 
wit])out  your  help! — I've  risked  my  life  on 
a  false  notion ;  but  I  am  not  altogether 
cheated,  since  the  luck  of  the  bold  game  has 
given  me  j/ou.  I  will  hazard  the  same  stake 
again,  and  for  another  prize  f 
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Edith  shrieked,  and  lifted  up  lier  hul 
and  eyes  to  Heaven. 

''Pray  for  yourself !**  mattered  SolUia 
throttling  with  passion.  '*  Your  &te 
sealed.  You've  scorned  my  offers,  and  i 
fied  my  power.  For  this  your  punishflN 
shall  he  a  living  death  !—>-Yes,  start  ii 
shudder  at  tbd  threat,  but  think  it  not  an  i( 
one.  Down  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth  ji 
shall  drag  on  your  days,  and  /  will  yet  bt 
vengeance  T 

"Not  upon  Ogilvie!"  gasped  the  trci 
bling  girl  in  bitter  agony,  and  sinking 
her  knees. 

"  Ay,  upon  him  I  even  if  my  bones  sho\ 
whiten  on  a  gibbet  for  the  act." 

A  cry,  like  that  of  expiring  nature,  bu 
from  the  exhausted  supplicant.  The  m 
instant  the  life-blood  rushed  from  her  c 
vulsed  lip,  and  she  fell  senseless  on  the  fl( 

Sullivan  raised  her  up  witb  one  hand,  a 
placing  the  other  to  his  lips,  he  gave  a  1< 
shrill  whistle. 

The  summons  was  answered  by  a  cro 
of  vassals  who  immediately  filled  the  roc 
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In  a  few  words  their  master  issued  his 
directions,  agreeably  to  which  his  ill-fated 
TJctim  was  instantly  carried  from  the 
castle.  When  consciousness  was  restored^ 
she  found  herself  far  upon  a  journey  to  the 
spot  which  Sullivan  had  chosen  in  order  to 
complete  his  threat. 


VOL.  I.  K 
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CHAFTEB  VIII. 


*«  Quel  tnmUe  loiidafai 
Me  glace  ^  oet  objet,  et  fait  tramUer  m*  nudn?* 

"  But  never  yet  by  night  or  day. 
In  dew  of  spring,  or  sanuner^s  ray. 
Did  the  sweet  valley  shine  so  gay 
As  now  it  shines — all  love  and  light ! 

A  happier  smile  illumes  each  brow, 
With  quicker  spread  each  heart  imcloses, 
And  all  is  ecstasy." 

MOOBE. 

'*  Com'  e  fallace  e  vana 
Le  spemc  degli  amanti  e  come  amore 
La  radice  ha  soave, — il  fmtto  amaro  !** 

GuABon. 

It  was  on  one  of  those  soft,  delicious  days 
when  Autumn  sometimes  fills  the  sky  with 
brightness,  the  woods  with  melody,  and  the 
earth  with  odour,  that  Murty  Oge  O'SuUi- 
van  arrived  at  that  part  of  the  coast  of  Bre* 
tagne  on  which  St.  Brieux  is  situated. 

Leaving  his  Cutter  in  the  care  of  the  most 
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^I^ilful  of  his  seamen,  The  O'Sullivan  landed, 
ftiHl  soon  reached  a  secluded  pathway  that 
^  well  remembered.     This  narrovr  road  led 
to  8  small  shrubbery  to  which  a  little  pri- 
^te  gate    gave    access.      The     Chieftain 
was  accompanied  by   six  men  armed  with 
pistols  carefully  concealed  beneath  the  blue 
frieze  jackets  which  they  wore.     The  gate 
was    a-jar,   and   the    party    entered    unob- 
serFed^  and  in  profound  silence.     At  the  dis- 
tance of  a  few  paces  was  a  small  summer- 
house.      Towards  this  spot   The  0*Sullivan 
and  his  followers  directed  their  steps,  and  at 
the  whispered  command  of  their  Master  the 
latter  hid  themselves  under  the  shelter  of  the 
building,  there  to  await  his  further  orders. 
The    Chief   then     proceeded    alone,    with 
a  quiet,   wary    tread,   up  a   narrow   walk, 
that   led   to  a   very   high   palisade,   which, 
thickly  covered  with  evergreens   and   wild 
roses,  surrounded  a  flower-garden  belonging 
to  a   picturesque  cottage  that  stood  on   a 
grassy  sward  at  the  further  end  of  it.     This 
strikingly-pretty  though   small  retreat   was 
within  a  mile  of  St.  Brieux^  and  a  short  dis- 

k2 
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tance  from  the  villageofTreguiei'y  which  faj 
further  to  the  w^t  on  the  coast  of  Bretagoai 
A  magnificent  range  of  woods,  that  skirted 
the  fine  domain  of  the  Ch&teau  de  TuUtbtf- 
dine,  formed  a  beautiful  screen  of  verdure  is 
the  distance,  and  presented  a  noble  hadt- 
ground  to  the  sloping  green  land  on  wlud^ 
much  nearer  the  sea,  the  cottage  ami  wn 
erected. 

Our  Irish  adventurer  perceived,  that  to 
gain  the  entrance  to  the  garden  it  would  be 
necessary  to  wind  his  way  for  some  distance 
outside  the  palisade,  and  with  an  anxious 
countenance  he  was  cautiously  doing  so^ 
when  a  murmuring  of  voices  fell  on  his  ear, 
which  induced  him  to  stop  and  listen. 

Though  evening  was  nigh,  the  sun  still 
shone  brightly  in  the  heavens — all  around 
was  balm  and  1>eauty.  The  light  air  stole 
fragrance  from  a  thousand  flowers — the  birds 
sang  gaily  on  the  trees,  and  Nature,  clothed 
in  her  variegated  robe,  gladdened  the  earth 
and  skies  with  her  smile.  Murty  Oge  paused^ 
but  not  to  enjoy  the  scene  or  season,  for  both 
were  unheeded  by  the  anxious  listener,  as  he 
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Md  his  breath  in  order  to  catch  the  words 
of  the  speakers,  whose  young  voices,  mixed 
^  the  melody  of  evening  sounds,   came 
drafted  like  music  on  the  breeze  towards  him. 
At  some  distance  from  the  spot  where  he 
Hood,  The  O'Sullivan    perceived    a    small 
opening  in  the  branches  of  the  shrubs  that 
entwined  the  lofty  palisade.     He  crept  to 
this  vista,  and  peeping  through  it  beheld  a 
picture,   which,  though   only    presenting  a 
sweet  home  view,  seemed  to  rivet  his  atten- 
tion with  the  power  of  a  spell. 

The  speakers,  whose  tones  had  reached 
The  Chieftain's  ears,  and  who  were  now 
quite  close  to  him,  were  Lord  Ogilvie  and  the 
beautiful  girl  who  has  been  already  named 
to  the  reader  as  Eva  Dillon.  They  were 
seated  on  a  low  rustic  bench,  under  a  tine 
old  ash  tree,  that  grew  in  the  midst  of  a 
small  parterre,  gay  with  flowers  and  radiant 
with  sunshine.  A  guitar,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  thrown  idly  on  the  grass,  lay  at 
their  feet.  The  broad  ocean  gleamed  in  the 
perspective  of  the  landscape  wrapped  into 
perfect  calm  beneath  a  brilliant  sky. 
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A  little  to  one  aide  on  tbe  Bmooth  gxmi-: 
sward  wliich  slanted  from  the  oottag^-' 
door,  and  busily  employed  at  a  spinning 
wheel  that  moved  with  almost  magwal 
rapidity,  sat  Norah,  the  nurse  and  almost 
maternal  attendant  and  faithful]y«-devotad 
friend  of  Eva  Dillon.  She  was  apparent!^ 
so  intent  upon  her  occupation  as  not't» 
bestow  a  thought  nor  look  upon  the  colb* 
quists,  who>  equally  regardless  of  her  f»^^ 
sence,  were  engrossed  in  one  of  those  absorb- 
ing conversations  that  concentrate  the  dearest 
hopes  of  the  young  heart  before  a  cloud  has 
dimmed  the  morning  of  its  life,  and  which, 
after  they  are  gone,  leave  a  glory  behind 
them  through  the  cheerless  realities  of  after 
times. 

The  attitude  of  Eva  Dillon,  whose  head 
fondly  rested  on  the  shoulder  of  Lord  Ogilvie 
while  his  arm  encircled  her  waist,  was  not 
necessary  to  reveal  to  Murty  Oge  that  the 
parties  he  observed  were  lovers.  The  deep 
soft  tones,  which,  as  they  spoke,  seemed  to 
issue  from  their  souls — all  tenderness  and 
trust — would  have  betrayed  that  truth,  un- 
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supported  by  any  other  evidence.    Great  as 

[        vrere  the  anger  and  surprise  of  The  O'Sul* 

livao  at  a  discovery  so  unexpected,  those 

feelings  yielded  for  a  few  moments  to  the 

astonished  admiration  with  which  he  gazed 

upon  the  maiden  beauty  of  Eva  Dillon. 

She  had  just  reached  that  bright  period 
of  existence  when  the  first  gladness  of  ex- 
treme youth  merges  into  the  toucUng  grace 
and  bloom  of  womanhood.  The  innocent 
fondness  that  filled  her  heart  reposed  on 
her  face  like  sunshine^  and  imparted  a  share 
of  its  own  essence  to  all  who  looked  upon 
and  loved  her.  The  rich  glance  of  her  deep 
blue  eye»  curtained  by  dark  lashes,  gave 
forth  every  feeling  of  her  soul ;  and  a  pro- 
fusion of  golden  ringlets  added  their  own 
portion  of  interest  to  the  arched  and  stainless 
brow  round  which  they  flowed  in  the  wild- 
ness  of  infantine  simplicity.  Her  forehead, 
neck,  and  bosom  were  so  fair  and  polished, 
that  it  seemed  as  if  a  breath  would  mar  their 
purity  ;  but  the  warm  blood  of  her  cheek 
never  slept,  and  in  its  perpetual  changes 
produced  the  most  vivid  and  striking  effects. 


aoQ  1 

A  imall  and  nthn*  promuott  diiik  ipn^ 
piquancy  to  ber  rich  red  lips,  which,  thoa^i^ 
generally  fpri  with  iroiles,  eonld  lau|^iiilitf 
into  Bofhiesa  that  waa  even  more  bemtching^ 
Her  figure  waa  light,  flexible,  and  i 
Mtely-roaoded ;  in  its  : 
all  the  natural  grace  which  peculiarly  behngi 
to  the  unitudied  attitudes  of  chOdhood.  Ssefc' 
was  Era  Dillon.  ' 

Lost  in  amazement  at  the  alteration  whiek 
a  few  years  had  produced  in  her  appearance. 
The  O'Sullivan  let  eeveral  momeuts  past 
before  he  collected  himself  sufficiently  to 
listen  to  her  words  with  the  attention  which 
the  sudden  earnestness  of  his  countenance 
seemed  to  indicate  that  they  deserved.  At 
the  instant  when  with  recovered  self-pos- 
session our  spy  became  all  ear,  he  heard  liord 
Ogilvie  exclaim,  hb  he  fervently  pressed  the 
hand  of  Eva  between  both  his  own, — 

"  M^en  I  speak  of  our  engagement,  dear 
one,  j'ou  are  always  so  scrupulous — so  very 
apprehensive." 

"  If  I  am,  it  is  for  you,"  replied  the  blush- 
ing girl  in  an  accent  of  undisguised  bat 
modest  tenderness. 
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"My  sweet,  my  generous  friend,  I  know 
it!"  replied  Ogilvie,  in  great  emotion  ;  "  but 
surely  you  allow  an  over-wrought  refinement 
of  feeling  to  interfere  with  happiness,  when 
you  conjure  up  that  fancied  obstacle  to  our 
immediate  union  which  I  have  so  often 
vainly  tried  to  vanquish — I  mean  the  mys- 
tery of  your  birth.'* 

"Call  it  not  fanciful!"  said  Eva  Dillon, 
nusiug  her  tearful  eyes  with  timid  fondness 
to  his  face.    The  next  instant  fixing  them 
upon  the  ground,  she  added,  in  a  soft  tremu- 
lous voice,  "  Ogilvie,  you  know  full  well  how 
very  precious  is  your  love  to  me,  and  that  if  it 
were  possible  to  fulfil  our  engagement  with 
the  speed  which  you  desire,  you  would  find 
me  faithful  —  kind  —  devoted  —  but — Nay ! 
Nay,  you  must  listen  to  me  calmly — indeed 
you  must !"   continued  the  agitated  girl,  at- 
tempting to  assume  a  sportive  air,  as,  gently 
disengaging  herself  from    the   arm    which 
Mh  protecting  tenderness  was  thrown  round 
her,  she  shook  back  her  golden  hair,  and, 
holding  up  her  finger,  said,  in  a  tone  of  mock 

reproach, — 

k3 
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"  What,  my  Lord !  am  I  to  bar 
manly  prerogative — no  poner  to 
out  airy  hopes  and  quell  them  at 
sure  ?     Have  I  no  right  to—" 

"  My  own  adored  one !  "• — intern 
lover,  with  a  depth  of  feeling  whicl 
put  all  lier  graceful  playfulness  t 
"  I  would  speak  seriously,  for  my  heal 

*'  And  80  is  mine !"  ejaculated  Kvi 
bursting  iuto  tears ;  but  with  a  sm 
sparkled  through  them  she  instai 
trolled  her  powerful  emotion  by  as 
ail  effort,  and  said,  with  geiitle  earne 

*'  Friend  of  my  lieart !  I  should  il 
the  love  you  bear  me  if  I  allowed  t 
Idnduess  of  your  nature  to  lead  ; 
error;  —  and  error  it  would  be,  w 
consent  to  wliat  you  ask,  while  sucl 
of  mystery  rests  upon  my  fate  ai 
Your  wife  umst  be  above  suspicion, 
most  fervently  thut  I  shall  yet  discoi 
am,  and  what  have  been  the  circu 
which  led  to  my  peculiar  situation, 
expliinaliun  be  such  as  I  could  wis 
then,  uiy  generous  Ogilvie  !  " — 
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tever  Eva  Dillon  added  was  uttered 
ce  BO  low  and  tremulous  as  to  be  la* 
to  the  anxious  Chief,  but  the  reply 
lover  gave  its  purport  as  with  deep 
688  he  said, — 

icious  will  be  the  hour  that  makes  you 

ay  best  beloved  [    I  have  much  to 

^ou  for,  and  I  will  prove  my  grati- 

consenting  to  postpone  the  comple* 

my  fondest  hopes.      Yet   tell  me, 

is  not  the  idea  of  ever  being  able 

)ve  the  objection  which  you  raise  to 

mediate  union  little  better  than  an 

am?" 

o  not  think  &o.  Nurse  Norah  says 
len  Smith's  servant  brought  the  last 
ice,  he  assured  her  that  this  summer 
lid  see  bis  Master — that  mysterious 
o  knows  my  history,  and  directs  my 
When  he  was  here  ten  years  ago,  J 
ing  and  thoughtless,  and  merry  as  the 
rd  that  sings  upon  that  tree.  During 
ssed  childhood  which  I  shared  with 
VMoore  I  never  had  a  care,  for  I  was 
and  I  thought  the  world  so  too,  and* 
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knew  not  there  was  Bucli  a  thing  as  sorrow 
upon  earth,  or  that  any  one  could  be  miserable 
while  the  sky  was  blue  and  the  sun  bright 
The  death  of  the  Marquis  of  Tullibardine 
fi  rst  awoke  me  from  this  dream  of  bliss.  I 
felt  his  loss  acutely*  for  he  was  always  kind 
to  me  as  if  I  were  his  child;  and  oh!  it 
was  so  sad  that  he  should  die  away  from 
all  he  loved — a  prisoner,  too !  I  saw  and 
sympathized  in  the  deep  affliction  of  his 
widow,  and  thus  I  learned  the  sad  reality  of 
grief! — Such  knowledge  sobered  the  natural 
joyousness  of  my  feelings,  and  revealed  their 
depths ;  —  they  strengthened  with  my 
strength,  and  then  as  time  wore  on  I  loved ! 
— Ogilvie!  how  fervently  I  then  pniyed 
and  longed  to  know  who  were  my  parents ! 
though  from  infancy  I  met  with  fond  devo- 
tion from  my  Nurse  and  all  a  mother's  ten- 
derness from  Lady  Tullibardine.  When- 
ever Smith  arrives,  I  suppose  I  may 
acknowledge  her  surpassing  kindness;  for 
oven  if  he  be  tlie  spy  upon  the  Jacobites  we 
feared,  his  power  to  injure  is  now  much  cir- 
cumscribed.    Death  has  placed  Lord  Tulli- 
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^^rdine  far  beyond  the  power  of  man,  and 
I  trust  our  Prince  is  in  equal  safety  from 
*^i8  foes.  Tlie  dread  of  the  political  con- 
duct of  his  allies  being  watched  and  re- 
ported by  my  guardian  (were  his  attention 
^i^ce  directed  to  it)  was  the  only  cause 
^hich  made  tbe  Marchioness  enjoin  us  to 
^nceal  the  comfort  she  diffused  around  my 
l^Umbie  home,  and  the  invaluable  education 
^he  bestowed  on  me." 

The  O'SuUivan  started.  The  expression 
of  his  eye  and  the  gloom  which  accumulated 
i*ound  his  brow  marked  the  astonishment  and 
displeasure  with  which  he  heard  the  last 
nords  of  the  speaker ;  but,  curbing  his  feel- 
ings, our  eaves-dropper  once  more  listened 
Avith  breathless  attention. 

Eva  Dillon  had  paused,  but  her  silence 
Avas  short,  for  in  the  next  instant,  while 
blushes  clothed  her  face  and  neck,  she  softly 
said  : — 

"  Since  we  have  loved,  my  anxiety  about 
my  birth  has  been  a  source  of  painful,  con- 
stant thought ;  and  when  my  guardian  comes, 
I  will — I  nmst  require  him  to  tell  me  a//." 
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Ogilvie  gaied  on  Eta'  with  'fcrrvent 
dernessy  and,  murmuring  forih  his  ihanla 
blessings^  tried  to  soothe  her  epiritft  by  talfa^ 
ing  of  a  brilliant  future,  which  should  marit 
than  repay  the  agitations  of  the  pas^   WhS# 
he  thus  conjured  up  a  crowd  of  sweet  iOv 
sions,  and  coloured  days  to  come  with  the 
sunny  light  of  a  lover's  imagination,  Bva% 
kindling  eye  betrayed  the  intense  interaH  ' 
with  which    she    listened  to  his  animislet 
language;    and,  as   her  young   beart   and 
kindred    mind    sympathized   in    the  seduc- 
ing   pictures    which    he    drew,    she    said, 
with  a  brilliant   smile,    ^^Oh,   yes!   I   wUl 
believe  that  all   you   hope    must   come  to 
pass,  and  we  shall  be  the  happiest  of  the 
happy  !" 

'^  So  prophesies  my  noble  friend.  Prince 
Charles  Edward." 

**  You  have  told  him,  then,  our  secret  ?** — 
whispered  the  blushing  Eva. 

**  I  ham,*'  returned  Ogilvie,  with  a  glow  of 
grateful  pleasure  ;  "you  know,  my  love,  you 
gave  me  leave  to  do  so,  and  even  told  me  that 
our  kind  maternal  friend,  who  favours  our 
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attaclunent,  advised  the   Prince  should  be 
intrusted  with  it 

*'  Yes,  she  said  so,  and  her  wishes  are  my 
Iaws.  Oh !  what  a  debt  of  gratitude  I  owe 
to  that  most  excellent  of  women !  But  for 
Lady  Tullibardine,  how  limited  would  have 
been  my  views— how  ignorant  my  mind !" 

'*  She  has,  indeed,  enriched  it  with  accu- 
mulated stores/'  returned  Ogilvie,  looking 
with  heartfelt  interest  and  admiration  upon 
the  sweet  face  that  was  upturned  towards 
his.  "The  education  she  bestowed  on  you 
and  Edith  was  education  in  its  real  sense ;  — 
she  gave  justness  to  your  principles,  vigour 
to  your  characters,  and  cultivation  to  your 
minds." 

An  expression  of  deep  and  gratified  feeling 
stole  over  the  face  of  our  heroine  as  she 
listened  to  this  well-deserved  eulogium  upon 
one  to  whom  she  stood  indebted  for  all  that 
embellishes  the  intellect,  and  purifies  the 
heart;  and  in  a  tone  of  passionate  feeling 
she  exclaimed — "  Oh !  when  I  think  upon 
the  interest  which  my  benefactress  showed 
towards  me  from  my  earliest  days — when  I 
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consider  that,  without  a  claim  upon  lier  te 
dernesSy  she  has  watched  like  a  ministerlD 
Spirit  over  all  that  could  improve  my  chanu^ 
ter  and  contribute  to  my  happiness,  I  feel 
if  the  devotion  of  my  life  could  ill  repay 
countless  acts  of  love.'^ 

The  admiring  Ogilvie  pressed  the  hand  of 
Eva  in  silent  sympathy,  and  said,  after  a  short 
pause,  ''  When  this  Smith  arrives,  I  must  see 
and  speak  to  him,  and  whoever  are  the  agents 
that  control  your  fate,  I  will  encounter  them. 
I  would  have  done  this  long  ago,  had  I  but 
known  where  to  find  your  Guardian.  Nurse ! 
Nurse  !"  continued  Lord  Ogilvie,  raising  his 
voice  in  pretended  anger,  **  I  cannot  forgive 
your  obstinate  silence  on  every  subject  which 
concerns  that  man." 

At  this  apostrophe,  Norah  stopped  her 
wlieel,  and,  looking  round  upon  the  lovers 
wilh  maternal  kindness,  a  smile  played  over 
her  features,  which  seemed  to  say  that  she 
only  waited  for  permission  to  take  an  earnest 
part  in  the  dialogue. 

'*  Come  here,  dear  Nurse,  come  here,"  cried 
Eva  Dillon,  her  cheeks  dimpling  with  plea- 
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sure,  and  her  face  beaming  with  love,  as  she 
accompanied  this  summons  by  a  playful 
beck.  Norah  now  came  forward,  and  tlie 
animated  expression  of  her  jet-black  eyes,  as 
tliey  peered  at  our  herome  from  beneath  the 
white  kerchief,  which,  tied  on  cornerwise, 
aod  fastened  under  the  chin,  was  Nurse's  in* 
^able  head-gear,  proved  the  delight  with 

wfaich  she  instantly  accepted  her  Mistress's 

• 

Irritation,  exclaiming,  as  she  gathered  her 
Wue  cloak  around  her,  and,  tailor-like,  squat- 
fed  herself  on  the  grass  at  Eva's  feet, — 

"An  now,  my  darlin'  o'  the  world,  what 
H^ud  you  want  wid  Norah  ?" 

"  I  fear  Lord  Ogilvie  wishes  to  scold  my 
^Wn  poor  Nurse,**  said  Eva,  patting  the 
honest  face  which,  with  affection  marked  on 
^very  feature,  was  upturned  towards  her. 

"  The  top  o'  the  evening  to  your  Lordship : 
an'  why,  a-^uiskla  I  wud  you  be  so  fraptious  ?* 
Shure  out  of  love  an'  likin'  for  one  whose 
name  shall  be  nameless,  my  Lord  ought  to  be 
more  of  a  friend  to  her  Nurse !"  cried  Norah, 


•  Perverse. 
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while  affection  and  sly  intelligenoe  lit  htT 
dark  questioning  eye. 

«« Like  your  young  Ifistrao^  you  want 
cheat  me  into,  thinking,  what  yoit  wish; 
thia  wlU  not  do ;  I  cannot  forgive  your 
about  this  Smith,  for  I  am  certain  yon 
tell  us  many  things  concerning  him. — Goim^ 
Norah,  be  a  good  kind  creature»  end  ausww  "^ 
me  at  least  this  qoeation ; — ^It  he  related .  ta ' ' 
your  precious  nursling  ?*  •  '  ^ 

Lord  Ogilvie  made  thu  inquiry  with  an  ^ 
anxiety  he  vainly  sfarove  to  hide  beneath  a 
playfulness  that  was  assumed. 

After  a  moment's  pause,  during  which 
every  disposition  to  mirth  had  vanished  Seem 
Norab,  she  said  in  a  sharp  quick  tone,  ef 
voice — 

'*  Will  your  Lordship  niver  rest  asy  about 
that  same  bizziness  ?  I  tell  yees  both  now, 
as  I  tould  yees  many  a  tinie^  I'd  dhrop  down 
stone  dead  at  your  feet — so  I  would — afore 
Vd  be  guilty  o'  the  burnin'  sin  an'  scandal  iv 
answerin'  that  quistion,  whin  nearly  sixteen 
years  ago  I  kissed  the  book,*  and  swore  by  the 

•  The  Douay  Bible. 
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Tartue  o'  my  oath  not  to  do  so ;  an'  also  to 
bring  up  the  darlint  before  me  as  a  thrue 
Roman.'*  ♦ 

"My  friend,**  said  Eva,  smiling  faintly  as 
fibe  looked  at  her  anxious  lover,  ''  you  must 
not  try  to  tempt  my  nurse  to  perjury.  Dear 
Norah,  you  won't  be  angry  with  Lord 
Ogilvie,  will  you  ?" 

''Angry !  why  thin,  vein  o'  my  heart !  sure 

you're  only  jokin'  me  whin  you  talk  of  sich  a 

thing!  An*  Fm  thinkin*  his  Lordship  knows 

Us  own  se'f  that  Fd  give  the  wide  world  to 

put  thrust  in  him,  an*  the  darlint  I  nursed  at 

my  breast,  an*  tell  yees  every  word  about  it, 

if  it  wasn't  for  my  oath.     Ochone !  Ochone ! 

what  black  dioul  thrapsed  by  my  side  whin  I 

^uck  it  ?     Mary  !  Mother  iv  Heaven  !  raise 

tbe  weight  from  my  heart ;  Amin  !  Amin !" 

After  this  wild  burst  of  sorrow,  sincere  as 

ever  yet  was  breathed,  Norah  dropped  her 

bead  on  her  knees,  and  continued  to  rock  her 

body  backwards  and  forwards,  accompanying 

the  see-saw  motion  by  a  low  dismal  wail, 

•  The  lower  orders  of  the  Iriah  often  omit  the  word  CcUhoiic 
when  speaking  of  their  religious  faith. 
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w  ithout  a  pause,  or  the  slightest  variety  of 
intonation.  i 

"Norah,  why  will  you  grieve  me  thus?** 
said  Eva  Dillon  in  a  compassionate  and  teD" 
der  voice,  as  she  threw  her  arms  round  hev* 
Nurse's  neck  and  wept 

Tiie  affectionate  creature  who  was  thusaA'' 
dressed  raised  her  head,  and  fixing  her  eyes  i  ^^ 
tears  of  sympatliy  on  her  fair  young  Mv^^ 
tress,  said, — 

''Miss  Eva,  my  own  heart's  pet,  may 
niver  know  pace  at  my  dying  day  if  I  griev 
you  tlie  longest  hour  I  live  T 

As  Norah  uttered  those  words,  she  driec^^ 
her  eyes  with  her  apron,  entrenched  her  chii^^ 
within  her  hand,  and  looking  steadily  a 
Ogilvie,  said, — 

*'  An'  now,  ma  vowmcen,  Til  do  my  best, 
plaze  God,  to  answer  any  question  whatever, 
barrin'*  the  one  you'd  like  to  ax." 

His  lordship  interchanged  glances  with 
Eva,  and  with  difficulty  suppressed  the  laugh 
this  curious  stipulation  nearly  forced  outright; 
but  understanding  Norah's  Irish  simplicity, 

*  Except. 
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ftod  re?eriiig  her  feelings  too  sincerely  to 

outrage  them  by  any  ili-timed  mirth,  he  said 

^itb  a  kind  smile,  while  taking  Eva*s  hand,—* 

"Here  is  my  excuse,  Norah,  for  having 

'"^Iced  a  question  which,  perhaps,  was  wroDg ; 

good  creature,  say  that  you  forgive  me/' 

^  Wirra !  wirra !  thia  'tis  your  Lordship's 

^e  coaxin'  broth  iv  a  boy  !*'  replied  Norah^ 

^baking  her  head,  and  clasping  her  hands 

'Ouod  her  knees,  as  lier  eyes  were  raised 

^vith  affectionate  vivacity  to  Ogilvie's. 

The   next  instant  they   rested   on    Eva's 

young  and  innocent  beauty,  which,  glowing 

^11  the  softened  radiance  of  the  setting  sun, 

looked  so  lovely,  that,  unwilling  to  withdraw 

^er  gaze  from  its  fascination,  she  exclaimed : — 

"  My  doat  o'  the  world !  as  the  light  o'  the 

dying  sun  falls  about  you  in  strames  o'  gowld, 

if  you  an't  the  very  picther  o'  the  blessed 

Mother  that  bore  you ;  she  who  is  now  an 

Angel  in  glory!" 

Eva  Dillon's  eyes  swam  in  tears  at  this 
abrupt  allusion;  ^rceiving  which,  Norah 
started  from  her  sitting  posture,  and,  under 
the  plea  of  bringing  warm  mufflings,  to  guard 
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her  darling  from  the  evening  dews  that  M* 
floated  through  the  air,  she  hurried  to  ti* 
cottage. 

Eva  sought  and  found  comfort  in  her 
lover's  glance  of  perfect  sympathy,  and 
though  her  face  was  mournful,  it  beamed  with 
sweet  tenderness  while  she  said : — 

"ThougliNorahoaly  saw  my  Mother  once, 
and  on  her  death-hed,  yet  how  vividly  she 
seems  to  recollect  her  person  !  Her  name,  I 
am  convinced,  ehe  does  not  know." 

"  She  has  often  said  so,  and  I  believe  her," 
rejoined  Ogilvie,  "  for  Nurse's  veracity  ia 
quite  remarkable." 

*'  I  sometimes  dread  that  Smith  may  prove 
my  father,"  said  Eva  in  a  shuddering  voice. 
"'Tis  strange,  considering  how  imperfect  is 
my  recollection  of  the  man,  that  I  should  so 
dislike  and  fear  him." 

The  O'SuUivaa  gave  an  iaroluntary  stut 
of  displeasure,  and  the  rustling  of  the  leavif 
his  aef  occasioned  made  Eva  spring  up«  ftnd 
look  about  with  some  alarm,  as  she  said, —  . 

"Whence  is  that  noise?  Did  you  not 
hear  it,  dearest  ?" 
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^'I  heard  DOthing  but  your  own  melodious 
yoiiXj  which  makes  my  heart's  best  music/' 
Implied  Ogilvie,  risiug  and  tenderly  folding 
his  arm  round  Eva,  While  his  admiring  eyes 
nested  on  her  heavenly  countenance,  as  he 
i^Iaced  her  on  her  seat  and  resumed  his 

''Nay,  if  .that  be  all,  my  fears  are  ground- 
less," returned  the  sweet  girl  with  a  radiant 
smile ;  "  but  h-prapos  to  music,  do  sing  me 
again  that  little  morcmu^  the  words  of  which 
you  composed  while  absent  from  my  saucy 
self-— I    mean    the    song    by  which    dear 
Edith  O* Moore  was  so  affected  the  last  time 
I  Was  at  the  Chateau  Tullibardine,  that  she 
left  the  drawing-room  in  tears.     Oh  Ogilve ! 
I  almost  dread  lest  she  should   ever   love 
^  much — as  much  as  I  do  T  faltered  Eva, 
hiding  her  blushing  face  upon  her  lovers 
shoulder. 
"  And  why,  my  sweet  one  ?" 
^^  Because  her  sensibility  is  so  acute." 
"  Not  more  so  than  my  Eva's  T* 
'^  Perhaps  not ;  but  then  you  know,  despite 
^f  the  present  clouds  that  darken  the  course 
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of  our  true  lore,  it  is  bo  fervently  recipi 
that  it  cannot  be  unhappy." 

*'  Why  anticipate  a  fate  less  fortunate  foie 
Eilith?"  demanded  Ogilvie,  fondly  presMi)^ 
his  lips  to  ttie  open  brow  of  bis  beloyedU 
who  bad  upraised  her  bead,  and  fiju^q 
her  pure  eyes  in  innocent  affection  npQiM 
bie. 

"  I  Isnow  not  why ;  except  it  be  that  I  cktfl 
hardly  fancy  any  other  man  bo  true — bo  4atf 
voted — so  disinterested  as  my  Ogilvie.  Oh 
bad  you  but  seen  darling  Edith  when  first  % 
told  her  the  secret  of  our  engagement,  yoc:- 
would  have  worshipped  her  for  the  fond,  n&y^ 
the  deep  emotion  she  evinced. — And  yet,  con* 
fession  of  our  love  did  not  surprise  her  in 
the  least,  for  she  suspected  it  long,  lon^ 
before : — 1  suppose  my  tell-tale  eyes  revealed 
it ;  for  oh,  it  is  so  hard  to  hide  the  feelings  of 
the  heart  I" 

"Eva,  you  bewitch  me  by  your  artless 
words." 

"Then  prove  my  spells  resistless,  by  letting 
them  prevail  in  granting  my  request  Cume, 
take  up  my  neglected  guitar,  and  sing  me 
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your  own  sweet  song/'  said  Eva^  placing  Iier- 
%If  iD  an  attitude  of  attention,  and  fixing  her 
ghwing  eyes  in  fond  expectancy  upon  the 
eonptured  countenance  of  Ogilvie. 

^Siren  as  you  are !  be  thus  your  wishes 
gniDted,*'  replied  the  happy  lover,  taking  up 
tlie  guitar — ^then  striking  a  few  brilliant 
diords,  be  raised  his  full  melodious  voice, 
vid  to  an  exquisite  accompaniment  sang 
with  deep  feeling  the  following  stanzas : — 

Tig  now  the  hour — *tu  now  the  hour 

To  bow  at  Beauty's  Bhrine — 
Xow  while  our  hearts  confess  the  power 

Of  woman,  wit,  and  wine ; 
And  beaming  eyes  look  on  so  bright, 
Wit  sidings — ^wine  sparkles  in  their  light. 

In  snch  an  hour— in  such  an  hour — 

In  such  an  hour  as  this, 
^Then  Pleasure's  fount  throws  up  a  shower 

Of  social  sparkling  bliss ; 
Vrhy  does  my  bosom  heaye  the  sigh 
rthat  mars  delight  ? — She  is  not  by  1 

There  was  an  hour — there  was  an  hour 

When  I  indulged  the  spell 
That  LoTe  wound  round  me  with  a  pow*r 

Words  vainly  strive  to  tell. 
Though  Love  has  fill'd  my  chequer'd  doom 
With  fruits  and  thomSy  and  light  and  gloom ! 

VOL.  I.  I* 


918 


Yet  thiwrim  hwr  HmmYMLw^hm 
Wboie  onmlng  wimIiIhh  imy  I 

Hy  fiortniMB^  iutam  dij :  ^   'tf 

Thmt  hoar  of  boiiiBy  MotM,  wfll  b0 
Thai  iMmr  Hull  glf^tiiM  Wk  to  M 1* 
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'' Beratifa]r--4MantifolcsMe8ditig^^^ 
mured  Em,  with  all  tlia  eettaoy  of  likM 
partiality.  ^  Gk  I  that  any  OM  ahoold  ti 
auch  praeioua  gifta  of  God  aanmaieand  poll 
to  instmmenta  cxf  aio,  when,  if  pvoptrly^a 
ployed,  they  are  capable  of  producing  an 
exquisite  emotions  in  the  soul !  Is  it  not  m 

'*  Undoubtedly :  lyric  poetry  aecompan 
by  music  not  only  excites  the  glow  of  fiui 
but,  if  we  really  catch  the  spirit,  is  capa 
of  producing  the  noblest  reflections ;  for, 
is  proved  in  many  instances  both  by  ' 
ancients    and   the  moderns,  just  thoug 


•  This  song  appeared  origiiially  in  the  'New  Mod 
Magazine '  as  from  the  pen  of  a  distinguished  poet.  As  a  nu 
of  justice  to  the  writer  of  these  pages,  it  was  afterw 
stated  in  the  same  periodical  who  was,  de/itetOf  the  eam^ 
of  it,  and  an  explanation  given  by  the  gentleman  in  qjam 
of  the  motives  which  led  him  to  afiix  hia  name  to  the  1 
going  verses  ~ an  explanation  as  totally  unsolicited  hy 
real  author,  as  was  the  kind  assumption  of  lines  so  1 
worthy  of  that  honour. 
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&nd  f|[ood  sense  may  be  associated  with  the 

iigbest  beauties  of  poetry.     But  even  when 

Nature  has  not  endowed  a  writer  with  that 

sublimity  of  genius  which  makes  his  verse 

immortal,  it  is  still  possible,  by  simple  poetry 

^  equally  simple  music,   to  touch  by  a 

single  stroke  the  finest  cbords  of  human 

feeliogs ;  for  whatever  comes /rom  the  heart 

goes  to  it" 

"Ob,  how  truly  I  feelWA^,  particularly 
when  you  sing  your  own  sweet  compositions ! 
-^Yes!  I  am  sure  that  heart  sees  heart 
through  tbe  magic  of  the  voice,  as  well  as 
through  the  expression  of  the  eyes ;  at  least, 
wme  does/ 

*  Cease,  cease  to  flatter !  Well  may  I  call 

you  my  resistless  Siren  !** — Ogilvie  paused  a 

moment,  and  then  said  sportively,  "  A  propos 

to  that  fanciful  epithet,  know,  fair  lady,  that 

the  other  evening  I  was  so  bewitched  by  the 

Mless  Irish  melody  and  the  grander  Jacobite 

War  Ode  which  you  sang  with  your  brilliant 

accompaniment  on  the  harp  at  TuUibardine 

Castle,  that,  after  you  departed,  my  feelings 

threw  themselves,  if  I  may  use  the  expression, 

l2 
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When  Ogilvie  ceased,  Eva  sat  for  an  instant 
lost  in  silent  thought  Some  unutterable 
feeling  seemed  to  have  taken  poBsession  of 
her  soul,  and  suddenly  she  wept ! 

*^  Eva !  beloved  of  my  heart !  speak, — say 
why  this  punful  emotion  ?'*  cried  the  alarmel 
lover,  throwing  down  his  guitar,  and  kissing 
away  the  tears  that  glittered  down  her  cheek. 

A  momentary  smile  of  ineffable  soilness 
flitted  over  Eva's  countenance,  as,  timidly 
releasing  herself  from  Ogilvie,  she  looked 
upon  his  face  with  an  expression  that  sank 
into  the  depths  of  his  soul,  as  she  gently 
said, — ^^You  will  surely  think  me  sadly 
weak  and  superstitious,  but  you  have  made 
me  feel  so  supremely  happy  this  evening,  that 
a  sort  of  vague  presentiment  of  coming  evil 
seized  irresistibly  upon  me,  as  it  often  does 
when  I  enjoy  tlie  most  felicity." 

"  Is  that  all  ?"  replied  Ogilvie,  gazing  on 
her  with  profound  delight.  "  Those  strange 
sensations  which  shoot  through  the  imagina- 
tive mind,  dream-like,  and  awakening  pain 
we  know  not  wherefore,  are  the  commonest 
of  delusions.     Dearest!    you    must    banish 


tbem,  and  yet  I  cannot  censure  tlie  emotion 

tliey  created,  since  it  drew  from  you  a  con* 

iiBBsioQ  60  delicious  to  my  heart    But  do  look 

iiighilj  beautiful  again,  or  else  good  Nurse 

will  think  we  have  been  quarrelling !  for  see, 

bere  ahe  comes  laden  with  mufflings  to  guard 

ycMi  from  the  evening  air  1"  he  added,  pointing 

to  Norah,  who  at  this  instant  re-appeared, 

advaociflg  from  the  cottage,  with  a  close 

bonnet  and  a  warm  shawl.     The  moment 

she  reached  the  lovers,  she  in^sted  that  Eva 

should  invest  herself  in  both  ;  when  this  was 

done,  the  Nurse,  dropping  her  best  courtesy^ 

presented  a  note  to  Lord  Ogilvie,  which  a 

senrant  had  just  brought  from  Tullibardine 

Castle.     He  glanced  rapidly  over  the  con- 

tentsp  and,  turning  to  Eva,  pressed  her  hand, 

as  in  altered  voice  he  said, — 

**This  is  from  Prince  Charles,  who 
wishes  to  see  me  on  immediate  business. 
Dearest !  I  must  go  to  Paris  instantly,  but 
will  return  as  soon  as  possible.  The  moment 
I  come  back  shall  bring  me  to  your  feet.*' 

Eva   started  and  changed  colour,   as  in 
broken  accents  she  murmured  in  strong  and 
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deep  emodoDy — ^'^OK  (^fiel  nid  I 
truly,  ihat  the  itnilge  fhifll  irludi 
through  my  heart  pndictad  enk  mw 
handr*  Hm  eyes  and  farow^  MnuMd- 
exprestton  that  in  its  aeiioaaneaa  waa 
holy,  when^  nmgjfirtAflMUijho^ 
she  clasped  her  imploiiiig  handa  in  nMiBlN|< 
prayer,  and  stood  erect  hefofe  him.  1 1'.  ^  ul  l^ 
Every  fibre  of  the  lorei^s  heart  fidi  Mk 
appeal,  and,  despte  his  better  jiidgiiiea^?lf 
was  so  strongly  affected  by  her  agttatiflai 
that  he  dared  not  trust  himself  to  speaL 
There  was  silence.  Ogilvie  closed  his  eyes  as 
if  to  shut  out  the  tearful  gaze  of  his  beloved, 
but  after  a  moment,  he  fixed  an  earnest  and 
beseeching  look  upon  her  as  he  said  in  a 
voice  of  tremulous  emotion,  ^^Bdoved^^pel 
do  not  make  me  wretched  by  giving  way  to 
vague  and  groundless  terrors ;  remember 
how  soon — how  very  soon,  we  two  shall  meet 
again ;  till  then,  may  God  protect  and  bleaa 
you!"  burst  from  a  heart  overflowing  with 
as  true  affection  as  ever  filled  the  breast  of 
man«  A  long  and  fervent  embrace  followed. 
Both  murmured  again  and  again  a  fond  fare- 
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^  that  was  almost  stifled  in  tlie  tumul* 

toous  beatings  of  their  hearts.  Then,  not 
dariog  to  trust  himself  to  stay  another 
noment,  Ogilvie  gently  refdaeed  the  trembling 
£?a  on  her  gardennseat,  and  turning  to 
Norah,  said  hastily,  and  in  a  broken  voice, 
^Kind  Nurse,  good-bye !  I  need  not  say,  be 
careful  of  the  dear  one  !**  he  added  still  more 
i^fiected,  while,  casting  a  last  lingering  and 
parting  look  upon  the  mistress  of  his  heart, 
he  hurried  from  the  garden,  and  was  gone ! , 

Eva  now  sobbed  aloud,  and  leaning  back 
upon  the  rustic  bench,  covered  her  face  to 
hide  its  agitation.  Norah,  placing  herself  on 
'  a  large  stone  near  her  precious  charge, 
sWed  both  tact  and  kindness  by  forbear- 
ing to  interrupt  this  luxury  of  sorrow,  and 
^ven  when  it  was  succeeded  by  calmer  emo- 
tions,  she  was  equally  reluctant  to  disturb  the 
d^p  train  of  thought  into  which  our  heroine 
W  fallen  on  her  lover's  departure. 

Uninterrupted  by  a  word,  a  considerable 
time  passed  thus,  in  almost  solemn  silence. 

At  length,  Eva  withdrew  her  handker- 
chief, and  sadly  smiled  through  her  tears  on 

l3 
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the  affectionate  Noruh,  whose  eyes  wi 
riveted  in  foud  ao&iety  on  the  child  of  I 
heart 

Era's  lips  purled  as  if  ahout  to  epeak,  i 
she  hail  thrown  her  hand  caressingly  aroB 
her  Nurse's  neck,  when  suddenly  a  scream 
terror  burst  from  the  uffrighted  girl-  Sprii 
ing  to  her  feet,  she  flung  one  arm  roi 
Norali,  who  had  also  started  up,  and  poin 
the  other  towards  a  group  of  men  « 
gained  her  side  the  following  moment.  1 
need  scarcely  say  they  were  the  Irish  Buc 
neers  of  Murty  Oge  O'Suiliran. 

"  Remove  these  womoi !"  said  the  Pin 
Chieflain  in  a  6rm  but  stifled  voice.  J 
followers  seized  their  prey  in  silence  f 
resisting  equally  the  convulsed  eeme^ 
with  which  Eva  clung  for  safety  round  I 
Nurse,  and  the  clamorous  appeals  t^e  1^ 
madd,  the  Buccaneers  separated  our  affirigh 
heroine  from  the  weak  stay  which  she  1 
chosen.  Taking  effectual  means  to  prev 
any  further  outcries,  the  men  followed 
lead  of  their  stern  commander,  and  bore  tl 
prisoners  forwards  so  suocessfully,  that  so 
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and  without  discovery,  the  objects  of  this 
strange  arrest  were  on  board  The  O'Sullivan's 
ship^  which  lay  in  the  adjacent  bay.  With- 
out awaiting  the  appearance  of  the  dawn,  the 
Cutter  stood  put  boldly  from  the  land,  and, 
dowdiDg  all  sail  before  the  wind,  dashed 
with  prodigious  swiftness  through  the  glit« 
tering  foam  of  tbe  broad  sea. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


I 


Sham'et  thoa  to  ihofr  tly  dMigaoui  \nm  ly  iitftf»         i 
When  evils  an  mort  free?    O^tiMDflijdij 
Where  wilt  thoa  find  a  oeiwii  diik  cnooi^ 
TomMikthymoDstnNiiTin0e?    Seek  mmt^  Ouuqire^y,* 


"  Beahrew  me,  they're  a  pair  o*  eabile  knavee  I" 

OldFXiAt, 


^^The  curse  o*  Cromwell  light  on  that 
Coort  o*  Versailles !  what  a  time  it  kep  the 
Masther  cooling  his  heels!  An  faix,  your 
Riverence,  only  one  wouldn't  wish  to  let  on 
to  his  Honour  what  Fm  saying  to  you  at  this 
prisint  spaakin'y  I'd  ha'  tould  him  a  bit  o' 
my  mind  consarnin'  that  screw  iv  a  LouiSi 
an'  his  cute  Counshillors,  who,  I'm  thinkin*. 
are  no  great  shakes/'  cried  our  old  acquaint- 
ance Dan  Connelly  addressing  Father  Syl, 
who  was  in  the  act  of  preparing  a  jorum  of 
brandy-punch  in  a  snug  little  auherge  situ* 
ated  on  the  coast  of  PVance. 
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*'Here,    comfort  your  heart  with  that^'* 

answered  the  jolly  Priest,  moving  a  brimful 

glass  across  the  small  round  table,  at  the 

other  side  of  which   his    companion    was 

Seated.   *'  But,**  he  added,  when,  after  having 

dashed  inwards  the  contents  of  his  own 

tumbler,  he  rubbed  his  eyes,  as  if  to  open 

them  to  the  meaning  of  Connell's  address, 

**  why  do  you  doubt  the  truth  of  what  my 

Hiord  Bearhaven  told  us  many  hours  ago? 

Xlake  your  mind  asy,  man  ;  sure  he  wouldn't 

put  a  dirty  lie  on  his  Priest,  any  way ;  an* 

didn  t  he  tell  me  in  your  presence  all  about 

^hat  the  King  said  and  promised  in  his  own 

Closet  ?  and,  between  ourselves,  it  isn't  a  bad 

offer  he  made/' 

"  Why  thin  that's  the  good  thruth,  your 
Riverence^  if  we  was  shure  that  the  skin-flint 
wouldn't  defraud  us ;  an*,  happen  what  will, 
though  Charley  Ned*8  a  lad  o'  spirit,  I'm 
tbinkin'  it  was  only  a  sinsible  notion  to  lave 
him  in  the  lurch,  seeing  his  figgaries  an* 
fortius  are  going  to  rack  an'  ruin.  But 
what  bothers  me  clare  an*  clane  is  this :  that 
afther  all,  may  be  sorra  a  ha*porth  his  Honour 
will  get ;  for  I*m  always  afeard  o*  thim  long- 
tongued  frogs  o'   Frinchmen,   by  rason  of 
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which  I'd  giva  a  thrills  tbs  MMthert 
tboasaad  {NHuids  ufe  ui*  KHlnd  in  Ini  vonlrilii 
stockin'."*  .   ;      ..i;^ 

"Your  heallhf  t^ragalJ   an*  smj  diikdi 
same  soon  tome  to.jmm,'  cried  his  Bewnamx 
r&isiog  a  repleniahed  ^ni  to  his  lipa;  mim 
increased  expreasion  oif  jorality  plajedemHi 
hie  mellovr  countenance,  wheo,  hwing  swaBfl 
lowed  the  oontente,  he  laid  Iiis  kmaUer  Aammj^ 
and,  lolling  m  hia  high-backed  di 
his   fore-fingere  aloog  hia  rubicund 
saying,  with  a  most  Berio-oomic  solemniq^ 
*'  Dan,  as  you  well  know,  I'm  not  the  man  to- 
neglect  my  duty.    Now  as  I  am  your  Father 
Coofessor,  I  feel  myself  bound  to  watch  over 
you  here  in  a  land  of  temptation,  for  if  I  left 
you  alone  how  could  I  answer  for  what  you 
might  do  ?     And  that  being  as  plain  ae  the 
uose  on  your  face,  you  see.  Dan.  I'm  obliged 
to  sit  looking  at  you  here  till  the  fumes  of 
the  spirits  make  me  as  good  as  tipsy  almost;' 
but  if  it  is  my  duty,  you  know,  Dan,  an*  if 
the  same  thing  %ra8  to  be  done  fire  hundred 
limes " 

"Beggin*  your  Riverence's  pardon,  I'll  be. 
bail  your  Biverence  would  do  your  duty," 

*  A  oommon  jeoepUcls  for  money  yriQi  the  tower  Iriih.     - 
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ioterrupted  Conoell,  almost  bursting  with 
inward  coovulsions  of  laughter,  which,  with 
difficulty,  he  restrained  from  reaching  hig 
faee. 

^  On  my  conscience  I  would  !"*  hiccoughed 
the  Priest  This  was  said  with  such  ludi- 
crous sincerity  that  Connell  grinned  outright. 
Cautious,  however^  not  to  offend  his  spiritual 
guide,  Dan  attempted  to  account  for  his  risi- 
bility by  chuckling  forth,  "  Why,  thin. 
Father  dear,  I'm  just  thinkin'  what  a  purty 
kettle  o'  fish  Masther  Will  'ill  find  be  has 
made  whin  he  hears  that  his  uncle  is  buckled 
for  life  to  that  phanix  he's  gone  to  see ;  ha ! 
hi!  ha!" 

Father  Syl  shook  his  head,  and  his  small 
tfrinkliug  eyes  grew  unusually  serious  under 
his  beetle  brows,  as  he  said — 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Dan,  my  mind  quakes 
like  a  duck  in  thunder  about  this  same  quare 
marriage  that  you  an'  his  Honour  (more  fool 
be!)  have  settled  slap- dash  to  take  place  at 
the  Skeligs.  fiut  I  have  promised  to  tack 
'em  together;  and  may  my  spic  an'  span 
vestments  be  torn  to  babby-rags  if  I  go  back 
o'  my  word." 

**  An  undacent  thing  an'  a  mortual  thraison 
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'twould  be  if  your  Riverenoe  did.  The  tU 
'ill  be  done  in  a  jiffy,  an'  I'll  engage  'ti 
nately  youll  do  the  job;  an'  proud  as  ^v 
paacock  the  Masther  'ill  be  of  his  beautifuB- 
bride.  Come,  your  Riverence,  here's  to 
health,  an'  soon  may  she  reign  over  us  all  i 
Ross  Mac  Owen,  the  wife  o'  the  best 
that  ever  throd  in  shoe-leather,  the  King  ol 
the  Saas,  and  the  pride  of  the  Land,  Murtjr 
Oge  O'Sullivan,  Earl  of  Bearhaven." 

**  Hurrah !  hurrah !  hurrah  to  your  toast  V^ 
— vociferated  Father  Syl,  giving  an  astound-* 
ing  blow  to  the  table  with  one  hand,  and  with 
the  other  raising  his  glass  to  his  mouth ;  a 
proceeding  which  banished  his  previous 
qualms,  and  made  him  (to  use  the  words  of 
the  old  song) 


"  A  friar  jolly,  brave,  an'  civil. 
Just  lit  to  sarve  andplaze  the  divil.'* 


"  Och,  thin,  from  head  to  f ut  you're  the 
man  in  tlie  gap,  whin  your  heart  is  once  ased 
with  a  dhrop  o'  the  crathur,"  cried  Dan  Con- 
nell,  eyeing  Father  Syl  with  affectionate  ad- 
miration ;  '*  an  'tis  an  ilegant  booze  we*d  have 
of  it  now,  only  I'm  pinned  by  the  oath  I 
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fustdio  the  Masther  not  to  get  fuddled,*  let 

alone  dhnuik,  becaase  o*  the  great  consarn 

we  ba?e  upon  hands.      Murther  an  oons ! 

'tis  six  o'clock  by  my  gowld  repaather,  an* 

the  Masther  thinks  to  be  here  wid  Miss  Eva 

and  Norah  at  eight,**  cried   Dan   Connelli 

rtartiog  from  the  table  as  he  consulted  his 

watch,  and  held  it  up  to  Father  Syl   in 

warning  of  the  cruel  flight  of  time. 

His  Reverence  gave  a  deep-drawn  sigh. 

'^Och!  och!**  cried  Connelly  echoing  the 

clerical  suspiration,  '^I  ax  pardon   o*  your 

fiiverence,  as  surely  I  ought,  for  bad  manners 

in  disturbin*  you  at  your  potations ;  but  faix 

I  must  end  'em  this  blessed  minute,  seeing 

we  ought  to  be  o£f  in  a  crack  to  look  afther 

the  Cutther,  whin  we  expect  his  Honour  so 

soon.  Come,  your  Riverence,  lave  off  shaking 

your  head  like  a  Chinese  mandarin  there, 

an*  denj/^  yourself  jist  this  time ;  for  whin 

you've  tossed  off   a  partin*   glass,    by    the 

screeching  hot  poker  o'  Davy,  we  must  cut 

an*  run  to  the  vesshel.   Here,  thry  that,  while 

I  pay  the  reck*niD,**  said   Connell,   pouring 

the  punch  that  remained  into  a  tumbler,  and 

pushing  it  to  Father  Syl,  who,  nothing  loath 

to  obey  Dan's  iigunction,  tossed  the  exhiia- 

♦  lipiy.  t  Forbear. 
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rating  beverage  into  his  eapacioua  swallmr; 
and  then,  fixing  a  diseonsdate  gaie  on  thi 
empty  goblet,  he  stretched  hit  outsprai 
fingers  over  each  side  of  a  rotuaditj  tkit 
almost  rivalled  FalstafF^;  and  in  a  inaudlitt 
voice  quavered  forth  the  following  sublinulk% 
to  an  old  Irish  air : — 

''Spiritof  my  gLaM,  adieal 

Yon  an  gooei'^Gia  it  be  true? 
Fillvlool  pilla-lool 

Cordial  o'  my  heart,  adieu ! 

Pilla-loo!  pilla-loo! 
Bitterly  your  loss  I  rue, 

Pilla-loo  I  pilla-loo  1 

What  shall  drown  my  grieF  for  you  ? 

Pilla-loo!  pilla-loo! 
Sparkling  draughts  o*  mountain  dew, 

Pilla-loo!  pilla-loo! 

Quaffing  those,  Til  hlithcly  woo, 
Pilla-loo!  pilla-loo  I 

Brandy,  gin,  and  whisky  too ! 

Pilla-loo!  pilla-loo!" 


"  Pip'd  a  priestly  cockatoo— 

Gock-a-too!  cockatoo!** 

lustily  roared  Dan  Connelly  turning  rhymer 
on  the  spur  of  the  occasion,  and  supplying  a 
new  reading  of  his  Reverence's  chorus.  Then, 
having  satisfied  the  demands  of  '^  mine  host," 
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=--  j     he  re-entered  the  room,  and,  seizing  Father 
^  f     Sjh  ariD,  assisted  him  to  waddle  out  of  the 
aiierge  into  the  open  air. 

The  solitude  of  the  wild  coast  on  which  the 
Tosf  Priest  and  his  companion  had  emerged 
appeared  doubly  cool  and  tranquil  in  com- 
parison with  the  heated  atmosphere  of  the 
little  room   which   they  had  left.     A  few 
fishermen  were  either  spreading  their   nets 
on  the  rocks  or  furling  the  sails  of  their 
iH)ats;  but  they  pursued  their  employment 
10  quietly  that  not  a  voice  was  heard  along  the 
Clearly  unfrequented  shore.     The  sand  that 
grated  beneath  the  heavy  tread  of  the  walkers^ 
the  waves  which  dashed  in  monotonous  suc« 
oession  against  the  beach,  and  the  faint  cry 
of  the  sea-gulls,  as  they  flapped  their  while 
nrings  over  the  surface  of  the  ocean,  were 
the  only  sounds  that  broke  the  stillness.     The 
0*Sullivan's  Cutter  was  moored  at  some  dis* 
tance ;  and  as  the  tide  rapidly  increased  in 
fulness,  the  heavings  of  the  vessel  gradually 
diminished,  until  at  length  she  rested  on  the 
broad  waters  almost  without  motion.     The 
entire  prospect  was  peaceful  in  the  extreme ; 
and  as  Dan  Gonnell  and  his  clerical  com- 
panion walked  towards  the  point  that  termi- 
nated one  of  the  sides  of  the  little  Bay  of 
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Treguier,  it  nemed  as  if  tba  pladd 
the  ficene  made  some  impraMon  eren 
their  rude  spiritti  for  mirlih  bad  bew 
eeeded  by  mlence.    They  liad  proeeeded 
for  several  yards  wlien  Gonnell  made  a 
baity  and,  riveting  bis  eyes  on  die 
waters  that  lay  before  ibem,  almost  unl 
by  tbe  appearanee  of  a  sail,  be  said*^ 

""Ethen,  Father  agrakt  What's  the 
iv  the  world,  an'  its  mighty  quare  doingi^ 
all,  at  all  T 

"  What's  the  use  of  the  world  T  hiccongbsi 
the  half-inebriated  Priest,  striving  to  lodi 
extremely  wise — ^*  the  use  of  the  world, 
Dan  ? — Why,  then,  the  dickens  a  one  of  mi 
knows — barring  it  be  to  puzzle  posterity  I  * 

^^  To  puzzle  our  anchestors, — is  that  wbs) 
your  Riverence  manes  ?  Faix*eu,  'twil 
shurely  compass  that  same,  for  'twould  bothei 
Ould  Nick  himsef  to  guess  at  its  ups  ao 
downs.** 

"Tis  myself  surely  knows  thcU;  for  i 
any  sowl  on  the  face  of  the  living  airth  hai 
tould  me  six  hours  ago  that  Dan  Conoel 
would  lave  his  liquor  behind  him,  Td  foi 
sartin  have  thought  it  a  big  bet  bouncer,** 

*  A  great  lalBehood. 
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C!'|  tetnriied  Father  Syl,  with  an  air  of  dis- 
conteDt,  which  seldom  clouded  his  jovial 
coanteDance. 

''  Asy,  asy,  your  Riverence !     Oh,  don't  be 
ektJDg  me  out  o'  my  characther ;  sure  there 
isn't  one  o'  my  seed,  breed,  or  generation 
would  do  sich  a  thing  as  to  jilt  their  cups, 
if  an  equity  raason  didn't  force  'em  to  keep 
tiie  dfarop  out  o'  their  heads  ;  an',  moreover, 
whin  one  good  turn  desarves  another,  shure  I 
wouldn't  but  pay  back  your  Riverence's  com- 
pliment,  an'   tiike  you   out  o'   the  way  o' 
temptation  here  in  this  undacent  land,  though 
Fm  but  a  layman,  an'  your  Riverence  is  a  sprig 
o'  the  Clargy,  aqual  in  larnin'  an'  jintility  to 
all  the  Saints  o'  the  Calendar,  barrin'  Saint 
Patrick,"  cried  Dan,  with  one  of  his  gleeful 
chuckles.     *^  But,"  he  added,  with  unwonted 
seriousness,  as  he  resumed  his  walk,  **  faix,  it 
wrasn't  atin'  or  dhrinkin',  or  gormandizin*, 
was  runnin'  in  my  head  ;  quite  the  contrairy. 
I'll  tell  you  the  thruth.    Whin  I  looked  at 
the  bright  blue  saa  an'  yonder  blached  rock 
that  starts  up  like  O'Donoghue's  horse  in  the 
Lakes  o'  Killamey,  for  all  it's  in  France,  the 
land  o'  the  frogs,  it  seemed  as  if  Time,  the 
ould  whirligig  murtherer,  had  given  me  a  lift 
in  his  car,  and  rowled  it  back  to  the  day 


388 

whirls  ahont  rixtean  yean  ago^  I  lattM 
Shisther  Noiah  an'  the  aveet  htklbj  Kk 
breast  near  this  aelf-aame  place.  Am^ 
your  Rivereace,  jiat  to  tfiink  o'  the  bit 
babby  bein'  grown  into  a  clever,  likdy 
ever  you  aet  yeur  two  good-loolcbg  eyea  n 
an'  to  see  bow  we're  gmn'  tec  kidn^  bet 
to  make  her  the  Lady  o'  Soaa  Mac 
—An',  Och  I  it's  the  hoighft  o' 
111  be  Misa  Era's  wfaen  she  findsi 
purtinded  Captain  Smith  thransmc^phiii' 
into  the  Earl  of  Bearhaven  !  An'  brtwU 
our  two  sefs,  I  thought  we  would  nivaif 
by  hook  or  by  crook,  have  got  Nonih 
(die's  a  rock  o'  sinse!)  to  give  ear  to  the 
schame  o'  forgin'  a  name  for  his  HonouTi 
which,  to  be  sure,  he  had  as  mucb  rigbt  tt 
as  the  man  in  the  moon  I  An'  deed  an' 
conscience,  now,  the  only  manes  that  brought 
Norah  to  consint  was  by  what  we  did, 
the  makin'  a  fool  iv  her  intirely,  in 
ladin'  her  to  be  cock-sure  that  Miss  Eva 
was  his  Honour's  own  bred  an'  bom  naf  rel* 
daughther.  Faix,  I  could  hardly  keep  my 
countenance  whin,  on  the  head  o'  that 
bouncing  lie^  we  made  Norah  swear  the 
big  oeXh  not  to  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,  but, 

*  lUegitimate. 
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in  spite  o'  the  'varsal  world,  niver  to  let  on 
to  Miss  Eva  who  her  own  fader  was,  but  to 
keep  her  out  o'  hurt  or  harm,  an'  to  lade  her 
up  as  a  right  thrue  Roman,*  till  we  comed 
iNick  to  Bretagne ;  and  that  we  promised  to 
do  about  this  very  time.  An',  rest  our 
sowls!  how  surprised,  beyant  the  beyants, 
my  poor  Shisther  'ill  be  whin  I  slap  palms 
wid  her,  and  dhrop  a  word  in  her  ear  o'  the 
weddiog  we'll  have,  plaze  the  Pigs,  at  the 
Skeligs..  Och !  may  I  niver  wear  a  hempen 
eravat  if  sich  curous  wondhers  wouldn't  kill 
the  cow  that  died  o'  the  murrain !'' 

**  'Tis  strange  enough,  no  doubt,"  returned 

Father  Syl ;  "  an'  how  long,  Dan,  may  it  be 

since  you  seen  her  an*  Norah,  for  I  forget  ?  ' 

"  Four  years  ago,  your  Riverence ;  'twas 

whin  I    did   as  his  Honour  bid,  and  tuck 

over  here  to  my  Shisther  Norah  a  mighty 

purty    little  bit  of  a  sum,  that  I  got  paid 

down  on  the  nail  for  the  sows  at  the  fair  o' 

Ballinasloe.      Och !  och !  she's  a  rosebud  o' 

beauty,  that  same  darlint  we're  spakin'  of." 

''  I'll  go  bail  she  isn't  a  patch  on  her  pet 
of  a  mother  for  all  that ! — ^'Tis  well  I  remim- 
ber  the  day  that  I  married,  an'  the  night  that 
I  buried  her ! — ^Why  thin,  Dan,  what  a  lucky 

*  »•  e.  Boman  Catliolic, 


iocker  I"  ' 

"Och,  ,)„■„.    J,„,|^^^ 

"■^'"fmn,^  coffin  „„r 

■"Mended!"  ™'>»ol 

"Arrah!    8h„re    ,, 
«"»>tof.L„„;.„J,T. 
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^f^noeent.^  It's  all  settled  now ;  so  what  good 
to  be  talkie' ?•' 

As  Dan  uttered  those  words,  he  clam- 
bered up  the  side  of  a  high  jutting  rock, 
having  reached  the  summit  of  which,  he 
drew  a  telescope  from  his  pocket,  and  after 
an  earnest  scrutiny  through  it,  he  descried 
the  well-known  Gutter  of  The  0*SulIivan, 
looking  like  a  spectre  ship  in  the  distance, 
and  swiftly  advancing  from  St  Brieux  to 
the  little  haven  of  Tr^guier. 

Father  Syl  and  his  companion  instantly 
descended  to  the  beach,  where  they  held 
themsdves  in  readiness  to  enter  the  boat 
which  they  knew  would  be  sent  from  the 
cutter  to  convey  them  to  it. 

*  A  fooU 
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^W  lay  at  his  feet  gleamed  in  the  moon- 

light. 

-  The  form  of  his  companion   was   ihort, 
W  remarkably    muscukr,    and  his   enor* 
niouB    hands    aad    feet    indicated    gigantic 
stfength.     He  wore  a  sailor's  coarse  jacket, 
uid  round  his  neck  a  tattered  scarlet  hand* 
kerchief  was  loosely  tied.      His  brow   was 
shadowed   by    the  falling  rim    of    an    old 
hat,  of  that  description  which  in  Ireland  is 
termed  a  Caubeen;  but  the  quick,  resolute 
ghiDoe  of  his  grey  eye  shot  from   beneath  it 
with  a  complex  expression  of  ferocity  and 
Cttining.      His  large  livid  lips  contrasted 
sboDgly  with  the  dusky  hue  of  his  weather- 
beaten  cheeks,  and  the  sinister  cast  of  his  fea- 
tures was  not  lessened  by  a  set  of  bristling  red 
whiskers,  slightly  grizzled  with  age,  which 
completely  encircled  them.    Altogether,  there 
was  a  daring  air  of  self-confidence,  habitual 
boldness,  and  jeering  audacity  about  the  man, 
which  spoke  the  stem   1>ully,   possessed  of 
hardihood  for  any  enterprise,  and  regardless 
of  the  means  which  might  be  taken  to  ac- 
complish it.     One  hand  was  thrust  into  hiK 
breast,   the   other  carelessly  dangled  a  cut- 
kss  which  hung  from  a  leathern  1>elt  that 

m2 
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was  drawn  round  his  body ;  biit  the  BcrU-* 
tinizing  glance  with  which  he  scanned  hi0 
moody  companion  showed  that  those  move* 
nients  were  mechanical,  and  that  his  mind  wa0 
bent  on  thoughts  of  import.  He  was  th^ 
first  to  speak,  and  his  words  seemed  to  mdi^ 
cate  the  continuation  of  a  dialogue  as  h^ 
hoarsely  said, 

*^  Doesn't    my  schanie  plaze  yoo.    Cap* 
tain?'' 

^^  No,'*  replied  the  person  who  had  been 
thus  addressed^  starting  from  his  musing 
posture  and  uncovering  the  bold,  decided  fea- 
tures of  William  Sullivan,  ^^  I  will  not  spill 
her  blood. — ^Tim,  you  well  deserve  your  badge 
of  *  The  Red  Hani^  for  in  danger  your  re- 
source is  always  murder/* 

^^  Dead  men  tell  no  tales,  and  this  could 
silence  even  women's  tongues ! "  muttered 
Tim  Lauve  Darrig  {Anglkh^  Tim  of  the 
Red  Hand),  brandishing  his  cutlass  for  a 
moment,  and  then  letting  it  dangle  at  his 
side. 

**  True ;  but  there  is  no  necessity  for  its 
immediate  use,  as  my  situation  is  not  so 
de8j>er<ite  as  you  seem  to  think ;  besides,"  he 
muttered  almost  inaudibly,   "she's  a  beau- 
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ti/iil  woman,  and  I*m  not  quite  tired  of  her 

yet" 

The  ruffianly  seaman  threw  an  impatient 
giaoce  from  under  his  lowering  brow,  as  in 
a  surly  voice  he  said,  "You'll  thrip  anchor 
tod  fall  into  the  divil's  shoal,  Captain,  if  you 
don't  take  care." 

A   proud    consciousness  of  superior   sa- 
gacity   mingled    with    a     reckless    daring 
crossed  the  face  of  William  Sullivan  as  he 
replied, — 

^^  My  life  may    be   lost  or  won   upon  a 
single  chance;    that  chance  is  not  decided 
yet ;  but  as  it  would  be  madness  to  remain 
bere  longer,  I'll   skim  over  the  billows  to 
France   in   my   own  gallant  ^  Death-Flag' 
to-night ! "    and,  stretching  one  of  his   arms 
towards  the  ocean,  he  proudly  gazed  upon  his 
Brigantine,  which  floated  majestically  in  the 
tide  at  a  short  distance :  at  her  peak  the  en- 
sign from  which  she  derived  her  name  wus 
raised,  and  as  the  light  breeze  waved   the 
streamer  to  and  fro,  its  folds  displayed  a  jet 
black  ground,  which,  with  its  Memento  mori 
etched   in  white,  was   conspicuously   given 
to  view. 

"  Well  J   God  send  you  may  make  your 
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•jiouiidiiigft  sartiiil'*  eriad . Tifli»  t» » «tni|| 
tone  of  doubt  and  reproadu  * 

''Never fear ;  meamiiiilat  I  luMwryoa iviB 
do  your  datj  here,  and  tlui  Inmvidy*'* 

''BytheBowlo'my&Uier!  wkiaPtekft 
like  a  lasy  land-lubber  !▼  a  gaoler,  1»  maMk 
over  a  boighty-toighty  womaBy  wllo  b^ 
.divelled  an'  ruioated  us*  'tia  pra«d  9k  t 
duck  in  a  miU-poud  myae'f  o«i|^  to  ImTi^ 
said  Tim^  giving  a  ihove  to  bb  CSEwtam 
which  sent  it  jauntily  to  one  side^  and  ekh 
vating  his  eyebrows  with  an  air  of  discontent 
which  was  curiously  mixed  with  a  play  of 
waggery. 

"  Remember  the  money  youVe  got,  and 
all  you  will  yet  receive  for  your  services  if 
they  be  well  performed,  Tim." 

''  Sure  enough,  Sir,  *t  was  nately  you 
crossed  my  fist  wid  gowld  guineas ;  an'  though 
I  don't  care  a  rap  ha'penny  about  'em,  bad 
end  to  me  if  I  don't  keep  Miss  (yMoore 
as  safe  as  a  cage-bird  under  my  thumb  till 
lucky  waves  and  fair  winds  send  you  back  to 
us,"  replied  Tim,  closing  his  fingers  over  the 
additional  bribe  which  Sullivan  insinuated 
into  his  hand^  while,  shaking  it  cordially,  tb6 
heir  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  said,    *'  I  know  you 
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are  a  true  man,  a  chip  of  the  old  block-^ 
M'Fineen  DuflF.*'* 

"Thrue  to  the  back  bone,**   cried  Tim, 
shuffliog  the  money  into  his  pocket,  and  but- 
toniog  it  cloaely  up. — *'  I'm  the  boy  that  won't 
balk  at  a  job,  let  it  be  what  it  may,  or  care  a 
brass  fiurthin'  if  the  spawn  o'  the  divil,  or  a 
whole  throop  o*  the  sodgers,  which  manes  the 
flame  thing,  wor  pitted  agin  me," — he  added, 
setting  his  arms  a-kimbo,  and  kx)king  a  com- 
plete personification  of    the    daring  brava 
^  Bat  now,**  continued  Tim,  changing  his 
manner  to  one  more  deliberate  and  humble, 
^'may   I   make  so  bowld  as  to  ax   how  it 
corned  to  pass  that  you  tuck  Miss  O'Moore  for 
that  chap  i?  an  Ogilvie's  sweetheart  ?    Show 
me  the  naked  truth,  Capt'n,  afore  we  part ;  for, 
widout  knowin'  it,  the  likes  o'  myself  could 
Diver  desaave  the  Counshillers,   if  once  by 
bad  luck   they  laid  hoult  o*   my  own   four 
bones,  an*  wid  their  *cute  way  o'  talking  thried 
to  bother  me  out-an-out." 

Sullivan  pondered  a  moment ;  then  seem- 
ing to  think  it  prudent  to  act  on  the  hint  of 
Tim,  whose  fidelity  of  Clanship  repeated  and 
most  dangerous  services  had  placed  beyond 

*  A  branch  of  the  O^Sullivaiui. 
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s  doubt,  be  said,  resolving  bofTever  to  8iif ' 
presB  as  much  as  possible  the  details  of  his 
commUDication, 

"  You're  rtgbt,  my  boy ! — I'll  tell  yoti  all." 

He  of  "  The  Red  Hand"  nodded  appro- 
bation. . 

"  I  need  not  acquaint  you,"  returned  Sul*  1 
livan,  "  with  the  main  cause  of  the  hatred  t  m 
feel  for  that  French-bred  gallant,  my  Loid'J 
Ogilvie,  as  you  know  it    was   be    who  am| 
vised   the    Stuarts  to  leave  my    uncle   aodd 
self  out  of  tbat  great  political  secret  when 
confidence    might   have  thrown   thoasands 
into  our  pockets,   and   restored  our  whole 
Clan  to  its  ancient  glory  ; — but  did  yon  also 
hear  that  the  same  cursed  meddler  warned 
Prioce   Charles  to  distrust  my   profession^ 
and  had  me  dismissed  from  the  high  sita- 
ation  I  once  held  about  His  Royal  Highness'a 
person  ?  " 

"  The  black  dioul  choke  the  foul  schamin' 
TOgue ! — I  niver  hard  tell  o'  that  afore !  "— 
exclaimed  Tim,  indignantly  spuming  the 
earth  with  the  nailed  heel  of  hia  pouderoua 
brogue.* 

"  That's  the  truth  then,"  Sullivan  resumed* 
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"and  from  the  instant  I   found  it  out^  I 
wore  I  would  have  revenge.** 

"  Why  didn't  you  take  his  life— the  hest 
ao*  the  surest?"  asked  Tim  through  his 
closed  teeth,  and  with  an  involuntary  clench- 
ing of  his  hands. 

''  Because,"  replied  Sullivan,  who,  either 
from  the  better  tone  of  his  feelings,  or  from 
acme  prudential  motive,  did  not  seem  to 
participate  in  his  companion's  views ; — **  I 
determined  to  have  a  revenge  more  severe 
than  that  of  murder.** 

*'  An*  what  was  your  pick-an'-choose  flag  o' 
war  ?  an*  how  did  it  show  a  bit  betther  nor  * 
our  own  brave  ensign  out  there  on  the  top- 
mast head  o'  *  The  Death-Flag*  ?  '*  demanded 
Tim  Lauve  Darrig^  with  a  jeering  grin  like 
that  of  a  fiend. 

"  The  game  is  not  yet  up !  **  answered  Sul- 
livan, with  startling  sternness ;  *'  Death  is 
but  a  moment's  pang.  I  intended  lasting 
Fengeance  on  my  victim  through  life;  I'll 
have  it  yet.** 

"  Hah ! — by  the  bones  of  my  dad !  that's 
the  most  sinsible  word  I've  hard  you  spake  yit, 
Capt*n  dear !    But  how  did  your  Honour  fail 

*  Than. 

m3 
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t 
to  make  hetdway  on  Ae  imoiyf  n*'^ 
made  yees  miss  ttaya  aa*  dhrop  iiteil  ai| 
did,  GapfaSuUivaat*'  '  "> 

^'  You  mean  to  ask  mehowl  ww  deMlMJ 
— ^Time  is  right  preebns  just  now,  Ttaiil 
I  can*t  waste  it  in  telling  all  tibe  ins  aad^^ 
of  your  queation;  besides,  whm  JfM| 
makes  mufarhme.  what's  the  use  of  dvidl 
on  the  freaks  of  the  ^agiiy  jade!**  4 
''  Tbrue  for  you,  Capt'n  I "  ff 

^^  Well  then  be  content  when  I  ielL^ 
that  my  own  eyes  and  ears,  acute  as  they  i 
conspired  to  cheat  me — confound  them  bo 
—for,  Tim,  when  I  was  last  in  France, 
sure  as  that  you  are  a  branch  of  the  gi 
M'Fineen  Duff,  I  saw  the  hateful  Qgi 
and  your  fine  lady-prisoner  linked  arm 
arm  under  the  greenwood  trees,  talking 
whispers  like  two  turtle-doves,  and  so  \ 
that  only  here  and  there  could  I  catch  n 
word.  But  I  heard  them  speak  of  love,  1 
in  deep  and  earnest  voices ;  that  I  ec 
swear  to :  all  which  confirmed  the  report  I 
heard,  that  they  were  engaged  to  be  mari 
She  looked  so  beautiful,  and  he — I  wc 
have  killed  him  on  the  spot,  only  I  waited 
a  bitterer  revenge,"  cried  Sullivan,  liter 
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gnashing  his  teeth,  while  his  featureis  swelled 

irith  the  passion  which  obliged  him  to  pause. 
'' Tundheivan*-oun8,    I  have  it    all  now« 
Capt*n  !*'  laughed  Tim  Lauve  Darrig,  jump* 
iog  up  with  a  Jocularity  which  contrasted 
ftrangely   with    his   companion's    emotion; 
^88  sore  as  a  gun  you  fell  more  than  half 
nas  over  in  love  wid  Miss  Edith,  an*  deter- 
mined to  saze  her  unknownst  to  her  sweet- 
heart, an'  to  carry  her  off,  an'  to  give  him  the 
heart-break,  an'  to  folly  your  own  taste,  as 
the  man  said  whin  he  kissed  his  cow  !" 

^^  You're  right,  Tim,  and  the  plan  was  not 
a  bad  one ;  but,"  cried  Sullivan,  with  tremu- 
lous energy,  uttering  a  dreadful  imprecation, 
**I  was  deceived  I  tlie  accursed  Ogilvie  adored 
another,  and  not  Miss  O'Moore  !  It  was  of  his 
love  for  her  he  spoke  in  the  conversation  that 
he  held  with  Edith,  and  which  I  overheard  !*' 

Tim  started. 

"  At  least,  so  says  Miss  O'iMoore,"  added 
Sullivan,  incredulously.  "To  find  out  the 
truth,  and  to  lay  my  plans  upon  it,  are  the 
chief  objects  of  my  trip  to  France :  besides, 
[  must  in  person  account  to  the  JacoI)ites  in 
Paris  for  not  having  gone  to  the  Highlands 
to  execute  the  plot  I  undertook  to  accomplish. 


"  \\  iA\,  Jiiiyiiow,  Ciipt" 
lasoii  to  go,  ior  the  sen 
Garnian    Electlior  are  s 
thitlier  all  over  the  countl 
seT  an'  the  girl ;  in  the  d 
the  dark  o'  the  night  the 
cess  to  'em !  an'  though  as 
their  divilisb  thricks,  I  ti 
all  but  the  hoight  o*  misfoi 
your  stayin'  here  longer." 

"  Too  true,  Tim,"  replied 
quickly  round,  while  his  fea 
expression,  as  he  burst  Int 
"  And  yet,  only  {  hope,  eve 
vengeance  from  my  visit  to 
not  go  there,  but  would  fc 
blood-hounds  at  home,  wh 
death,  like  a  hunted  beast." 
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skin  to  France,  an*  make  your  excuse,  Sir,  to 
tbe  Prince  an'  his  friuds  for  not  bavin'  gone 
to  the  Highlands,  an  thin  'tis  soon  you*ll 
bear  from  the  thrue  boys  you've  left  behind, 
who're  gone  to  ax  help  from  your  own  kith 
an'  kin,  the  great  Earl  o'  Bearhaven ;  an'  as 
to  myse'fy  though  my  blood  boils  like  mad  to 
be  out  in  the  middle  o'  the  fun,  I  won't 
budge  a  peg  from  this  lonesome  place,  but 
will  skulk  like  a  cock-watch  to  guard  Miss 
O'Moore  till  your  Honour  gets  into  smooth 
wather,  and  bids  me  stand  out  on  another 
coorse ;  an'  thin — Why,  deuce  take  the  hind- 
most !" 

"Tim,  I  believe  you,"  cried  Sullivan,  start- 
ing on  his  legs,  and  shaking  the  rough  large 
baod  of  his  companion.     *^  Guard  your  charge 
like  the  apple  of  your  eye ;  leave  her  plenty 
to  eat  (she's  already  provided  with  clothes), 
and  never  exchange  a  word  with  her  which 
you  can  possibly  avoid.     Leave  her  in  undis- 
turbed solitude — mind  that — and  as  to  the 
rest,  you  know  how  to  secure  Miss  O'Moore 
from  discovery,  if  all  the  troops  in  the  country 
come   to  search  for  her  through  this  wild 
place !" 

"I'll  engage  I  do  ;  for  I'll  have  her  just 
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where  she  is  at  this  moment  o*  time,  as  ndt 
as  a  pearl  in  an  oyster  I  an'  will  attind  to  all 
your  Honour  8  ordhers  as  shure  as  a  gun  1' 
returned  Tim,  while  a  mixed  expression  of 
severity  and  humour  ran  through  his  promip 
nent  features.  "But,  Capt'n,  you  havVt 
towld  me  one  bit  why  you  didn't  do  the 
liftin'*  in  France,  instead  of  in  ould  Ireland  T 

"Zounds,  man  I  do  you  think  I  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  spin  out  long  yarns  with 
you  ?  I  can't  waste  more  time,  but  just  ask 
all  you  want  to  know  on  that  point  from  Jack 
Jeffries,  he  who  was  the  famous  American 
pirate,  but  who  is  now  heart  and  soul  joined 
with  us ;  he'll  be  here  next  week  to  fit  out 
the  cargo  for  Spain,  and  can  tell  you  all  that 
happened  from  the  hour  I  sailed  for  the  Bay 
of  Biscay,  leaving  him  as  my  spy  to  watch 
the  proceedings  at  Tullibardine  Castle  during 
my  absence.  Ck)nfound  him !  'twas  badly  he 
played  the  part,  for  he  let  Miss  O'Moore  dart 
off  like  a  rocket  from  France,  and  neither  he 
nor  I  could  make  out  on  earth  where  to  find 
her  till  chance  gave  her  into  my  hands." 

"  Och !  that  gomal  iv  a  Yankee,  'tis  myse'f 
will  be  down  on  him  slap-dash  for  that !  but, 

*  i,  e,  tho  abduction. 
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Capt'iiy  maybe  he  won't  pache  to  tell  me  the 
rigmarole  I'm  dying  to  know,  for  fear  that 
your  Honour  wouldn't  give  lave  for  that 
samef 

"I'll  direct  him  to  do  so  right  soon- 
He's  a  brave  son  of  ocean,  and  worthy  of 
bis  descent  from  the  great  American  pirates ; 
and  now,  as  to  the  rest  of  the  story,  Urn,  it 
is  briefly  comprised  in  this :  finding  all 
efforts  in  vain  to  discover  the  place  to  which 
Miss  O' Moore  was  gone  at  a  tangent,  I 
gave  up  all  hope  of  success,  when,  where 
should  I  find  her,  but  dancing  away  at  a 
Drum  in  Cork's  own  dear  self ! ' 

"Murdher-an'-oons !" 

"  Ay,  faith ;  never  was  the  Heir  of  Ross 
Mac  Owen  so  taken  aback  by  surprise !" 

"  An'  what  did  you,  dear  ?  Och,  if  that  didn't 
bate  ould  Nick !'' 

"What  did  I  doT  Uughed  Sullivan  ;  "I 
concealed  my  amaze  and  my  joy,  and  invented, 
on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  such  a  plausible 
bit  of  a  fib  and  told  it  so  well,  that  like  a  cre- 
dulous fool,  as  a  woman  always  is  when  her 
vanity's  touched,  the  beautiful  Edith  believed 
it.  Her  abduction  was  the  plan  and  the 
work  of  a  moment :  you  know  the  result" 
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"  Och,  thin,  to  be  sure  I  do ;  an'  *ti»  w 
if  your  honour's  raumanshing*  don't  bri 
down  the  curse  o'  the  Crows  on  us  « 
But  now^  Capt'n  dear,  we  must  lave 
scullogirC^  and  lose  not  another  minu^ 
come,  your  Honour  step  into  the  lit 
Nivoguey\  and  my  blessin  be  wid  you !" 

Sullivan,  with  his  companion,  walked 
stantly  to  a  point   of  land  near  which 
Nivogue  was  moored  in  a  kind  of  creek. 
sprang  into  and  launched  the  boat,  folloii 
by  Tim  Lauve  J?arrig,  who  seized  an 
which  he  vigorously  plied,  while  unconce 
ediy  he  fixed  his  practised  eye  on  the  s 
and  sunken  rocks  that  were  visible  throv 
the  transparent  leather  of  which  the  lit 
boat  was  formed.    She  commenced  her  cou 
and  swept  with  wonderful  velocity  throt 
the  water  directly   towards    "The    Dea 
Flag,"  which  the  Nivogue,  as  she  rose  i 
fell  with  the  swells  of  the  sea,  seemed  co 
teously  to  salute.    An  abstracted  air  usur] 
the  place  of  the  animation  which  had  lal 


*  Romancing. 

t  ».  e.  Talking  confidentially. 

X  A  boat  then  used  in  Ireland,  ahaped  like  a  canoe, 
made  of  the  dried  skin  of  the  horse. 
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I  sat  on  the  countenance  of  Sallivan,  and  ap- 
parently he  became  lost  in  a  maze  of  thought, 
while  in  profound  silence  he  mechanically 
perfonned  his  duty  as  a  rower.  Perceiving 
this,  Tim  loiave  Darrig  plied  his  oar  as  if 
unconscious  of  his  Captain's  presence,  and 
while  drawing  up  alongside  of  ^^  The  Death- 
Fkg  "  he  merrily  trolled  out — 

"Long  life  to  the  mxxsa  for  a  sweet  noble  creatare. 
She  helpe  us  with  lamp-lightiiig  all  the  year  round !" 

and  with  manifest  satisfaction  raised  his  eye 
to  the  rigging  and  decks  of  the  well-ordered 
Brigantine  he  proudly  surveyed. 

The  moment  Sullivan  leaped  on  board 
"The  Death-Fkg/'  Tim  of  "The  Red-hand" 
shifted  his  tack,  and  having  simply  said  '  God 
speed  her!*  he  waved  his  Cavbeen  with  a 
cheer  to  the  crew  (which  we  need  scarcely 
say  was  returned)  and  shot  bis  Nivogue 
back  to  shore  with  tlie  fearlessness  of  a 
bold  and  experienced  mariner. 


CHAPI 

"Phunptingth'i 


and   J  ™"'P»»ioo, 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  2^)9 

Tbe  O'SuUivan)  enjoined  the  strictest  silence^ 
and,  before  many  minutes  elapsed.  Father  Syl 
foaiid  himself  seated  in  the  cutter,  performing 
his  poetical  pledge  by  gulping  down  the  con- 
tents of  a  huge  black  bottle^  which,  when 
once  his  Reverence  was  safely  stowed  in  a 
snug  comer  of  the  ship,  had  been  granted  to 
his  supplications.    The  beverage  seemed  po« 
tent  enough,  for  (to  use  Dan  Gonnell's  ill  us* 
tratioo)  "  it  was  so  wicked  stlirong,  that  the 
Humble-full  Father  Syl  tuck,  bein'  dhry,* 
laid  him  as  flat  as  a  pancake,  snorin'  like  a 
pig,  on  the  deck,  in  the  jump  of  a  second.** 

This,  however,  was  a  matter  of  small  con- 
sequence, as  the  services  of  the  prostrate 
Priest  would  not  be  required  for  several 
bours. 

The  moment  Dan  Gonnell  had  thus  dis- 
posed of  his  clerical  companion,  he  advanced  to 
Us  Master,  who  stood  at  the  other  end  of  the 
vessel,  scowling  a  look  of  contempt  at  his 
inebriated  Confessor,  and,  in  a  low  whisper, 
earnestly  ejaculated : — 

**  liong  life  to  my  Lord  of  Bearhaven !  an' 
'tis  long  the  time  has  seemed  to  your  owu 
bom  fosther  brother  since  his  two  eyes  wor 

♦  ThixBtj. 
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blest  wid  a  sight  o*  you.    Is  all  safe,  MsslW 
agrah  7 — An*  wliere  are  the  wamea  V  '-    oi 

^In  the  small  cabm beloir*  eonfiMmi 
%8  trouble  enough  they^re  4pfw  OMb' 
answered  The  O'Snllifan,  in  a  nioody^ 
sullen  diseontent. 

**  Och !  sure  an*  deed  the/atr 
be  called  the  foul,  Sir ;  for  diekins  m 
tbim  ever  brathed  rinee  Mother  Sfe 
made  out  i?  a  rib,  that  didn't  bother  an*  ekii# : 
an'  clane  conglomerate  the  hearts  mtf^^tHk 
heads  iv  us — the  thrue  Lords  o'  the 
world !  till  they  lare  ns  no  more  dlnae  tkM|  I 
ould  Adam  showed  whin  he  ate  that  tott* 
founded  crab  applet  bUfneyed  by  one  o*  tl|M 
crathers,  that,  for  all  the  world  lookili'ttir 
Angels,  are  jist  bom  Divils  let  loose  frail 
a  certain  hot  place  to  taze  an'  tormint  ns!** 

The  O'SuUivan  vouchsafed  no  reply  to  this 
philippic  against  the  fairest  half  of  the  Grei^ 
tion;  but,  as  his  thoughts  wandered  into 
another  channel,  he  said  witli  a  low  satis* 
factory  chuckle,  and  continuing  the  very 
subdued  tones  hitherto  observed,—**^  At  all 
events,  I've  got  the  rhino,*  Dan !  That  fresh- 
water sailor,  De  Maurepas,  cashed  his  uncle's 

•  Money. 
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order  for  the  thousand  livres  without  4eniur, 
and  here  it  18 ! "  be  exclaimed,  triumphantly 
patting  the  pocket  of  his  sea-jacket 

"Ah !  thin,  St  Pathrick  be  praised !— Isn't 
it  betther  have  that  than  all  the  she-cattle 
upon  airth?  An*  tis  illigant  how  't  will 
help  us  to  do  somethin'  dashin'  for  poor 
Masther  Will,  if  he  doesn't  succeed  in  the 
Highlands,  for,  with  all  his  faults'* — 

"  Confound  the  fellow  T  interrupted  Murty 
Oge,  waxing  wroth  at  the  very  mention  of 
lu8  nephew's  name — "  how  can  I  help  him, 
eren  if  I  wished,  when  I  know  nothing  on 
earth  of  him  and  his  movements — except 
tliat,  in  direct  opposition  to  my  strict  com- 
mands, he  is  gone  to  those  beggarly  High* 
lands,  on  a  wild-goose  chase,  that  will  leave 
liim  in  the  lurch,  and  end  in  his  ruin  V 

"  By  the  blood  of  O'Sullivan-Beare !"  re- 
joined Dan,  in  a  tone  of  rude  sympathy,  ^^  he 
desarves  to  be  dished  for  havin'  gone  off 
agin  your  Honour's  ordhers  to  thim  most  un- 
dacent  blackguards,  that  can't  buy  as  much 
as  a  breeches  to  cover  their  knees  !  Och ! 
niver  mind,  Sir!  an*  'tis  soon  we'll  see  what 
a  mortal  pucker  Masther  Will  must  find 
himself  in,  whin   your  Honour  sets   up   in 


ralUy  de  cham,  in  l,is  ( 
H  tasting  o'  Frinch),  m, 
*o  ax  your  Honour's  I 
Shisther  knowr.  Sir,  thi 

op  mysef  an' Father  SyJ 

"Yes.Itoldthemso; 

baWerdMh  telk,  Dan,  for 

the  last  French  headlan 

deucedly  out  in  my  peck 

a  pretty  stiff  gale  r    HoI 

if  ejf  ulated  in  a  loud  vo 

thundered  forth  dive«  < 

necessary  orders  that  ^erc 

but  though  everything  w 
Jest    seamanship    could 
^ame  so  foul   and    boi 
O  Sullivan,   much    against 
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preparations  were  Again  made  to  put  the  ship 
in  iMtioti ;  and  springing  lightly  o^r  the 
biUoirs^  she  re-commenced  her  course  under 
afiediand  auspiciom  breeae. 

Ekoeptiiig  a  deliverance  from  the  danger 
of  an  impending  storm,  no  circumstance 
calculated  to  improve  the  situation  of  our 
heroine  had  occurred  tiwit  we  considered  it 
During  the  night  of  her  capture  she  had 
been  confined  with  Norah  to  the  little  cabin 
ef  The  O'Sullivan's  ship,  and  within  its 
Burrow  limits  she  had  ample  opportunity  to 
indulge  those  reflections  on  the  past  which 
crowded  to  her  mind,  in  addition  to  the  con- 
sternation and  alarm  created  by  her  present 
prospects. 

It  may  be  readily  supposed  that  Norah 
Connell  resisted  to  the  utmost  of  her  power 
that  wild  aggression  to  which  slie  and  her 
J'oung  mistress  found  themselves  subjected ; 
aod  if  we  do  not  record  all  the  ebullitions  of 
passion  and  bursts  of  sorrow  which  escaped 
her,  it  is  ]>ecause  more  important  ni<itter8 
demand  our  consideration. 

Dan  Connell,  almost  in  the  moment  of 
encountering  Norah — b.  meeting  marked  by 
indignation  on  her  part — had  abruptly  told 


uluH 
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his  choleric  sister  that  The  O'SulUn 
not  the  father  of  our  heroine.  This  cod 
nication,  unaeconipanied  by  any  inteUi| 
relative  to  her  real  parentage,  and  assoi: 
with  a  hint  of  the  unsuitable  mar 
meditated  by  Murty  Oge  and  his  c 
derates,  struck  poor  Norah  with  such  h 
and  amaze,  that  under  the  pressure  of  i 
combined  feelings  her  angry  volul 
altogether  sank,  and  was  succeeded  b 
agony  of  liread,  which  alike  precludec 
monstntnceor  iuquiries,  which  she  well  1 
would  not  be  answered.  ■  -j^ 

In  this  state  she  had  been  remoredji 
the  equally  agitated  Eva,  to  the  small:! 
allotted  to  their  use.  There  Norah  ia 
communicated  the  aetounding  intelljg 
she  had  just  received.  The  reader. 
easily  conjecture  the  dreadful  nature  i4 
feelings  which  such  information  awoke  ii 
bosom  of  the  unfortunate  Eva  DilI<Hi ; 
even  under  the  pressure  of  apprehension* 
bowed  her  spirit  to  the  dust,  her  first  i 
tion  was  that  of  thankfulness  to  Qo» 
finding  The  O'SuUivan  was  not  her  fat 
The  nex.t  movenieat  of  her  mind  led 
to  endeavour  to  assuage  the  fears  of 
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faithful  and  afflicted  nurse,  irho  sat  beside 
ber  Mistress — ^her  face  covered  with  her 
hands,  and  lier  body  rocking  to  and  fro, 
wliile  deep,  long  moans  escaped  from  her  de^ 
voted  heart.  With  an  angelic  kindness, 
wliich  could  scarcely  have  been  expected  at 
SQcli  a  time,  Eva,  through  burning  tears  of 
agitation  and  anxiety,  endeavoured  to  calm 
ber  miserable  servant ;  but  finding  that  those 
efforts  only  seemed  to  aggravate  the  distress 
they  were  meant  to  soothe,  she  desisted  froni 
her  fruitless  attempt,  and  in  silence  tried  to 
struggle  with  her  own  intense  and  har- 
rowing  fears. 

Hitherto,  Eva  Dillon  had  never  been  ac- 
quainted with  the  extremity  of  actual  misery. 
From   the   dawn    of  recollection,   she  had 
been   the   idol  of  her  nurse  and  of  Edith 
O'Moore.      The    Lady   Tullibardine,   from 
the  moment  she  became  captivated  by  the 
lovely   child   whom    Providence    threw   in 
her  way,  had  shown  the  tenderest  affection 
towards  it ;  and  her  noble  husband,  as  long 
as    life    was    spared,   had    participated    in 
that   attachment.      Possessed  of  every  en- 
dearing quality,  Eva  soon  became  so  inex- 
pressibly precious  to  her  benefactress,  that 
yoL.  L  N 
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the  latter  could  not  bear  her  absence  for  ul] 
leugtli  of  time;  and,  cherislied  as  though sW 
bad  been  the  Marcliloness's  daughtei 
same  cares  were  lavished  on  ber  education 
and  comfort  as  tboee  bestowed  do  £di4 
O'Moore. 

The  latter,  since  the  death  of  her  guardiu 
had  remained  exclusively  under  the  protec 
tion  of  bis  noble  widow,  and  thus  the  ti 
sweet  children,  nearly  of  an  age,  grew  i 
together  like  twin-sisters;    and   tbe   artloi 
fondness  of  the  happy  age  of  infancy  sul 
queiitly  ripened,  with  iiiaturer  years,  intotlu 
fervency  of  real  friendship.     Thus,  irom  haf 
earliest  days,  Eva  bad  loved  and  been  belond. 
by  all  around  ber ; — those  delicious  days  flf 
youth,  when  tbe  fancy  revels,  but  the  heart 
lies  comparatively  still. 

Scarcely,  however,  had  she  reached  tint 
epoch  of  existence  when  tbe  affections  juik 
begin  to  burst  forth  into  life  and  lu4>pinei^ 
than  hers  were  gained,  in  all  their  verul 
freshness,  by  Lord  Ogilvie,  who,  a  few  yean 
her  senior,  was  frequently  domesticated  for 
months  at  the  Chdteau  de  Ttdlibardine,  whem 
Kva  Dillon  was  a  daily  guest.  We  need  not 
say  how  fervently  this  attachment  was  red- 
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ftoetH  Thus,  except  the  natural  sorrow 
occasioned  by  the  intelligence  of  the  death  of 
Lord  Tullibardine  in  the  Tower  of  London, 
the  grief  experienced  when  parting  with 
Edith  0*Moore,  and  the  anxiety  she  ever  felt 
to  discover  her  parents,  life  had  been  one 
long  holiday  of  joy— one  season  of  continued 
happiness  to  our  youthful  heroine.  Her 
present  prospects  were  in  bitter  contrast 
b)  those  by -gone  days  —  the  future  was 
ihrouded  in  fears,  and  E?a  felt,  in  all  the 
keenness  of  the  conviction,  that  for  the  first 
time  she  knew  the  utmost  weight  of  crushing 
torrow  ;  for  now  she  had  been  torn  from  all 
those  she  cherished  most  on  earth,  without 
even  the  melancholy  consolation  of  a  fond 
adieu,  and  she  might  never  see  them  more ! 

The  cottage — so  exquisitely  embellished  by 
the  kindness  of  Lady  Tullibardine,  and  where 
she  had  spent  such  happy  days — the  scenes 
among  which  every  happy  hour  of  early 
youth  had  passed,  and  the  spot  where  her 
virgin  heart's  first  love  was  formed  and  had 
met  return,— -were  quitted,  perhaps  for  ever. 
She  was  going  she  knew  not  whither,  and 
was  in  the  power  of  a  dreaded  being,  who 
had  feigned  to  be  her  fataer,  until  a  wild 
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■n-him,  or  impulse,  led  him  to  acknowlS 
this  deception  and  to  profane  her  ear  by  1 
avowal  of  ft  passion,  the  absurdity  of  wli 
she  might  ha\'e  laughed  at,  had  uot  i 
cumstances  rendered  it  a  subject  of  ten 
rather  tlian  of  ridicule. 

As  the  weight  of  those  reflections  prM 
upon  her  heart,  Eva  wept  more  bitterly  tl 
she  had  ever  wept  before;  but  tears 
kne^v  were  vain,  and,  with  a  courage  wh 
surprised  herself,  she  dried  them,  resolv 
to  review  her  situation,  and  to  form  a  lini 
conduct  fitted  for  the  future. 

With  all  the  gentle  sweetness  of 
heroine's  character  a  fund  of  dauntless  re8{ 
tion  mingled.  Until  a  moment  of  extrea 
and  danger  came,  this  principle  had  so  sh 
hered  in  her  breast  that  its  existence  ' 
unknown  ;  hut  at  the  call  of  her  vicissitud 
suddenly  rose  to  lier  aid,  and  by  its  stren 
the  inexperienced  Eva  seemed  to  fling  as 
the  heedlessness  almost  of  a  child,  and  i 
few  short  hours  appeared  to  have  recei 
the  impress  of  mature  womanhood  upon 
thoughts  atul  actioim. 

.  As  she  sat  considering  the  vast  efforts - 
laight  be  «alled  upoato  make,  ^^r  datl^  1| 
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eyes  gave  forth  the  glow  of  energy,  and  spoke 
the  courage  of  a  mind  prepared  to  combat 
diiculties  with  the  heroism  of  endurance. 
I  It  was  at  this  critical  moment  that  The 
O'Sullivan  entered  the  cabin^  accompanied 
by  a  seaman  bearing  refreshments,  of  which, 
with  an  air  of  authority,  he  requested  Eva  to 
partake.  She  bowed  a  cold  acknowledge 
ment,  and  regained  the  equanimity  of  her 
feelings  so  far  as  to  force  herself  to  swallow 
flourishiueut,  and  to  oblige  her  faithful  attend- 
ant to  follow  her  example. 

A  watchful  scrutiny,  mingled  with  an  ex- 
pression of  severe  determination,  sat  on  the 
grim  visage  of  Murty  Oge  0*Sullivan,  as  he 
stood  a  silent  spectator  of  th^se  proceedings ; 
and  the  moment  Eva  rose  from  her  seat  to 
intimate  that  she  had  ended  her  repast,  the 
Pirate-Chief,  with  startling  suddenness,  held 
forth  his  hand  and  said,  while  an  expression 
of  surly  command   lowered  ou  his  knitted 
brow — 

"  Return  to  the  deck  from  which  a  decla- 
ration of  Mv  love  affrighted  you !  The  hour 
is  nigh  when  we  shall  part  no  more." 

Eva  Dillon  looked  up,  and,  though  her  face 
was  white  as  death,  she  fixed  an  eye  which 
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sparkled  with  the  spirit  of  its  mistress  on  Tla 
O'SuUivaii,  and  said,  in  a  toae  that  acted  oi 
Iiim  like  a  spell, — 

"  Lead  the  way.  Sir ! — We  follow." — Thei 
casting  au  expressive  glance  on  Nor^ 
which  controlled  the  burst  of  reproach  si 
was  on  the  puiiit  of  uttering,  our  Iieroit 
declined  the  proffered  assii^tance  of  the  Chie 
tain,  and  the  next  instant  ascended  to  tl 
deck,  followed  by  Norah,  and  preceded  I 
The  O'Sullivan. 

The  scene  which  met  the  view  of  E' 
Dillon  riveted  her  whole  atteufion. 

The  green  Atlantic  was  rushing  from  b 
neath  the  stern  of  the  ship,  as,  leaving  a  loi 
glistening  track  behind  her,  she  scuddi 
swiftly  towards  the  Skelig  Kocks,  whii 
stood  right  a-head  of  the  vesseL  j 

Day  was  drawing  to  a  close,  but  a  do 
light  was  still  abroad,  which  distiii«| 
showed  the  gigantic  summits  of  the  Gf« 
Skelig,  soaring  into  the  heaveos,  upwaup 
of  seven  huodred  feet  above  the  sea. 

The  two  remarkable  peaks  in  which  ^ 
stupendous  cliff  terminates  cut  black 
against  the  sky,  and  its  inaccessible  pr 
cipiees,  said  ta  consist  of  marble,  hangiii 
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in  terrific  grandeur  over  the  waters  that 
mailed  beneath,  were  covered  with  myriads 
of  gulls,  puffins,  and  other  kinds  of  birds,* 
whose  white  bodies  presented  an  extraordi- 
naiy  and  picturesque  effect,  opposed  to  the 
dark  crags  on  which,  in  lines  of  curious 
regularity,  they  perched.  Along  the  horizon- 
tal line  of  the  mighty  ocean  the  south-west 
eoast  of  Ireland  was  visible,  and  at  the 
distance  of  a  league  from  the  greater  Skelig 
the  lesser  one  raised  its  perpendicular  c\\&  of 
red  marble,  crested  with  pinnacles  of  Nature's 
architecture.  The  ledges  of  those  singular 
rocks  are  unshadowed  by  a  tree ;  and  as  Eva 
gazed  on  their  appalling  heights,  and  heard 
the  shrieks  of  the  sea-birds  mingled  with  the 
roar  of  the  ocean,  and  echoed  from  its  caves, 
she  shuddered  at  the  awfulness  of  such  a 
scene,  and  felt  as  if  the  sounds  that  filled  the 
air  foreboded  to  herself  a  fate  as  savage  and 
tremendous.  While  she  stood  at  the  stern  of 
the  ship.  The  O'Sullivan  intently  watched  the 
terror-stricken  girl,  marking  the  tears  which 
trickled  slowly  over  her  face,  as  her  eyes  were 

•  '*  The  Oannetf  or  Solan  gooec,  breeds  on  these  rocks,  and 
is  never  seen,  if  current  report  is  to  be  believed,  on  any  other 
part  of  the  coast  of  Ireland.'* —  Weld^s  KiUamey. 
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raised  to  the  rough  crags  that  frowned  above 
her  exquisitely-graceful  figure — ^the  white 
drapery  of  which  fluttered  partially  upon  the 
breeze.  At  this  moment,  as  if  a  new  impulse 
caused  the  act,  she  clasped  her  hands,  and 
lifting  them  to  heaven,  an  expression  of  such 
utter  misery  came  over  her  young  countenance 
as  touched  even  the  rude  heart  of  The  CSulli- 
van.  He  advanced  to  Eva's  side  and  spoke 
in  a  softened  tone^but  his  words  were  lost  in  the 
overpowering  noise  which,  as  the  ship,  with 
lowered  sail,  passed  under  the  gloomy  shadows 
thrown  from  the  stupendous  rocks,  increased 
into  a  deafening  roar.  The  seamen  of  the 
Gutter  by  strenuous  and  skilful  efforts  forced 
the  vessel  rapidly  through  the  surf,  and  in  a 
few  minutes  she  ran  close  to  a  flat  spot  on  the 
south  side  of  the  Great  Skelig  Island,  which 
forms  the  best  and  safest  landing-place. 

Rousing  from  his  trance.  The  0*Sullivan, 
in  a  voice  which  was  heard  above  the  noises 
that  prevailed,  thundered  the  order  that 
called  each  pirate  to  his  station  in  the  per- 
formance of  his  dutv. 

At  his  Master's  command,  Dan  Gonnell 
seized  a  strong  rope  that  lay  amid  the  cord- 
age, and,  springing  to  a  projection  of  the 
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cliff,  fastened  it  there,  and  tlireiv  the  other 
end  of  it  into  the  ship,  which  one  of  the 
pirates  caught  and  held.  The  next  instant, 
the  cliief  of  the  Irish  Buccaneers  glanced  liis 
quick  eye  from  the  vessel  to  the  rock,  and  by 
his  order  a  strong  plank  was  placed  a  little 
beneath,  and  parallel  to  the  painter  which 
his  foster-brother  held. 

Passing  one  arm  round  Eva's  waist,  and 

^rously  grasping  the  rope  with  his  other 

hand,  The  0*Sullivan  safely  conducted  her 

across  this  temporary  bridge,  and  placed  her 

in  safety  on  the  first  of  an  irregular  flight  of 

steps  which,  cut  into  the  solid  rock,  ascended 

its  side  for  upwards  of  a  hundred  and  fifty 

feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea.     The  excite* 

ment  and  anxiety  of  the  moment  added  a  look 

of  savage  wildness  to  the  iron  features  of  The 

O'SuUivan,  as  in  a  loud  shrill  voice  he  issued 

forth  his  orders  for  the  management  of  his 

ship,  after  which,  addressing  our  heroine,  he 

said,  coolly  and  sternly : — 

"  Here,  to  preserve  your  life,  you  must  ac 
cept  my  help.'* 

'*  My  Nurse !"  faintly  gasped  the  aflrighted 
Eva,  clenching  the  rope  with  one  hand,  and 
extending  the  other  towards  Norah. 

n3 


*";"W  peril  of  ,l„i„,, 
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Norah,  who,  pantmg  with  anxiety  and  pas- 
Bioo,  was  uttering  a  torrent  of  reproaches, 
mingled  with  vehement  supplications  to  be 
permitted  to  follow  her  honoured  Mistress. 

*^  Peace,  you  raving  fool ! — Peace,  Norah !" 
eriedThe  O'SuUivan,  as  he  actively  sprang 
among  his  seamen,  and  seized  her  arm ; 
''  what  do  you  fear,  or  want  7** 

""What  I  fear  is  no  matther.— What  I 
want  is  to  folly  the  light  o*  my  eyes,  an' 
tbe  joy  o'  my  heart,  who  you  boned*  from 
my  side,  you  ould  wicked  deludher!"— - 
screamed  Norah,  trembling  with  such 
anxiety  and  anger  as  to  forget  even  her 
Ubitual  awe  and  ancient  feelings  for  the 
bead  of  her  Clan. 

^'  Guide  her  up  the  rock !"  said  The 
O'SuUivan,  turning  to  Dan  Ck)nnell ;  and, 
iiaving  darted  one  stern  look  of  displea- 
sure on  the  agitated  Norah,  he  began  to 
re-ascend  it  quickly. 

In  obedience  to  tiiis  peremptory  order 
Dan,  with  a  thousand  bitter  reprimands 
to  his  sister,  carried  her  across  the  plank, 
and,  with  the  assistance  of  the  rope,  helped 
her  to  mount  the  stony  steps,   the  danger 

•  Seized. 
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•cf  which  exploit  alone  kept  down  hear 
impulse  to  abuse  the  whole  ship's  crew 
afresh.  But  this  desire  was  succeeded  by 
a  sensation  of  sickening  horror,  when,  ac- 
cidentally raising  her  eyes,  they  rested  on 
the  point  where  her  loved  Mistress  stood, 
still  as  a  statue,  and  in  fearful  silence 
grasping  the  shaft  of  a  stone  cross,  which, 
chiselled  in  the  rudest  manner,  was  reared 
as  a  station  for  prayer  at  the  jutting 
crag  on  which  Eva's  form,  poised  as  it 
wore,  and  unprotected  even  by  a  rail, 
overhung  the  foaming  ocean,  shrouded  like 
somethin<£  apparitional  amid  the  glittering 
clouds  of  spray  which  the  waves  dashed  high 
into  the  air. 

At  this  fearful  sight,  Norah  uttered  a 
despairing  shriek,  and  her  whole  frame 
worked  in  such  convulsed  earnestness  that^ 
were  it  not  for  the  iron  grasp  with  which  Dan 
Connell  held  her,  they  would  both  have  been 
precipitated  into  the  deep  sea. 

"  Whisht,  Norah !  whisht !  Blood  an 
furies,  woman,  don't  you  see  she's  safe?** 
cried  Dan  Connell,  directing  his  sister's 
distended  gaze  to  Eva  Dillon,  whose  waist 
at  this  moment   was   again   seized  by  The 


O'SuIIivan,  as  with  steadiness  and  skill  he 
proceeded  to  direct  her  steps  up  the  re- 
mainder of  the  irregular  stair,  which  led 
to  a  flat  plain,  consisting  of  about  three 
acres  of  ground,  in  the  middle  of  the  rocky 
island. 

"  Take  me  to  her  ! — take  me  to  her,  Dan, 
if  you  wouldn't  have  my  dying  curse!*' 
shrieked  Norah,  clutching  her  brother's  arm, 
&nd  giving  vent  to  her  affection  and  excited 
feelings  at  the  same  moment. 

"  Yarrah,  be  asy,  an'  I  will. — But  listen  to 
^e,  Norah :  if  you  an't  as  quiet  as  a  lamb 
^tis  minute.  111  tear  you  limb  from  limb,  an' 
bock  you  down  into  the  saa,  as  food  for 
fishes — so  1  will,  you  botheration !" 

In  obedience  to  this  fraternal  and  pacific 
avowal,  poor  Norah,  whose  senses  had  re- 
covered with  a  certainty  of  Eva's  safety,  pas- 
sively surrendered  herself  to  Dan's  guidance, 
and,  in  a  short  time,  weak,  trembling,  and 
exhausted,  she  set  her  feet  on  firm  ground, 
and  faintly  sobbing  forth — •'  The  blessed  God 
be  praised  !"  sank  into  the  embrace  of  Eva, 
who,  breaking  from  her  detainer,  rushed  to 
her  devoted  nurse,  and  strained  the  faithful 
creature  to  her  heart. 


eiice.      Til,.  „ 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


"  By  foroe  ihe  ihall  be  mine ; 
Or  defttiiy  if  f<mse  should  £ul,  aluJl  finiih  my  deeign- 
Besolved,  he  eaid.** 

Dbtiikv. 

"  Her  chill  was  at  her  heart ; — 
Till  grew  snch  certainty  from  that  sospenaey 
His  Teiy  sight  had  shock*d  from  life  or  sense." 

Btboh. 

"  But  neither  bended  knees,  pore  hands  held  np, 
Sad  sighs,  deep  groans,  nor  silyer-shedding  tears 
Could  penetrate." 

Shakspsabb. 


On  taking  an  eager  and  liasty  survey  of  the 
^rile  space  which  she  had  reached,  Eva 
Dillon  perceived  that  she  was  surrounded  by 
several  cells  or  small  chapels  dedicated  to 
different  Saints,  and  curiously  built  in  the 
ancient  Roman  manner,  being  constructed  of 
stone,  jointed  and  closed  without  either  mor- 
tar or  cement. 

The  heart  of  the  maiden  beat  with  a  pulsa- 
tion almost  audiblei  as,  seated  on  a  fragment 
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of  rock  near  the  arched  entrance  of  one  of 
those   chapels,   with    her    hand    locked  in 
Norah's  and  her  form  bent  forward  in  an 
attitude  of  expectation,  she  silently  watched 
with  breathless  fear  the  movements  of  The 
O'Sullivan,  who,  having  despatched  Connell 
to  the  Cutter,  now,  with  a  disordered  step, 
paced  the  ground  alone  at  a  short  distance, 
apparently  awaiting  the  return  of  his  confi- 
dant. 

Our  heroine,  in  an  impressive  whisper, 
had  conjured  her  nurse  to  forbear  from  irri- 
tating Murty  Oge  by  useless  words  or  wail- 
ings ;  and  poor  Norah,  ever  obedient  to  her 
Mistress,  and  repenting  her  recent  violence, 
sat  in  the  stillness  of  suspense  perfectly  silent, 
though  labouring  under  the  strongest  emo- 
tions which  can  agitate  the  human  breast. 

The  blood  curdled  in  £va's  veins  when 
suddenly  she  saw  The  O'SuUivan,  with  a  look 
that  bespoke  a  mind  worked  by  evil  passions, 
walk  towards  her.  The  roll  of  his  leering 
eye  was  far  more  alarming  and  offensive  to 
her  feelings  than  the  malignant  scowl  which 
lately  glared  from  it ;  and,  as  Eva  lifted  her 
pious  spirit  in  prayer  for  the  support  of 
Heaven,  she  knew  how  deeply  she  required 


THB  DEATH«FLA6.  281 

suck  aid.  Her  limbs  shivered  with  an  agita- 
tion that  compelled  her  to  lean  on  Norali's 
shoulder,  and  she  recoiled  involuntarily  from 
the  expression  of  The  O'Sullivan^s  features, 
when,  having  reached  the  rock  where  she  was 
seated,  he  seized  her  struggling  hand,  and 
with  a  sudden  boldness  and  audacious  admi- 
ration said, — 

^  Beautiful  girl !  you  must  forgive  me  if 
ungovernable  love  has  led  me  into  measures 
wbich  seem  harsh.  The  powerful  attraction 
^the  cruel  necessity  " — 

*^Stopr  cried  Eva,  raising  her  face,  which, 
QQtil  she  had  succeeded  in  conquering  the 
violence  of  her  feelings,  had  been  veiled  with 
W  hand — "Stop!    I   desire — I   command 

you ! " 

The  haughty  curl  of  the  lip  with  which 

die   pronounced  those  words   quivered   the 

next  instant   into   an   expression    of    utter 

misery,  and,  amidst  the  cruel  strife  of  feelings 

which  the  moment  brought,  the  full  quick 

accents  of  her  voice  merged  into  low  and 

broken  tones,  as  throwing  herself  breathlessly 

before  The  O'Sullivan  she  said  with  clasped 

hands  and  lifted  eyes  that  pleaded  through 

their  tears, — 


The  Chief  was  no 
guisli ;  but  mortified 
his  lorttly  euppliaot  li 
dark  brow,  and  with 
from  hia  previous  one, 
which  were  upraised 
said, — 

"Time  is  too  preci< 
words.  Within  that  i 
rites  shall  make  you 
Think  yourself  well  o^ 
your  dishonour ; — whom 
thmt" 

"  To  Sim  who  is  tht 
late !— My  soul  is  stron 
this  mountain  desert,  f 
than  yours  is  over  me.** 

As  those  words  pas 
whole   appearan'«'   "■-  - 
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The  O'SulIiyan  could  not  help  being  struck 
by  a  resolution  to  which  in  woman  he  was 
wholly  unaccustomed,  but,  scorning  to  shrink 
before  the  majesty  of  virtue,  he  ahnost  in- 
stantly exclaimed,  while  conflicting  feelings 
shot  from  his  gleaming  eye, — 

''  Your  better  course  would  be  to  bend  at 
once  to  what  you  can't  prevent,  for  now  ** — 

At  this  instant  Norah  at  once  recovering 
from  the  paralyzing  influence  of  terror  only 
to  exchange  it  for  a  sharper  feeling,  raised 
ber  face  and  showed  by  the  change  in  her 
countenance  what  fearful  struggles  had  been 
passing  through  her  mind.     The  play  of  the 
started  blood-vessels  might  be  seen  on  her 
brow ;    a  crimson  spot  had   settled  on  her 
cheek ;   her  dark  eyes  shone  with  lustrous 
excitement,  and  one  thick  lock  of  hair  which 
was  swept  across  her  temples  by  the  blast 
completed  the  witch-like  air  of  her  appear* 
ance,  when,  throwing  back  her  head  and  lift- 
ing upwards  her  expanded  eyes,  she  suddenly 
rushed  towards  the  Pirate-Chief  and  shrieked 
out,  as  she  grasped  his  arm, — 

"Murty  Oge  O'SuUivan,  listen  to  my 
words  an'  thremble! — If  you  do  hurt  or 
harum  to  that  angel  girl,  may  a  canker  ate 


1110   0'SiiHivair=   < 
iUi<I  lii>  [luweil'ul  liaiu 
aside  the  gripe  of  Nor 
up  and  down,  as,  after 
she  staggered  back  ai 
the  arms  of  the  afirighl 
.  No  one  who  has  not 
can  well  conceire  its  b 
O'SuIlivan  seemed   smi 
Norah  bad  vented  with 
that  gave  an  awful  dept 
A  superstitious  feeling  a 
moment  lie  stood  appa' 
glaring  upon  Eva  and  b 
trembling  on  their  formf 
as  the  stunning  effect 
imprecation   passed  awi 
with  a  step  of  suppressc 
and  bursting  into  a  de 
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of  stupefaction,  dow  suffered  himself  to  be 
hauled  up  the  rock  by  a  thick  rope  which, 
partly  coiled  about  his  ample  waist,  was 
vigorously  pulled  by  the  pirates  who  stood  on 
the  verge  of  the  plain  above.  The  nether 
limbs  of  the  unhappy  priest  were  held  by 
two  men  who  underneath  him  ascended  the 
stony  stairs,  and  as  his  outspread  arms  jerked 
with  every  twitch  of  the  rope,  his  Reverence's 
capacious  body  sprawled  about  in  a  most 
unseemly  manner,  much  after  the  fashion  of 
a  floundering  porpoise. 

Sundry  loud  ejaculations  of  dismay,  and 

injunctions   for  caution   no   less   grotesque, 

broke  from  Father  Syl  during  his  perilous 

transmigration ;  and  when,  at  length,  amid 

the  shouts  of  "  Heave  away  !  Ahoi !  ahoi !" 

which  burst  in  uproarious   merriment  from 

his  assistants,  he  was  landed  safe  on  terra 

JifTna,  his  rueful  visage  presented  an  image 

of  most  ludicrous  distress.     Rubbing  his  eyes 

with   one  hand,  flourishing  the  other  in  an 

oratorical  attitude,  and  uttering  a  whoop  of 

joy  for   deliverance   from  "  the   danger   he 

had  passed,**  his  Reverence  staggered  towards 

his  chief,  the  rope  which  trailed  after  him  by 

no  means  assisting  the  steadiness  of  his  gait. 


386 
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At  any  other  time,  Murty  Oge  cou 
have  viewed  this  exhibition  without  p 
laughter.  Now,  far  different  feelings  c 
him,  and,  muttering  a  sharp  rebuke 
silenced  the  mirth  of  the  Buccaneer 
even  a  little  sobered  Father  Syl,  The 
livan  assisted  him  to  navigate  his  wi 
the  interior  of  the  largest  of  the  CI 
which,  with  two  holy  wells  of  fresh 
that  spring  in  its  vicinity,  is  dedica 
St.  Michael  the  Archangel. 


» 
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CHAPTEE  XIII. 


SRAKfiFSABS. 

''So  dear  to  heaT'n  Ib  aaintlj  cKastity, 
That  when  a  sonl  is  found  sincerely  so, 
A<  thousand  liveried  angels  lackey  her, 
Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt." 

Milton. 

"Who's  there?    What— hoi" 

Hagbbth. 


The  gloom  of  eveniDg  was  ik>w  gathering 
itmod  the  lonely  Chapel.  In  an  agony  of 
tbought  which  neither  could  bide  from  the 
other,  and  with  hearts  too  full  for  speech, 
£7a  and  her  humble  friend  had  sat  a  long 
time  unmolested  by  the  Buccaneers,  who  one 
after  another  had  returned  to  the  Cutter. 
Dan  Connell  and  an  Irish  mountaineer 
belonging  to  that  tribe  of  daring  adventurers 


""'"g  baud  among 
"■Pwe,  in  conjunction 
"XW'M  of  banditti.  „h 
we  treat,  were  ge„ 
enterprising  chief.  l 
«"<i  extraordinary  „i 
f^'  we  describe  ' 
larour    with    The    q 

l»ri-  Hence  he  was, 
™  particulars  of  , 
mshed  to  conceal  as  n 
tte  main  body  of  his  1 
tme,  Conneli  and  his 
burned  to  and  fro  in  . 
orders  given  by  The  O 
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Father  Syl,  remained  inside  tlie  building, 
[latterly,  however,  all  bustle  had  subsided, 
ind  Connell  and  the  Rapparee,  stretched  on 
tbe  ground  at  a  little  distance  from  our 
lieroine,  rested  from  their  toil,  apparently  in 
sleep.  As  the  shades  of  night  approached, 
Eva,  who  had  watched  each  step  and  gesture 
of  those  men,  saw  them  start  from  their 
repose  and  walk  to  the  edge  of  the  cliff. 
There,  striking  fire  from  a  flint,  they  lit  a 
large  branch  of  a  fir-tree,  which,  prepared 
for  a  torch,  had  been  brought  with  other 
matters  from  the  ship. 

''She's  off  with  her  head  to  the  saa! 
Why,  thin,  Dan,  what  the  mischief  made  the 
Masther  send  the  '  Rose '  out  on  a  cruise 
to-night  ?''  half- whispered  the  Rapparee,  as  he 
upraised  the  blazing  torch,  and  fixed  his  eye 
upon  the  Gutter  of  the  Buccaneers,  which, 
after  making  a  few  heavy  pitches  through 
the  surf,  was  seen  steering  off  into  the  ocean 
towards  Dursey  Island. 

'*  For  raisons  past  your  reck'nin',  man ;  so 
hould  your  jaw,  you  limb  o'  the  divil,  an* 
hoise  the  light  into  the  Chapel ;  for  111  go 
bail.  Fader  Syl  is  as  sober  as  a  judge  by 
this  time,  an' '  ill  be  able  to  stand  as  firm  as 

VOL.  I.  Q 
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the  rock  o'  Casbel  while  he  Joes  the  hand' 
turn  we  want,  like  an  illigant  jewel  i?  i 
priest  as  he  is  !" 

Ev.i  ha'l  listened  breathlessly  ;  and,  as  thoa 
words  ivere  caught  by  her  and  Ntirah,  ibe; 
looked  upon  each  other -in  silent  dread,  am 
their  joined  hands  became  more  6rmly  claspe<i 
as  if  tliat  act  could  turn  aside  the  stroke  of  fab 

Connell  and  the  Rapparee,  bearing  lii 
lighted  torch,  had  entered  the  Chapel ;  and, » 
they  closed  its  low-arched  door,  Eva  Dillu 
laid  her  head  upon  her  nurse's  breast  i 
strong  and  helpless  emotion.  Large  tears  fd 
fast  from  Nurah's  eyes  while,  like  a  motlie 
watching  over  all  she  loves,  she  bent  he 
miserable  gaze  on  Eva.  Involuntarily  eh 
strained  her  closer  to  her  heart  j  and  as  sh 
looked  upon  the  lovely  girl,  and,  then  upo 
the  scene  around,  a  desolation  of  feeUDj 
seized  her  mtnd  too  great  for  utteranci 
While  each  appeared  to  be  thus  occupiei 
with  a  foreboding  of  something  near  axb 
dreadful  winch  musi  come  to  pass,  thei 
agitated  faces  showed  that  every  nerve  w« 
strained  to  catch  the  slightest  murmur,  ae  I 
their  doom  hung  on  it  There  were  qi 
sounds  except  the  ceaseless  dash  of  the  oce&fl 
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the  moanings  of  the  niglit-breeze  through 
the  caves,  and  the  echoes  of  hurried  footfalls 
and  mattered  words  within  the  Chapel.  The 
steps— the  whispers  suddenly  ceased  :  all  save 
the  winds  and  waves  were  silent,  and,  to  the 
excited  fancies  of  the  listeners,  the  stillness 
seemed  mjrsteriously  to  tell  of  coming  danger. 
Suddenly  that  boding  was  fulfilled ;  for,  on 
the  iostant,  the  chapel-door  flew  open,  and  The 
O'Sallivan  daringly  advanced  to  Eva,  and, 
uttering  a  few  broken  and  most  authoritative 
words,  bore  her  from  the  outstretched  arms 
of  her  nurse  into  the  interior  of  St.  Michael's 
Chapel. 

Norah   tried   to  speak,   but  the   accents 

died  inarticulately  on  her  lips ;  and  giving  a 

lengthened  moan,  that  seemed  to  issue  from 

her  inmost  soul,  she  made  a  sudden  effort 

and  rushed  into  the  Chapel.     The  door  was 

instantly  shut  by  Gonnell,  who  placed  himself 

as  Sentinel  outside  it ;  and  never  did  a  more 

impressive  picture  meet  the  view  than  that 

which  the  next  moment  revealed. 

On  a  coarse  stone  altar  lay  a  human  skull 
white  with  age,  and  above  it  hung  a  large 
rude  symbol  of  the  Crucifixion,  carved  in 
wood.   The  gigantic  Rapparee  stood  within  a 

o2 
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walled  recess  behind  those  objecta,  holilin^ 
his  burning  brciiid  aloft;  in  one  of  those  wildj 
attitudes  which  seem  natural  toa  mountiiineer,; 
Tiie  torchlight  fell  like  a  glory  over  the, 
Crucifix  and  skull,  and  shooting  far  beyond 
them,  threw  a  stream  of  rarliance  uj>oa  Eva, 
who,  in  hreatliless  desperation,  had  fallen 
her  knees  before  the  altar.  Her  face  wai 
pale  as  monumental  marble,  while  she  signett 
the  Cross  devoutly  on  her  breast;  her  eyei 
were  raised  in  speechless  agony  to  lieaven. 
and  her  full  lips  compressed,  as  if  to  master 
her  seiiBiitiuns.  The  fierce  blaze  of  the  torch 
glittered  over  her  white  drapery,  and  on  the, 
rich  tresses  of  dishevelled  hair  wliich  fell 
around  her  shoulderH  like  a  golden  veiL 
Fronting  her.  Father  Syl  stood  at  the  altar, 
with  an  open  missal  in  his  hands,  and,  being 
opposed  to  the  light  behind  him,  the  outline 
of  his  figure  cut  blackly  against  it,  while  his 
features  were  left  in  indistinctness.  Those  of 
TheO'Sullivau,  from  his  position,  were  given 
fully  to  the  view,  and  they  expressed  an 
almost  demoniacal  resolution,  when,  throw- 
ng  one  arm  round  Eva,  he  held  lorth 
the  other  as  a  silent  signal  to  begin  the  rites 
which  iiere  to  make  her  his  for  ever ! 
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Norah*8  feelings  were  wound  up  to  a  pitch 
that  numbed  the  power  of  utterance,  and,  as 
if  stricken  by  the  dread  importance  of  the 
moment,  she  sank  upon  the  ground  behind 
her  mistress. — ^Her  hands,  spread  forth  in 
all  the  silent  vehemence  of  passion,  trembled 
like  an  infant*s,  and  the  whole  of  her  counte- 
nance wore  such  a  hue  as  in  anything  living 
it  was  frightful  to  behold. 

The  rude  appearance  of  the  interior  of  the 
Chapel  made  the  group  still  more  impressive, 
and  when  the  priest  began  the  rite  of  mar- 
riage, the  hollow  echoes  which  gave  back  the 
words  increased  their  deep  solemnity.  They 
seemed  to  break  the  spell  of  terror  which  had 
rendered  Eva  apparently  almost  unconscious 
of  the  passing  scene,  for,  starting  to  her  feet, 
and  raising  her  figure  to  its  full  height,  she 
looked  firmly  on  the  priest,  and  unclosed  her 
lips ;  but  scarcely  had  a  word  escaped  them, 
ere  a  wild  shriek  passed  through  the  air,  which 
was  instantly  succeeded  by  a  rushing  sound 
and  total  darkness !  The  torch  had  been  ex- 
tinguished, and  the  mass-book  struck  to  the 
earth,  by  the  rapid  sweep  of  a  large  bird  that 
suddenly  flew  from  its  covert  in  the  walled 
recess,  and  with   a   savage  cry  rose  on  its 
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broad  flapping  wings,  and  sailed  away  doi 
the  middle  of  the  chapel.  Almost  at  tl 
same  instant,  Connell  rushed  in  confused 
from  his  watch.  The  opening  of  the  do 
admitted  a  faint  light,  guided  by  which,  D) 
bounded  to  his  master,  and  gave  a  haf 
whisper  in  his  ear,  which  seemed  to  act  < 
The  O'Sullivan  with  the  power  of  electrici 

"  The  cave !  the  cave !  **  were  the  or 
words  he  spoke,  but  their  purport  was  ful 
comprehended ;  for,  without  a  question,  Cc 
nell  eagerly  stooped  down,  while  The  O'Si 
livan  drew  Eva  to  one  side,  and  the  Rappai 
pulled  Norah  to  the  other,  where  Father  £ 
stood  crossing  himself  in  a  state  of  terror  a 
perplexity. 

The  ground  seemed  to  burst  open  to  1 
touch  of  Connell,  for  in  a  moment  an  aperti 
was  visible  beside  him.  Instantly  Dan  v 
upright  on  his  feet,  and,  catcliing  Eva  in  ] 
powerful  arms,  he  approached  the  edge 
the  trap-door  he  had  raised,  and  cautiow 
lowered  her  to  a  broad  slab  of  stone  soi 
yards  below  it,  which  formed  the  first  ol 
flight  of  steps  descending  to  the  chasm  tl 
yawned  beneath. 

With  less  care,  the  Rapparee  sprang  to  t 
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verge  of  the  abyss  with  Norah. — An  instant 
was  sufficient  to  swing  her  to  the  spot  where 
Eva  stood;  in  the  next^  the  trap-door  fell 
above  their  heads,  and  left  them  in  utter 
darkness. 


T, 


iwm     1,15    i,;,tcj| 

i^'  in  Us  ear  „ 

"e  cave!  the  c, 

•"■np^he^dedjfo,.;;^ 
fflofgerty  Stooped  j^ 

SeSr^ '■'-''" 

Tie  gro„„<, 
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y.  '-^"^  l»«de  him. 

^gbtonhisfeelia»d. 
Poverfal  anna.   I,. 
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misgivings,  they  whispered  their  fears,  as  if 
dreading  that  the  echoes  would  repeat  them. 
A  thrilling  pause  succeeded  the  last  words 
which  Norah  had  softly  uttered;   and  Eva 
Was  incoherently  considering  them,  when  she 
thought  she  saw  a  feeble  ray  of  light  pierce 
through  a  chink  of  the  rocks  below.     She 
P^ed  her  hand  across  her  eyes  as  if  to  gain 
durance  that  they  did  not  cheat  her  with  a 
^king  dream  ;  but  belief  was  immediately 
'^nfirmed  by  Norah's  perception  of  the  same 
object.     In  a  few  minutes,  the  distant  light 
%reased  to  a  faint  glow,  and  it  was  now 
Evident  that  it  had  been  waved  behind  a  rude 
I^rtition  of  stones  and  wood,  which  ran  along 
the  further  end  of  a  spacious  cave.     When 
the  light  had  reached  the  entrance  to  this  in- 
ter portion  of  the   cavern,  it  became  quite 
stationary,   and  shooting   its  rays  obliquely 
round  a  projection  of  rock,  made  "darkness 
visible." 

As  scarcely  any  change  could  render  her 
situation  worse,  Eva,  as  she  glanced  timor- 
ously about,  determined  to  go  down  into 
the  cave,  and  silently  signifying  her  intention 
to  Norah,  they  commenced  their  descent  in 
breathless  observation.   The  uncertain  gleam, 

o3 
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which,  like  r  moonlight  hnze,  pervaded  I 
cavern,  cluthed  every  object  with  a  sort  of  | 
feurful  mystery.  Still  Eva  Dillou  walked  on  j 
through  the  mist  with  noiseless  steps,  and  in  i 
profound  silence,  until  she  reached  the  centre  i 
of  the  cave,  where  stopping,  witii  finger  oa  I 
lip,  slie  giLzed  around.  ' 

The  whole  place  was  strewed  with  variou*  i 
contrahand  goods,  and  one  glance  sufficed. , 
to  "show  that  it  was  a  secret  receptacle  for' 
the  concealment  of  prohibited  artlcleB  ioi-', 
ported  by  the  Pirates  in  their  wild  anl 
haziirdous  traffic. 

A  long  convulsive  moan,  which,  like  & 
melancholy  wind,  swept  through  the  cavern^ 
made  Eva  start,  and,  dropping  her  arm,  shv 
exchanged  an  alarmed  glance  with  Norah, 
and  stood  as  moveless  as  a  statue  in  th? 
midst  of  the  wide  space  through  which  the 
echoes  rolled. 

The  next  instant,  a  vision  seemed  to  rise 
at  tile  extremity  of  the  cave,  which  seized  her 
heart  with  such  amaze  and  terror,  that  it 
scarcely  beat.  From  behind  the  projecting 
rock  a  female  figure  suddenly  appeared,  bear* 
ing  a  lamp,  which  cast  pale  gleams  where  iti 
reflections  fell,  but  left  the  centre  and  the 
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3Bite  extremity  of  the  spacious  cavern  in 
le. 

L  ooq)6e  in  its  grave-clothes  could  not 
c  more  white  than  did  this  spectral  form, 
in  the  light  of  the  lamp  it  carried,  it 
^ed  slowly  forward,  as  noiselessly  as 
igh  it  were  a  disembodied  spirit  Sud- 
ly  the  figure  stopped,  and,  starting  back 
16  paces,  raised  its  hand  to  concentrate  the 
it  that  now  shone  through  the  transparent 
;er8  of  the  fragile  being,  from  whose  eyes 
eadly  brightness  glared,  which  was  not 
nation,  as  they  strove  to  pierce  the  shadows 
he  cave. 

[he  returning  blood  which  suddenly  sprantJ^ 
k  to  Eva's  heart  restored  her  from  the 
[ibing  influence  of  horror  and  astonishment 
ch  had  enchained  her;  and,  uttering  a 
pressed  shriek,  which  was  faintly  echoed 
the  distant  figure,  she  rushed  into  the 
snded  arms  of — Edith  0*M oore ! 
Jo  throb— no  pressure,  answered  Eva's 
p ;  the  form  which  lay  upon  her  heaving 
i8t  gave  not  the  slightest  sign  of  life,  and 
lid  have  fallen  but  for  her  support. 
Jorah,  flying  to  her  mistress,  lifted  up  the 
p,  which,  though  dashed  to  the  ground,  was 
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utiextinguished,  and  holding  it  in  her  trem— 
bliiifi  hands,  a  few  muniiured  worck  oC^ 
terrified  amaze  escaped  her  lips.  As  if  ths 
Toic«  aroused  her,  Eva,  with  a  wild  starts 
upraised  her  heiid,  and  veheuieutly  shook  asidv 
the  gulden  tresses  nhich  h.ul  mingled  wiUbu 
the  raven  ones  of  Edith. 

The  agony  that  greiv  apon  the  maiden'o^ 
features  as  she  bent  them  on  the  senselestf 
form,  whose  luxuriuut  hair  fell  over  thtf 
white  arm  which  pillowed  a  bloodIe£s  cheeky  ll 
told  the  wordless  workings  of  her  souL. 
In  equal  silence,  and  iu  nearly  equal  grie^ 
the  nurse  upheld  the  solitary  lamp  whieb. 
flickered  its  rays  upon  the  child-like  beautf 
of  Eva,  and  the  almost  spiritual  lovelinefls  of 
E^ith,  at  the  same  time  throwing  a  broad 
light  over  the  sallow  countenance  of  Norafa, 
whose  keen,  deep  eyes  flashed  earnestly  be- 
neath the  white  kerchief  that  covered  her 
forehead  ;  and,  as  the  little  group  thus  stood, 
amidst  the  darkness  of  the  Pirates'  Cav^  it 
was  in  fine  contrast  to  the  scene  around. 

"  She  isn't  dead,  dear  child ;  she  isn't  dead," 
murmured  Norah,  recovering  her  self-posaeB- 
sion  as  she  met  tbe  wild  inquiring  gaze  of 
Eva. 
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Then,  having  placed  the  lamp  upon  the 
floor,  she  gently  took  the  fainting  Edith  in 
her  arms^  and,  hiying  her  on  the  ground, 
tried  to  restore  suspended  life  bjr  chafing 
the  temples  of  the  drooping  head  which 
rested  on  her  lap. 

Eva  knelt  down  beside  her  friend,   and 
clasping  in  her   own  the  small  thin  hand 
^which  fell  listlessly    upon  the   earth,   she 
Applied  her  finger  to  its  feeble  pulse,  and, 
in  speechless  agony,  watched  the  irregular 
heatings.     Her    whole    frame   shook    with 
the  tide  of  feeling,   while  her  eye  passed 
slowly  over  the  fearful  change  that  misery 
had    wrought    upon    the   form   which,   so 
short  a  time  before,  was  clothed  in  youth 
and  beauty  radiant  as  her  own.     How  ap- 
palling was  the  contrast    now !     The   eye, 
once  eloquently  bright,  was  closed  in  marble 
stillness,  and   its  black  lashes  rested  on   a 
cheek  as  cold  and  white  as  snow.     The  brow 
where    intellect    had     sat    enthroned    was 
marked  with  care ;  the  rich  colour  of  tlie 
lips   had   fled,   and   they   were    parted,    as 
though   some  voiceless  words  had  withered 
in  the  utterance.     The  thrilling  sweetness 
of  the  tongue  was  mute,  and,  except  the  fine 
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dark  hair  that  fell  around  the  neck  of  Edith 
O'Moore,  all  was  changed  from  expanding 
loveliness  to  premature  deciy.  Still,  though 
blighted,  stie,  like  the  flower  that  benda 
beneath  the  blast,  whs  beautiful — exquisitely 
beautiful- — in  her  decline. 

The  6rst  stunning  moments  of  dismay  had 
wholly  unstrung;  the  mind  and  nerves  of 
Eva  Dillon  ;  but  her  look  of  horror  gradu* 
ally  softened  as  it  rested  on  her  friend  ;  and 
at  length,  while  large  bright  drops  fell  from 
her  eyes  upon  the  marble  countenance  beneath 
them,  she  murmured,  in  a  low  and  shuddering 
voice,  "  Who  ?  wliat  has  wrought  this  ruin! 
— My  friend,  my  sister  1" 

The  long  convulsive  sigh  that  gasped  those 
words  was  echoed  ;  and  in  another  moment 
Kdith  unclosed  her  eyes,  and  looked  up 
fixedly  upon  the  face  that  hung  in  anguiab 
over  her. 

Wliat  a  world  of  feeling  there  was  in  that 
wretched  gaze !  The  heart  of  each  swelled 
almost  to  bursting,  and  neither  could  expnn 
her  labouring  thoughta.  Every  object  swam 
before  the  Ijewildered  senses  of  Edith,  yet  ebe 
broke  the  silence  Brst,  as,  scarcely  restored  to 
consciousness,  she  stared  around  the  cvre. 
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and  gasped    fordi  in  a  deep  and    hollow 
voice— 

"The  trap-door  fell;  was  it  my  jailer,  or 
--ob,  God !  it  was !  it  is  my  Eva/  sobbed 
the  exhausted  sufferer  in  an  altered  tone, 
and  with  a  convulsiye  sigh,  which,  the  next 
moment,  was  succeeded  by  a  burst  of  tears, 
^  she  buried  her  agitated  features  on  the 
bosom  of  her  friend. 

''  Yes,  yes !  my  own  dear  Edith,  I  am  here — 
^ven  here  /"  Eva's  voice  faltered :  the  chok- 
^Hgs  of  her  agony  completely  overcame  her, 
^nd,  bending  down  her  face,  she  hung  in 
%ileDce  upon  Edith's  neck.  A  touch  from 
^orah  recalled  her  scattered  thoughts. 
Checking  her  terrible  emotion,  Eva  raised 
her  face,  and,  as  a  faint  smile  flitted  over  it, 
she  said — 

**  Spare  yourself  and  me,  beloved  friend  ; 
1  am  with  you — ^Norah,  too,  is  here.  How 
we  came  I  will  explain  hereafter ;  but  this 
is  no  place  to  talk  or  stay  in  :  we  will 
escape.  Cheer  up— speak  up — dear  sister  of 
my  heart.  There,  lean  upon,  and  let  me 
comfort  you !" 

The  soft  accents  of  that  well-known  voice 
fell  sweetly  on  the  ear  of  Edith ;  and,  rais- 
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kept  concealed ;  and  then  in  a  low,  trembling 
aeceot  Edith  said,  '^I  must,  therefore, 
speak." 

"  If  it  will  relieve  your  mind,  and  that 
you  insist  upon  it,  do  so,  dearest;  but  be 
brief— very  brief^  and,  I  beseech  you,  let 
yoar  voice  not  rise  beyond  a  whisper,"  was 
Eva's  tremulous  rejoinder. 

We  need  not  detail  the  memorable  con- 
Tenation  that  ensued  between  the  agitated 
parties,  for,  were  we  to  record  their  mutual 
disclosures,  we  should  only  recapitulate  the 
sad  events  which  are  already  chronicled  in 
the  preceding  pages. 


CHAPTER 


"  But  when  they  met  they  xnade  a 
And  glar'd  like  angry  lions  as  th 
And  wiBh'd  that  er'ry  look  mi^ 


"  It  of 
To  haye  what  we  would  have,  wi 
mean." 


While  the  preceding  8c< 
in  the  Cave,  a  very  diflFerent  < 
another  part  of  the  Great  SI 
Dan  Connell  stood  as  Sen 
Michael's  Chapel,  the  glarii 
first  revealed  the  near  app 
armed  men,  who,  having  dii 
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which  there  was  but  one  chance  of  escaping, 

Connell,  as  we  have  mentioned,  rushed  into 

the  Chapel,  and  by  timely  warning  enabled 

the  Chieftain  to  conceal  his  victims  in  the 

Ca?e  and  to  reco?er  his  coolness,  before  tha 

persons  who  had  caused  so  much  alarm  came 

sufficiently  dose  to  allow  him  to  scan  their 

iaces.    The  O'SuUivan,  having  given  a  brief 

order  to  Father  Syl  and   his  companions, 

placed  himself  alone  upon  the  threshold  of 

the  Chapel-door,  and  fixed  his  eye  intensely 

On  the  foremost  of  the  advancing  group.     As 

he  did  so,  the  flash  of  the  torch  that  leader 

held    revealed    the    features   of Lord 

Ogilvie ! 

The  man  The  O'SuUivan  hated  stood 
before  him,  yet  though,  at  the  unexpected 
sight,  his  breath  came  short  and  thick,  he  still 
retained  his  self-command,  which — as  he 
looked  upon  his  Lordship's  men,  and  remem- 
bered the  provoking  absence  of  his  brave 
Buccaneers  who  had  sailed  in  the  Cutter — 
he  felt  was  indispensable.  Forcing  his 
countenance  to  assume  a  grim  smile,  he 
therefore  said — affecting  to  consider  the  hold 
which  our  hero  had  taken  of  his  arm  as  a 
friendly  grasp — 


:/ 


I 


I 


^_ — ^  ♦.  iLii  ins  II 
with  l)itter  einj)h<isis,  repl 
sharply  round,  with  ill-supj 

**  I  am  here,  Sir,  on  no  o 
those  of  strong  suspicion; 
to  suppose  you  accessory  to 
pearance  of  Miss  Dillon  i 
Bretagne,  and  am  come  to 
fathom  your  intentions,  ar 
them." 

'*  There  is  one  great  ohsta 
Murty  Oge,  after  a  pause, 
plain  sailing,  shore-work  is 
can  gi?e  you  no  intelligence 
you  have  named.  I  am  her 
fessor  and  some  favourite  C 
form  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
This  chapel  is  our  first  stati 
added  The  O'SuUivan,  throwi 


TDK  0EATH-FLAO.  309 

lely  open,  **  you  may  see  my  only  com- 
Qions  preparing  their  souls  as  busily  as  if 
ey  were  about  to  steer  into  the  other  world." 
The  quick  eyes  of  Lord  Ogilvie  glanced 
rer  the  figures  of  Father  Syl,  the  Rapparee, 
id  Dan  Connelly  as,  by  the  light  of  his 
trch,  he  beheld  them  kneeling  at  the  altar 
inking  their  breasts  and  volubly  repeating 
icir  Pater  Nosters. 

The  struggle  with  himself  was  strong  in 
he  bosom  of  our  hero ;  and,  having  paused  a 
Qou)ent,  as  if  to  repress  the  anxiety  depicted 
•n  every  feature  of  his  countenance^  he  said, 
rith  cool  asperity — 

''I  wish  not  to  intrude  upon  devotions 
^hich,  I  doubt  not,  previous  sins  have  ren- 
ered  requisite;  I  only  want  one  question 
isirered — Where  is  Eva  Dillon  ?  " 

''  What !  is  not  my  word  sufficient  ?  and 
i?e  I  not  told  your  Lord^^hip  that  I  cannot 
iswer  that  inquiry  ?  "  returned  the  Pirate- 
liieftain,  proudly, while  anger  struggled  with 
ssimulation  in  his  eye ;  ^^  but  perhaps  the 
X  cargo  you  seek,  my  Lord,  is  stowed 
long  these  rocks,  and  a  keen  look-out  may 
id  it.  Connell ! "  suddenly  cried  The 
'Sullivan,    with    emphasis    and    sarcasm, 


SIO 


"  leave  Fatlier  Syl  to  tell  yourT 
to  the  Virgin,  and  come  and  ]>lay  j 
my  Lord  Ogilrie  in  dodging  along  f 
with  hii  men,  in  search  of  a  prize." 

"  No  Bomer  eaid  than  done ! "  cried  i 
jocund  Dan,  toanng  away  his  beads  i 
springing  to  tie  fe^  with  a  grin  of  inte 
gence.      "  I  H  go  bail  I  'm  the  boy  t 
turn  the  world  topsy  turry,  inside  out,  to  i 
what  you  bid,  Sir ;  an*  if  I  don't,  may  I ' 

"  Cease,  buffoon ! "  cried  Ogilvie,  wha,  a**;  ' 
ing  merely  on  euspicion,  and  without  M^l 
data  beyond  a  vague  rumour  to  guide  hi> 
actions,  t'elt  how  difficult  a  part  he  had 
undertaken  to  perform.  Tben  turning  to 
JUurty  Oge,  he  said,  with  a  fixed  deter- 
miuatioQ  in  his  looks"- 

"  Sir,  if  you  deal  falsely  with  me,  you  will 
take  the  consequences.  To  commence  a 
search  through  this  wild  place  by  night,  and 
under  the  guidance  of  your  minion^  sa^ 
pecting,  as  I  do,  that  you  know  more  of  Mis* 
Dillon's  fitte  than  you  are  willing  to  allow, 
M'ould  be  the  height  of  folly.  At  daybreak 
I  and  my  trusty  men  will  search  throagh 
every  cranny  of  these  rocks,  and,  if  Miss 

•  A  rosary. 
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Dillon  be  among  them,  she  will  surely  be 
discovered.  Meanwhile,  you  can  pursue  the 
de?oti(m8  which  you  tell  me  I  have  inter- 
rupted ;  but,  as  some  yearnings  of  suspicion 
lurk  within  my  mind.  Sir,  you  will  not  be 
surprised  to  learn  my  determination  to  con> 
fine  you  and  your  followers  within  this  Chapel 
for  the  night ; — ^I  and  my  men  will  be  your 
body-guard  outside,"  added  Lord  OgUvie, 
with  a  smile  of  bitter  irony. 

^'Your  lordship's  consideration  and  for- 
bearance are  extraordinary/'  returned  Murty 
Oge,  in  a  scoffing  tone,  and  turning  ghastly 
with  rage;  "but  this — *' 

The  O'Sullivan  had  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
cutlass,  and  the  unblenching  courage  which 
formed  a  contrast  to  his  many  vices  was  on 
tbe  point  of  urging  him»  despite  of  quad- 
rupled  numbers,   to  attack  his  foes,  when 
Connell  adroitly  arrested  his  master's  arm, 
and,  contriving  to  glare  a  furtive  glance  of 
deepest    meaning    on   The   O'SuUivan,    he 
stepped  before  him,  and,   confronting  Lord 
Ogilvie,  thrust  his  hands  into  his  waistcoat 
pockets,  and  curled  his  nose  into  a  ludicrous 
expression,  as,  with  a  profound  bow  to  the 
group  outside  the  chapel,  he  jocularly  said, — 
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KoTS  I.    See  page  86. 

On  the  19th  of  AugoBt,  1745,  the  Marquis  of  TnlliUr- 
^  onfiirled  the  standard  of  CHiarles  Edward  Stuart  on  a 
iDttll  mound  in  the  centre  of  the  secluded  yallej  of  Glen- 
^i^uian.  Supported  by  a  man  at  each  side,  he  held  the  staff 
ontQ  the  manifesto  and  commission  were  read.  Both  were 
^ted  at  Rome,  December,  1743.  The  standard  was  made 
of  bine,  white,  and  red  silk,  and  when  displayed  was  twice 
uie  size  of  an  ordinary  pair  of  colours :  on  a  white  space  in 
^  centre  of  it  was  inscribed  the  famous  motto—"  Tandem 


Note  II.    See  page  92. 

"Hie  most  ancient  family  of  Airlie  traces  its  descent  from 

y^^ncan,  son  of  Indechiraich,  Thane  of  Angus,  who  flourished 

***  the  early  part  of  the  10th  century.     Gilbert  de  Ogilvie, 

^^^d  Earl  of  Angus,  assumed  his  surname  from  the  lands 

^^  Ogilvie,  of  which,  together  with  those  of  Pourin  and 

fyiieithin,  he  obtained  a  charter  from  King  William  the 

^n,  and  was  the  common  ancestor  of  this  family,  of  the 

^Is  of  Findlater  and  Seafield,  of  the  Barons  Banff,  and  of 

^^ous  other  families  of  Ogilvie,  seated  in  different  parts  of 

^tland. 

X)avid  Lord  Ogilvie,  the  hero  of  the  preceding  pages,  joined 
l^nce  Charles  Edward  Stuart  in  1745 ;  on  which  occasion 
^  brought  with  him  a  regiment  of  six  hundred  men,  chiefly 

VOL.  I.  ^ 
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of  his  own  name  and  family,  for  whicli  he  was  attainted  I7 
Act  of  Parliament. 

After  the  battle  of  CuUoden,  he  effected  his  escape  to  Fnnoe, 
and  there,  getting  the  command  of  a  regiment  called  **  OgiMet,* 
rose  to  the  rank  of  lieutenant-general. 

Attachment  to  the  House  of  Stuart  seems  to  have  ben 
hereditary  in  the  noble  race  of  Airlie,  as  the  eldest  son  of  the 
third  earl  (James  Lord  Ogilvie)  engaged  in  the  RehellioD 
of  1715,  and  was  forfeited  by  Act  of  Parliament  in  his  father^ 
lifetime ;  but  afterwai:ds  obtained  a  pardon,  and  diedin  173L 
— Scots  Peerage^ 


Nora  III.    See  page  1&8; 

The  following  is  a  translation  of  the  original  Protest  d 
Charles  Edward  Stuart,  which  was  penned  in  French,  and 
was  presented  to  the  members  of  the  Congress  held  it 
Aix-la-Chapelle  in  1748. 

"  Protest. 

"  Charles  P.  R. 

**  Charles  Prince  of  Wales,  Regent  of  Great  Britain,  Ac— 
To  all  the  Kings,  Princes,  Bepublios,  Ac. — Nobody  if 
ignorant  of  the  Hereditary  Right  of  our  Royal  House  to  the 
Throne  of  Great  Britain.  It  is  needless  to  enter  into  a  det^ 
of  it  here.  All  Europe  is  instructed  ¥rith  the  troubles  whki 
have  so  often  harassed  these  kingdoms,  and  with  the  wrangi 
which  we  have  experienced.  It  knows  that  no  lenglli  et 
time  can  alter  the  constitution  of  that  country,  nor  Umt 
one  contrary  to  its  fundamental  laws.  It  could  not 
astonishment  see  us  remain  silent,  when  the  powers  at 
are  holding  an  assembly  for  peace,  which  might,  withoat 
gard  to  the  justice  of  our  cause  (in  which  every  soveivign 
power  is  interested),  statute  and  stipulate  articles  prejudioial 
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to  our  int^ftsts,  mud  to  ihote  of  Um  miljeoto  of  our  most 
hoDoaftd  Lord  and  Father. 

''Fbr  theae  oannsy  ttid  anthoriaed  bf  the  mauajfim  of  om 
moft  hoDoured  Gimndfittfier,  apdcrfont'  nwt  hoDonred  Fathir 
«Qd  Lofd,  we»  both  in  the  natne  of  ow  most  hoDoared 
WwtitBt  and  Loid,  who  has  g|Teti  to  ot  hit  Ml  powers  ihcoB* 
fimiBg  to  M  the  Begency  of  his  Kingdomfl,  end  in  onr  own 
tnd  private  name  as  natonl  heir  of  thftt  Crown,  piotestyfai  the 
Qunner  the  most  solemn,  and  in  the  best  fDnn  that  may  be 
■aid,  done,  or  stipulated  in  the  assembly  which  is  presently 
held  at  Aix-la-Chapelle,  or  in  any  other  assembly  which  may 
be  held  in  consequence  of  it  in  any  place  whatsoever,  to  the 
prejudice  and  diminution  of  the  lawful  Bights  of  our  most 
honoured  Father  and  Lord,  of  our  own,  of  the  Princes  or 
Princesses  that  are  or  will  be  bom  of  our  Royal  House. 

*"  We  protest  in  the  like  manner  against  all  oonventioBB 
that  may  be  stip«dated  in  the  said  assembly,  m  far  as  thsjr 
shall  be  contrary  to  engagiements  already  entered  into  by  us. 
We  declare  by  these  presoits  that  we  regard^  and  will 
always  regard,  as  null  and  void  and  of  no  effect  e?erything 
that  may  be  statuted  or  stipulated  which  may  tend  to  the 
aeknowledginent  of  any  other  person  whatsoever  as  Sovereign 
of  the  Kingdom  of  Great  Britain  besides  the  person  of  the 
Most  EQgh  and  Most  Excellent  Prince,  Jsmes  the  Third,  our 
most  honoured  Lord  and  Father,  and  in  default  of  him  the 
person  of  the  nearest  heir,  agreeably  to  the  fundamental  laws 
of  Great  Britain.  We  declare  to  all  the  subjects  of  our  moat 
hoDOoxed  Lord  and  Father,  and  more  particularly  to  those 
who  have  given  us  recently  shiniog  proofs  of  their  attaoh- 
ment  to  the  interests  of  our  Royal  Family,  and  to  the  pri- 
niitiTe  constitution  of  their  country,  that  nothing  shall  ever 
alter  the  lively  and  sincere  love  which  our  birth  inspires  us 
with  for  them ;  and  that  the  Just  gratitude  which  we  have 
for  their  fidelity,  zeal,  and  courage  shall  never  be  effaced 
from  our  heart.  That  so  far  from  listening  to  any  proposi- 
tion that  tends  to  destroy  and  weaken  the  indissoluble  ties 
which  unite  us,  we  look,  and  always  will  look,  upon  ourselves 
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as  under  the  most  intiinaie  and  indispenMble  oUigitkQ  tote 
oonstADlly  attentive  to  all  tliat  which  may  oontribiiteto 
their  happiness,  and  that  we  shall  he  always  ready  to  ipH 
the  very  last  drop  of  blood  to  deliver  them  from  a  foni^i 
yoke.  We  protest  and  declare  Uiat  no  defects  whidi  may  te 
in  this  present  Protestation  shall  hurt  or  prejudice  oar  Bap^ 
House ;  and  we  reserve  to  ourselves  all  our  rigjitsaodactkoii 
which  shall  remain  safe  and  entire. 

*'  Given  at  Paris  this  16th  day  of  July,  1748. 

"C.P.R.* 


Note  lY.    See  page  154. 

In  allusion  to  these  political  ensigns,  we  subjoin  the  fol- 
lowing curious  and  amusing  anecdote  from  a  rare  manuscript, 
written  by  the  celebrated  Right  Rev.  Robert  Foibea,  Kshop 
of  Orkney,  and  called  '  The  Lyon  in  Mourning.* — "  In  the 
morning  of  Tuesday,  Dec.  20th,  1748,  the  Lyon,  the  crest  cf 
the  Scots  Arms,  placed  above  the  outer  entry  of  the  Pteriift- 
ment  House  in  Edinburgh,  was  found  dressed  in  a  white  wig 
and  blue  bonnet,  with  a  large  white  cockade  on  one  of  the 
sides  of  the  bonnet.    When  this  was  reported  to  the  magi^ 
tmtes,  they  ordered  a  party  of  the  town  guard,  under  the 
command  of  one  of  the  captains,  to  march  up  to  the  Parlia- 
ment close,  and  to  pull  down  the  blue  IxMmet  and  the  wig. 
For  that  purpose  a  ladder  was  got,  but  the  person  who  went 
up  the  ladder  could  not,  with  all  his  strength,  pull  off  the  wig 
and  bonnet,  they  having  been  well  cemented  to  the  LloQ^ 
head:  upon  which  he  told  the  capUiu  that  it  behoved  to 
have  a  knife  to  cut  them  off.    It  being  some  time  before  a 
knife  could  be  ^ot,  the  mob  (a  very  numerous  one)  cried 
several  times  *  Huzza !   huzza !   the  blue  bonnet  has  won  the 
day  for  ever !'     With  the  help  of  a  knife  the  business  mt  lilt 
was  made  out.     In  the  foresaid  morning  it  was  likewise  ob- 
served that  the  eyes  of  the  picture  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland 
(drawn  upon  each  side  of  a  sign-post  at  the  Crown  Tmveni, 
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in  the  entry  of  the  Parliament  clofle)  had  heen  scraped  out ; 
npoD  this  the  mob  of  Edmbnigh  had  a  witty  saying,  viz.  — 
'  That  Cmnberland  had  gratten  out  baith  his  een,  to  see  the 
LyoD  better  bnaked  than  himself.'    In  the  erening  of  the  said 
day,  t  kige  bonfire  was  kindled  on  that  point  of  Salisbary 
Gn%i  which  ia  exactly  <^ypoeite  to  the  castle  of  Edinburgh 
11k  boDfire  flamed  briskly  for  more  than  three  hooiB,  and 
Kvend  persona  were  seen  dancing  and  skipping  loond  it. 
The  bonfire  was  seen  by  the  inhalntants  of  Edinburgh,  Leith, 
ttd  the  places  adjacent.     Throughout  the  whole  night  of 
the  Mid  day,  December  20th,  all  the  streets  of  Edinburgh 
*ere  crowded  with  cabals  and  processions  of  people,  inasmuch 
thatitwas  dai^erous  for  a  red  coat  to  appear  in  any  street. 
IWre  was  one  company,  consisting  of  about  40  ot  50,  who 
iBuched  in  great  order  down  all  the  Canon  gate  to  the  Abbey- 
gate,  most  of  them  being  dressed  in  blue  bonnets  with  white 
^o^ades,  and  in  tartan  cloths.    They  marched  up  the  Canon- 
9k  again  in  the  same  order  as  they  had  marched  down,  one 
^ttidiing  on  the  head  of  them,  and  another  inmiediately  at 
^  back,  and  all  the  rest  adTancing  in  their  seyeral  ranks, 
*^  a  proper  distance  from  each  other.    In  the  centre  they  had 
^(e  colours  displayed,  the  tope  of  the  standards  being 
deiM  with  ribbons  flying  like  streamers  of  a  ship.    They 
hnzzaed  several  times  in  their  marching  up  and  down.    No 
riot  or  squabble  happened  in  any  of  the  streets  of  Edinburgh 
"^'('Qghout  that  whole  night.    It  is  likewise  worth  remarking, 
^  in  the  morning  of  Jmie  10th  (Friday),  1748,  a  large 
'^te  Rose  was  seen  fixed  in  the  paw  of  the  aforesaid  Lion, 
^detachment  of  the  town-guard  was  ordered  to  pull  down  the 
'^  and  ProTost  Drummond  honoured  the  action  with  his 
P*^6aenoe.    Several  of  the  soldiers  struck  the  rose  (it  was  of 
P^r  of  cambric)  with  polls  and  Lochaber-axes  ;  but  to  no 
P^n^  and  at  eveiy  stroke  the  mob  huzzaed  :  at  last  a  ladder 
''^^ed  to  be  got,  and  the  man  who  went  up  the  ladder 
loond  enough  of  difficulty  to  pull  the  Rose  out  of  the  Lyon's 
1*^1  for  it  was  strongly  fixed  and  wrapped  about  with  bra-ss 
wire." 
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Note  V.    See  page  166. 

In  December  1743,  Gardinal  de  Teiicln  doipiftoi 
meesenger  to  the  Young  Pretender  at  Rome,  to  aoqnafa 
of  the  preparations  made  to  inrade  Britain,  and  denie 
oome  immediately  to  Paris.  The  messenger  arrived  b 
on  one  of  the  last  days  of  December,  giving  out  that  i 
going  to  hunt  the  boar,  as  he  used  to  do  every  season, 
prince  left  Rome  very  privately  on  the  0th  of  Jannai 
rode  post  to  Genoa,  where  he  embarked  in  a  feluoc 
proceeded  by  Monaco  to  Antibes,  where  he  got  sgi 
ikorseback,  and  rode  to  Paris  to  see  Marshal  Saxe  a 
general  officers  appointed  to  serve  under  him  in  theesp 
to  England.  Gharies,  according  .to  the  testimony  • 
Gbambers,  **  never  was  heard  to  express  any  satisfiiol 
account  of  the  numerous  victories  which  France  gain 
England  during  this  unfortunate  war.  He  either  affe 
did  feel  as  a  Briton,  and,  considering  the  honour  < 
coimtry  as  his  own,  regretted  every  incident  which  tei 
degrade  her  in  the  eyes  of  Europe.  He  even  expresse 
self  in  this  manner  to  the  royal  family,  and  never  pa 
any  Frenchman  to  follow  the  bent  of  his  nature  in  his  pi 
by  depreciating  the  English,  without  extorting  some  rei 
upon  the  French,  which  at  once  silenced  him.' 
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CHAPTER   I. 

Byentfiil  day  1  bow  hast  thoa  cshang'd  my  state  I** 

Douglas. 

Virtae  is  bold,  and  goodnees  never  fearful." 

Shakbfbabe. 

**  Oh  I  ye  immortal  gods,  again  within  his  power  I 
Thien  flBurewell  Hope  !*'  Lanotov. 

**  DespVate  to  the  last,  he  partially  succeeds." 

Addison. 

Just  be  said  and  led  by  me,-  Masther  achree ! 
^^*  I'll  lay  my  life  well  get  out  o'  this 
^*irouble,  an'  gim  my  Lord  Ogilvie  a  kick  in 
^i^  gallop,  afore  as  many"  hours  run  away  as 
'^^  Ve  fingers  an'  toes ;"  cautiously  whispered 
'^-'an  Connell  in  his  most  conciliating  tone, 
^^.  twitching  The  O'Sullivan's  sleeve,  he 
^Udeavoured  to  calm  that  species  of  mental 
^^^itation  which  Byron  has  emphatically  de- 
nominated **  silent  rages." 

VOL.  IL  B 
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'*  How  the  devil  can  we  do  that  ?  "  askod 
Murty  Oge,  in  the  suppressed  voice  of  one  wb 
was  struggling  with  intense  passion.  Haveal 
you  thrust  me  into  this  fc^-bank  of  a  Chap4 
and  forced  me  to  sculk  from  my  foes,  when  I 
might  have  made  sail  and  beat  them  ?  Bf 
the  soul  of  my  Father,  I'll  face  the " 

'*  Masther !  Masthor !  only  lend  me  yov 
ear  afore  you're  a  dead  man  intirely;*-* 
Och !  if  you  care  a  sthraw  for  your  thrue-bon 
fosther-brother,  or  for  your  own  good,  stop 
awhile  till  I  spaak  wid  you,**  whispered  Dan, 
his  fears  and  affection  getting  more  and  more 
excited  as  he  fell  on  his  knees  between 
his  Chief  and  the  door,  and  clasped  his 
hands  with  greater  vehemence  than  ever. 

The  action  and  words  of  his  faithful  ser- 
vant made  The  O'Sullivan  pause,  and,  trans- 
lating the  silence  as  a  tacit  permission  to 
continue  his  sotto  voce  appeal,  Connell,  in 
very  low,  rapid,  and  earnest  accents,  said,— 

*'  Shure  if  'twas  only  my  own  four  bones 

1  was  thinkin    of,  I  couldn't  wish  greater 

glory  than  to  see  mysef  kilt  along  side  o'  the 

Earl  o'  Bearhaven !     But  wouldn't   it  be  a 

burnin    shame  an'  a  thousand  pities  to  give 

the  likes  o'  your  Honour  s  Honour  pop  into 
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die  fangs  o'  thim  PhQisthines  outside,  who 
\fj  raiflon  o'  their  numbers  would  in  coorse 
dun  bate  us  as  suie  as  a  gun  f    Don't  be 
roinatiDg  yoursef^  and  the  Cause,  an'  the  Clan, 
duo  wid  any  such  notions ;  but  considher  how 
the  Cutther  'ill  be  back  at  eleven  o'clock, — 
only  two  hours  off  from  this  very  time ; — an' 
remimber  you  towld  her  not  to  stir  a  cable's 
length  till  you  comed  to  imbark;   an'  bid 
Tbidy  Flannigan  keep  '  The  Rose '  in  wait- 
in'  t'other  side  o'  the  island,  where  our  inni- 
mic8  niver  'ill  dhrame  iv  turn  in  their  eyes  to 
see  in  the  dark; — an'  bethink  you,  Sir,   that 
though  all  the  best  of  our  crew,   as  bad  luck 
would  have  it,  'ill   have  gone  from  Dursey 
Idand  in  Barney   Donoghue's    ship  on  the 
coorse  to  Oporto,  that  your  Honour  ordhered, 
fit  we'll  have  six  tight  boys  besides  our  two 
wfcto  man  *The  Rose,'  our  darlint  Cutther, 
to  Bantry-Bay.      So  all  we've  to  do  is  to 
Wait  wid  the  patience  of  Job  till  the  middle 
0*  the  night,  whin  we'll  let  ounse'fs  down 
through  the  little  ihrap-door,  an  stale  as  asy 
away  as  a  thief  of  a  cat  wud  walk  on  a  pipin' 
W  griddle  o'  praties — an'  thin  all  right,  an' 
tight,  an'  naite,  we'll  catch  up  the  women  be- 
low in  the  Cave,  an'  be  off  in  style  to  the 

b2 
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Cutther,  that  'ill  be  back  by  that  time,  an* 
thin  in  the  crack  iv  a  fan  we*ll  be  over  the 
saas  to  ould  Ireland,  afore  thim  schamnf 
black^ards  (the  divil  be  wid  'em !)  are  out 
o'  their  first  dhramin'  sleep.  Now,  Sir,  don*^ 
I  spaak  sinse  ?  ** 

The  voluble  Dan  started  to  his  feet,  check 
ing  his  whispered  eloquence  as  he  put  th 
last  question.  The  Rapparee  in  a  low  earn 
est  voice  supported  Gonnell's  proposal ;  an 
Father  Syl,  who  had  hitherto  stood  alma 
petrified  with  terror,  now  in  the  faintei 
breath  added  two  or  three  quaking  words  i 
approval  of  the  bold  advice  which  liad  bee 
given.  Though  the  rolling  eyes,  falle 
under-jaw,  and  shaking  knees  of  the  unhapp 
Priest  gave  a  sort  of  mocking  effect  to  h 
urgent  entreaties,  still  to  a  certain  degree  the 
operated  upon  Murty  Oge,  who,  suppressin 
the  smile  of  humoursome  contempt  whic 
curled  his  lip,  fell  into  a  fit  of  musings  an 
restrained  his  excited  spirit  sufficiently  1 
reflect  with  coolness  on  the  real  nature  of  tl 
circumstances  that  surrounded  him.  Ha 
The  O'SuUivan  followed  his  predominai 
inclination,  he  would  certainly  have  risked 
contest  with  foes  whose  numbers,  in  compar. 
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son  with  those  of  his  own  party,  were  in  the 
unequal  ratio  of  four   to  one ;  but  as  he 
opposed  the  chances  of  success  to  those  of 
defeat^  and  remembered  the  hundreds  who 
trosted  to  his  guidance  for  the  accomplish- 
ment of  various  bold  enterprises,  which,  long 
since  planned^  were  yet  to  be  achieved,  he 
mastered  his  first  emotions,  and,  with  a  self- 
control  worthy  of  being  exerted  in  a  better 
cause,  determined  to  follow  the  advice  of  his 
companions.      As  The  O'Sullivan   came   to 
tbis  decision,  he  briefly  whispered  his  assent 
to  the  wishes  of  his  followers,  who  could 
scarcely    forbear    from   audibly   expressing 
tieir  applause. 

The  hours  seemed  slow  and  dreary  to  the 
PHsoners  in   the  Chapel   before   the    time 
^^rived   when   they    judged    it  prudent  to 
^^say  the  stolen  movement  they  had  planned, 
hitherto,  they  had  remained  as  still  as  pos- 
^ble,  l)ut  when,  according  to  their  best  calcu- 
lations, midnight  had  arrived,  they  determined 
to  attempt  the  proposed  escape.     The  opera- 
tion of  raising  the  trap-door  was  almost  as 
noiseless  as  any  that  had  preceded  it ;  but 
though  our  fugitives,  after  reaching  the  slab, 
which   it  will   be   recollected   lay  beneath, 
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used  every  precaution  in  coasung  the  trt^ 
door  to  a  closing  position,  yet  the  craik 
that  accompanied  the  process  of  elevating 
and  depressing  it  had  not  been  quite  im- 
perceptible  to  the  ears  of  the  inmates  of  the 
Cave,  though  the  sounds  failed  to  reach  the 
more  distant  ones  of  Ogilvia  In  codm^ 
quence  of  this,  Norah,  with  ready  seK 
possession,  extinguished  the  lamp  before  anqi 
of  its  dim  light  had  gleamed  upon  the  Pintw 

'^  Bad  manners  to  you  for  a  glageen*  iv  a 
thrap-door;  you'll  let  on  our  escape  tc 
thim  outside,  who,  for  sartin^  wud  ate  us  all 
up  in  a  bit,  if  they  smoked  our  intintions,*^ 
cried  Connell,  in  a  voice  so  little  modulated 
to  the  necessities  of  the  case  that  The  O'Sul 
livan  seized  his  arm,  and  in  a  hollow  whia 
per  angrily  commanded  silence,  at  the  sami 
time  ordering  the  Rapparee  to  remain  as  f 
watch  beside  the  trap-door  until  he  and  hi 
foster-brother  gained  the  Cave ;  after  whicl 
it  was  agreed  that  the  Sentinel  pr9  tempon 
should  follow  with  the  Priest  to  join  theu 
Chieftain. 

The  penitent  Dan  felt  self-convicted  oi 
in^rudence ;    and  to   atone  for  his   uncal- 

•  A  silly  creature. 


ealatiiig  vehemenoe  scarcely  drew  8  breath 
while  he  obeyed  his  Master.  Without 
losing  a  moment,  The  O'Sullivan  rushed 
dowA  the  steps  aad  ran  across  the  cavern  to 
8  particular  spot,  which  no  darkness  could 
preyent  his  practised  steps  from  reaching. 
At  oooe  determining,  and  acting  on  a  sudden 
pupose,  Edith  O'Moore  stole  after  him,  and 
80  rapid  and  noiseless  was  her  motion  that  ere 
a  human  being  was  aware  of  her  intention 
Ae  had  glided  from  behind  the  back  of  The 
O'Sullivan,  and  passed  unnoticed  through  a 
secret  entrance  be  threw  open,  and  which 
had  been  artfully  concealed  among  the  intri- 
cacies of  the  cavern. 

Meantime,  with  a  terrified  grasp,  Father 

Sfl,  who  had  just  descended  with  the  Rappa- 

fee,  impulfiively  clung  for  protection  to  Dan 

Council ;  so  that  while  the  latter  was  trying 

to  shake    off  his    ponderous  burthen.   The 

O'Sullivan  gained  many  yards  in  advance ;  and, 

before  his  foster-brother  reached  his  side,  had 

flung  the  private  entrance  open,  through  which 

Edith  O'Moore  had  escaped  without  discovery. 

The    starlight    that  shortly    afterwards 

gleamed    suddenly   through    the  half-open 

portal  fell  directly  upon  Eva  and  her  Nurse, 
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and  betrayed  their  shrinking  figures  as,  afrttd 
to  breathe,   they  were  stealthily  trying  to 
creep  into  a    hiding-place,  at  the  moment 
when  The  O'SuUivan,  angry  at  the  delay  of 
his  followers,  returned  to  the  cavern. 

^^  Do  not,  do  not  force  us  to  go  with  yoa 
— in  mercy  do  not !  '*  cried  Eva  Dillon,  as. 
seeing  that  all  hope  of  personal  concealment 
was  gone,  she  clasped  her  hands  and  held 
them  up  in  supplication,  while  she  flung  her* 
self  at  the  feet  of  the  dreaded  Chieftain ;  but 
on  instinctively  turning  her  head  to  the  spot 
where  Edith  0*Moore  had  stood,  the  shock 
of  missing  her  was  almost  too  great  for 
a  frame  previously  exhausted  by  the  highest 
excitement.  The  forlorn  helplessness  of  her 
condition  rushed  at  once  on  Eva's  mind,  and 
falling  back  into  the  arms  of  her  expostu- 
lating Nurse,  she  attempted  no  resistance  to 
the  grasp  of  The  O'Sullivan,  when,  darting 
forward,  he  gagged  and  blindfolded  her, 
while  Connell  did  the  same  to  his  Sister, 
whose  further  remonstrances  were  thus 
quickly  silenced.  By  the  time  those  praise^ 
worthy  manoeuvres  were  performed,  the 
Kapparee  appeared  dragging  forward  our 
valiant  Priest,  who,  when  thrown  off  by  Dan 


THB  DBATH-FLA.G.  9 

Connell,  had  slunk  for  protection  tx>  his  for- 
mer guardian  ;  and  now  gaping,  puffing,  and 
perspiring  through  every  pore,  waddled  to 
tile  Bcene  of  action,  his  countenance  fraught 
with  a  sort  of  serio-comic  expression  of  mor- 
tal fear, 

"  The  Saints  protect  us  f  he  stammered 
forth  in  great  alarm. 

"  Follow,  and  be  silent^  as  you  value  life," 
said  The  O'Sullivan  in  an  authoritative 
whisper. 

Thus  exhorted.  Father  Syl  obeyed.  Murty 
Oge  bearing  Eva  in  bis  arms^  and  Connell 
charged  with  the  heavier  burthen  of  bis  Sister, 
then  passed  through  the  secret  entrance,  fol- 
lowed by  the  Bapparee  and  his  Reverence, 
who,  with  ears  lifted  erect,  like  those  of  the 
frightened  hare,  and  crouching  much  in  the 
attitude   which   that  animal  assumes  when 
apprehending  a  pursuit,  could  scarcely  mus- 
ter courage  to  obey  the  order  he  had  pre- 
viously received  to  fasten  the  subterranean 
entrance  to  the  Cave.    This  indispensable  act, 
however,  he  contrived  to  perform  with  due 
caution ;  after  which,  in  panting  silence,  he 
crept  quite  close  to  his  companions  as  they 
stole    with    cat-like    pace   along  a  narrow 

Bd 
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irregular  track,  under  shelter  of  tfaerodo 
which  projected  over  the  waters  oa  one  iA 
of  the  creek  that  lay  outside  the  Pirates*  Gafi 
At  a  short  distance  The  O'SollivaD's  eutti 
was  moored,  with  her  head  to  sea,  and  nei 
the  wind,  awaiting  the  appearance  of  the  Irii 
Buccaneers.  Her  boat,  agreeably  to  tl 
order  which  The  O'SuUivan  had  given,  w 
lying  close  to  the  shore,  directed  by  tv 
sailors.  To  those  men  their  Chieftain  m» 
a  sign  for  silence,  that  abundantly  denote 
the  importance  of  his  mute  command,  ai 
the  temper  in  which  it  was  dictated,  h 
wishes  were  understood,  and  instantly  obeyc 
Without  even  a  whisper  being  breathed,  t 
feeble  resistance  of  Eva  and  her  Nurse  w 
quickly  conquered  ;  and,  in  a  few  momen 
the  whole  party  were  seated  in  the  boi 
The  seamen  performed  their  duties  so  ca 
tiously  that  the  sounds  of  the  oars  we 
nearly  inaudible ;  and,  ere  many  instants  hi 
expired,  their  little  bark  was  brought  and 
the  bow  of  the  adjacent  ship.  By  tl 
successful  assistance  of  all  hands,  the  terrift 
women  were  safely  placed  within  the  vesn 
to  which  Father  Syl  was  hoisted  with  st 
greater  difficulty. 
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The  next  moment,  the  Pirates  were  on 
txxird,  and  the  boat  was  hauled  up  the  side 
of  the  Gutter.  Everything  being  in  order, 
The  O'Sullivan  whispered  the  word 
'* Heave!"  No  sooner  was  it  uttered  than 
the  little  vessel  cut  the  parting  waters,  and 
with  swelling  sails  swept  through  them 
towards  Ireland ;  while,  as  if  to  screen  her 
from  detection,  mists  and  clouds  rolled  over 
the  face  of  the  moon,  and  the  obscurity  of 
night  suddenly  increased  to  almost  total 
darkness.  Aided  by  this  circumstance  and 
a  highly-favourable  breeze,  the  vessel,  as 
quiet  as  the  grave,  securely  rode  the  open 
sea  undiscovered  by  the  anxious  Lord  Ogilvie, 
who,  absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts,  was 
pacing  the  side  of  the  Skelig  Rocks  that 
lay  exactly  in  a  contrary  direction  to  the 
one  from  which  our  voyagers  embarked. 


chapte 
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o  diseoTer  the  real  object  of  his  enemy's 
ore,  liad  been  hitherto  unsuccessful.  Still 
^ent,  however,  on  accomplishing  his  object, 
$ulli?an,  as  a  last  resource,  resolved  to  wait 
u  Lady  TuUibardine  with  a  view  to  working 
>vt  some  information  on  the  object  that 
engrossed  his  mind.  With  consummate  art 
tod  from  unquestionable  authority,  he  had 
scertained  that  his  person  was  unknown  to 
b  Marchioness,  and  that  she  was  still 
gnorant  of  the  dreadful  fate  of  Edith 
)'Moore. 

Through  the  same  channel,  he  had  heard 
^  the  mysterious  disappearance  of  Miss 
*illon,  which  the  public  inquiries  just  in* 
ituted  made  a  common  topic  of  discourse ; 
id  in  connexion  with  the  singular  story 
at  was  bruited  in  different  versions  through- 
t  Paris,  Sullivan  had  been  informed  that 
e  fair  object  of  general  discussion  was  the 
ot^Se  of  Lady  TuUibardine.  He  further 
imed  that  the  Marchioness  was  so  much 
licted  by  the  fate  of  her  young  friend,  that 
e  remained  in  the  solitude  of  suffering  at 
r  chdteau,  declining  to  admit  all  visitors, 
d  caring  for  no  event  which  was  not  asso- 
ited  wiUi  her  present  train  of  feeling.     It 
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BO  happened  that  in  the  harried  and  gaibki 
statement  of  our  heroine's  story  which  SiA- 
iivan  received,  no  mention  had  been  made 
of  the  Lord  Ogilvie. 

Unsuspicious,  therefore,  of  many  circum- 
stances, which,  if  known,  would  have  pro* 
foundly  interested  him,  and  little 
by  those  he  had  actually  heard, 
Sullivan,  with  a  false  strength  which  villany 
and  passion  often  give,  determined  to  ob- 
tain an  interview  with  Lady  TuUibardine 
To  account  for  his  solicitude  upon  the  point; 
he  resolved  to  pretend  to  be  the  bearer  of 
intelligence  respecting  Edith  O'Moore.  The 
sanction  of  her  name,  and  the  concealment  of 
his  own  beneath  a  fictitious  one,  he  trusted 
would  effect  the  meeting  he  desired.  While 
arranging  this  scheme,  he  recollected  that  a 
gold  chain  of  very  peculiar  workmanship^ 
bearing  a  still  more  singular  medallion, 
which  his  ill-fated  victim  had  worn  on  the 
night  of  her  abduction,  chanced  to  be  in  bis 
possession ;  and  his  active  imagination  at  once 
suggested  that  this  trinket  might  be  used  to 
authenticate  the  tale  be  had  invented  for  the 
ear  of  his  intended  dupe. 

The  design  was  no  sooner  hud  than  executed. 


I» 


Wflimm  SuHivaa  left  Pam,  and,  with  the 
otmost  speed,  adjoupoed  to  SlTBiie«]i,  where, 
Bwrely  waiting  to  make  a  prepossessing  toilet, 
he  |H*oceeded  to  the  Ch&tean  de  Tullibardine. 
Taming  his  featares  and  flMtnners  into  their 
most  pleasing  expression,  the  Heir  of  Ross 
Mac  Owen  rode  to  the  door  of  the  Castle, 
and  requested  an  audience  with  its  noble 
Mistress.     The  aged  hutler,  who  answered 
^  knoek  of  Sullivan,  gave  a  peremptory 
itmH,   on  tbe  ground  which  previous  in- 
formation led  the  visitor  to  expect.     With 
becoming  gravity  and  gentleness,  highly  to 
Ilia  advantage   in   the    eyes  of   the  family 
senant,  our  manoeuvrer  plausibly  accounted 
for  his   importunity  by   stating  his  recent 
arrival  from  Ireland^  and  his  anxiety  to  deliver 
in  person  a  particular  message  to  Lady  Tul- 
libardine, with  which  he  had  been  charged  by 
Miss  O'Moore!     That  name   at   once  ap- 
peared to  soften  the  determination  of  the  old 
domestic,  who,  after  a  few  minutes'  parley, 
retired  to  acquaint  his  Mistress  with  the  plea 
on   which  tbe  stranger  urged  his  request. 
To  the  anxious  Pirate-€aptain  time  moved 
alowly  during  the  next  three  or  four  moments. 
At   last,    however*,    the    servant    returned. 


^^.v,»ca    jidith,  resolved   to 
vidual  who  promised  iuforn 
of  such  interest  to  her  heart. 
Sullivan*8  eye  took  a  quic 
Lady  Tullibardine  when,   a 
presence^    he    introduced    li 
Sarsdale,  the  near  relation  < 
quaintance  Mrs.  Dorothy,  ai 
guence,  the  cousin  of  Miss  G 
well-remembered  chain  and  n 
then  produced  and  delivered  to 
ness  as  pledges  of  fond  affect 
latter,  our  visitor  framing  an  ad 
hood  to  promote  his  plans,  by  i 
sprain   in    the    right   wrist  h 
Edith  from  writing.    The  accid 
being  represented  in  a  trivial 
little  alarm  in  the  mind  of  L 
dine,  and  the  gratifvino-  ?r.4-ii 

Ytawm      — - 
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naturally  deliyered^  that  his  acting  completely 
imposed  upon  his  unsuspicious  auditress.  A 
doubt  of  deceit  or  treachery  never  entered  her 
miod,  as,  passing  the  chain  of  gold  arouud  her 
oeck,  she  made  the  suitable  acknowledgments, 
and  requested  her  visitor  to  take  a  seat 

Though  not  quite  in  her  premihe 
jetmesse,  the  Lady  TullibardiDe  retained 
considerable  beauty.  While  she  listened 
to  the  fistbrications  of  her  new  acquaiutance, 
lier  ingenuous  counteuance  expressed  the 
several  feeliugs  that  were  successively  elicited 
by  his  details ;  but  the  glow  which  lighted 
up  her  faded  cheek  almost  with  the  richness 
of  a  youthful  bloom  soon  passed  away  ;  and, 
u  Sullivan  took  the  proffered  chair  and  con- 
cluded his  narrative,  she  turned  her  tearful 
eyes  on  his,  and  said  with  much  emotion — 

''The  good  tidings,  Mr.  Sarsdale,  which 
you  bring  me  of  my  absent  Eklith  are  par- 
ticularly cheering  to  me  now,  when " 

Agitated  even  at  this  slight  recurrence  to 
tbe  fate  of  her  beloved  Eva,  Lady  Tullibardine 
was  obliged  to  pause ;  and  Sullivan,  as  if  he 
had  learned  by  her  countenance  to  compre- 
hend the  workings  of  her  mind,  and  to  catch 
the  connexion  of  her  thoughts,  immediately 
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exelaiiiied,  with  well-feigned  synqmtl 
^*  I  haye  heard  of  the  extraordinary  di 
stance  to  which,  dear  Madam,  you  a 
with  so  much  pain ;  how  I  wish  that  my 
services  could  be  of  use  in  clearing  u] 
mystery  attending  it !  The  more  I 
of  the  affair,  the  more  settled  is  the 
which  it  has  taken  of  my  mind.  I  knon 
every  public  means  has  been  adoptc 
discover  tbe  fate  of  Miss  Dillon  anc 
servant;  but  perhaps  the  activity  of  p 
friendship  might " 

''Alas !  alas !  even  that  as  yet  has  fai! 
interrupted  the  Marchioness ;  and  the  i 
shudder    that   passed    through    her    1 
evinced  the  agitation  which  she  vainly 
to  conquer,  while  she  said : — 

"Your  offer,  Mr.  Sarsdale,  claims 
receives  my  warmest  thanks ;  but  as  inq 
of  the  nature  you  suggest  are  now  I 
made  by  one  most  deeply  interested  io 
success,  I  will  not  trespass  on  the  kin 
of  a  stranger.  Lord  Ogilvie  acting  on 
private  information,  which,  though  v 
may  prove  of  consequence,  has  sailc 
quest  of  my  beloved  young  friend. 
God  direct  him ! " 


The  mild  eyes  of  Lady  TttUibardine  filled 
irilh  tears  as  she  uttered  those  words  with  a 
deep-felt  reliaace  on  the  Power  she  invoked. 
An  inroluntary  impulse  made  her  in  the  same 
momeiit  cover  her  face  with  her  hands,  and 
while  large  drops  forced  their  way  through 
ihfi  fiDgera  that  shaded  her  brow,  she  failed  to 
obflerve  the  sort  oS  half-start  which  even  the 
duplicity  of  SuUivaii  had  not  been  able  to 
repress  on  receiving  intelligence  so  unex- 
pected as  that  which  had  been  given.  The 
main  object  of  his  visit  seemed  now  to  lie 
ibofit  within  his  grasp,  and,  urged  by  over- 
powering excitement,  he  ventured  to  say, 
with  an  admirable  show  of  feeling : — 

^Heaven  speed  the  undertaking! — From 
what  you  say,  dear  Madam,  I  judge  that 
Lord  Ogilvie  was  acquainted  with  your  Lady- 
ship's fair  young  favourite  ? "  added  Sullivan, 
k  an  accent,  half  interrogatory,  half  assured. 
^  Yes,  yes ! "  said  the  Marchioness,  greatly 
agitated.    Then,  as  if  at  the  bidding  of  some 
ludden  recollection,  she  added,  endeavouring 
to  speak  calmly — **  No  one  could  know  Eva 
Dilloa  without  feeling  interested  for  so  sweet  a 
being.     Her  mind — ^her  manners — her  dispo- 
sitbn — her  appearance,  were  all  enchanting. 


f 
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huouudll 


She  comes  as  near  perfection  as  frail  hui 
cau  reach ;  aud  is  dear  to  me  beyond  vhil 
words  cHti  tell,  almost  as  dear  to  me  fl 
tlK  daughter  I  bave  lost !  Would  it  not  h 
slrauge  then,  Mr.  Sarsdale,  if  Ogilvie,  m 
own  adopted  eon,  ivhofor  some  time  pastlij 
known  tbis  beautiful  and  blessed  creatur 
did  not  sbare  my  feelings  upon  her  accouo 
and  bear  down  every  obstacle  to  free  ot 
precious  friend  from  mystery  and  dangerT 

Notwithstanding  the  slight  emphasis  whk 
was  laid  on  tbe  word  frieiid,  Sullivan  ft 
convinced  that  he  had  now  discovered  t 
real  object  of  his  enemy's  attachment  £ 
breast  throbbed  with  this  consciousness,  a 
swelled  with  an^^iety  to  act  upon  it;  b 
carefully  concealing  such  an  impression,  c 
plotter,  as  if  imbued  with  the  very  spi 
of  generosity,  exclaimed: — 

**It  would  be  strange,  indeed,  if  Xji 
Ogilvie,  that  renowned  and  gallant  soldi 
had  not  tried  to  rescue,  at  all  risks,  I 
maiden  you  describe,  and  of  whose  met 
I  bare  often  heard  my  cousin*  E!dith,  speak, 
but,  dear  Madam,  in  an  hour  of  alarm  a 
dubious  warfare,  might  not  the  since 
though  humble  efforts  of  a  sharer  in  t 
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rightful  struggle  be  of  service  ?  I  would  at 
least  endeavour  to  do  something  worthy  of 
the  honour  which  association  with  Lord 
OgSvie  ever  must  confer.  To  win  his  friend- 
ship and  your  favour  is  a  glorious  emulation. 
Oq  the  plea  of  my  relationship  to  Ediths 
I  beseech  you  to  forget  the  recency  of  our 
aoquaintancci  and  to  treat  me  like  a  friend. — 
Tell  me  then^  whither  is  Ogilvie  gone  ?  and  let 
me  join  his  Lordship*s  enterprise^  to  triumph 
in  its  cause,  or  die  !** 

Uttering  those  words,  Sullivan  laid  his 
liaod  on  Lady  Tullibardine's  arm  with  an 
air  of  generous  enthusiasm,  in  which  his 
unsuspicious  hearer  recognised  the  indica- 
tions of  a  noble  soul;  and  meeting  the 
eyes  that  were  piercingly  fixed  on  hers,  she 
said, — 

^^  Great  as  is  my  admiration  of  your  manly 
spirit,  Mr.  Sarsdale,  I  cannot  put  it  to  the 
test  you  ask,  for  I  know  not  to  what  place 
Lord  Ogilvie  went.  He  had  only  time  to 
write  these  words,"  added  the  Marchioness 
with  a  sigh  that  spoke  the  depth  of  her 
anxiety,  while  she  drew  from  her  escritoir  a 
scrap  of  paper,  and  handed  it  to  Sullivan. 
In  eager  haste,  lie  read  the  following  lines, 


''  I  have  lieiird  what  seems  to  he 
Eva's  fate — to  stop  to  tell  it  would  be 
ness !  My  vessel  waits — I  go.  Be  of 
courage,  dearest  Lady  TuUibardine,'  am 
for  speedy  tidings  from  your  own  deyot 

•'  Ogilv 

A  rush  of  disappointment  mantled  c 
forehead  of  Sullivan,  and  biting  hi 
while  his  brows  were  drawn  closer  t 
eyes»  he  rose  from  his  seat,  and  said, 
voice  studiously  modulated  to  an  acc€ 
becoming  resignation, — 

*^  I  must  submit,  dear  Madam,  to  tfa 
which  in  this  matter  seems  determin 
destroy  my  hopes;  since  it  is  so,  ] 
Dursue  mv  former  nlan  of  travellinir  to 
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Mtribute  to  your  oomfor^  noble  lady,  I 
'Wild  readily  pottpone  my  journey ;  but  I 
Mw  the  nature  of  your  feelings  at  this 
MB,  and  am  aatured  my  presence  would 
itrade  upon  their  sacredness :  since,  then,  it 
I  destined  that  my  worthless  life  cannot  be 
idled  in  the  cause  to  which  I  would  have 
rillingly  devoted  it,  I  must  turn  my  thoughts 
laewhere.  It  is  at  least  some  comfort  to 
efleet  that  Edith  O'Moore  has  as  yet  been 
pired  the  knowledge  of  this  sad  affair." 
"Oh,  I  have  often  said  so !"  exclaimed  the 
Urebioness,  in  broken  accents; — *'I  will 
i?e  her  in  that  happy  ignorance  to  the  last 
Qineat.  Do  you  not  think  it  best  to  do  so , 
r.  Sarsdale  ?** 

"Assuredly.  It  would  be  the  height  of 
lelty  to  act  otherwise ;  therefore,  if  I  may 
»ume  to  advise,  I  would  counsel  you  to 
er  writing  to  Ireland  as  long  as  possible ; 
eed,  until  you  gain  definitive  intelligence 
»ut  Miss  Dillon  :  meanwhile,  I  will  write 
ny  dear  cousin  Edith,  to  thank  her  for  the 
d  reception  which  her  name  and  message 
icured  for  me.  Hence  she  will  feel  no 
easiness  at  your  Ladyship's  silence.  And 
w,  dear  Madam,  I  can  only  repeat  my  fer- 
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vent  wishes  for  Lord  Ogilvie's  success,  and  mj 
hope  that  all  your  anxieties  will  quickly  end. 
With  your  Ladyship's  permissiony  my 
visit,  after  I  return  from  Italy,  shall  be  here. 
Until  then.  Farewell.' 

''  Oh,  Mr.  Sarsdale,  take  my  thanks, — m] 
heart's  best  thanks,  and  be  assured  my  hoi 
will  be  for  ever  open  to  you ! "  said  the  March- 
ioness, various  feelings  appearing  alternately 
on  her  expressive  countenance  as  she  grate- 
fully pressed  the  hand  which  Sullivan  ex- 
tened  while  bidding  her  Adieu.    The  Pirate- 


Captain  seemed  too  much  touched  to  speak: 
and  only  looking  his  acknowledgments,  k 
bowed  profoundly,  and  then  covering  his  fair 
with  his  handkerchief,  as  if  to  conceal 
emotion,  withdrew  and  left  the  Castle.     H 
subsequent  proceedings  will  be  given  in 
future  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"The  sonbeaxns  streak  the  azure  skies, 
And  line  with  light  the  moimtain's  hrow.** 

R00BB8. 

''Ah,  Fear !    Ah,  fTantic  Fear ! 
I  see    I  see  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  step— thy  haggard  eye  I 
Like  ibce  I  start." 

Collins. 

**  Twas  his  own  voice — she  could  not  err ; 
Throughout  the  hreathing  world's  extent 
There  was  hut  one  such  voice  for  her — 
So  kind — so  soft — so  eloquent." 

Lalla  Rooku. 

We  shall  now  return  to  Edith  0*Moore ; 
^king  up  the  thread  of  our  narrative  at  the 
foment  when,  amid  the  darkness  and  confu- 
sion which  prevailed,  she  escaped  from  the 
J^irates'  Cave.  Havi  ng  glided  round  the  angle 
^f  a  perpendicular  rock,  she  crouched  behind 
the  shelter  it  afforded ;  but  scarcely  had  she 

done  so,  ere,  exhausted  by  emotion,  she  sank 

insensible  upon  the  ground. 

VOL.  II.  c 
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The  white  vapours  of  morning  had  hegan 
to  curl  up  the  face  of  the  Skelig  cliffii  before 
the  ardent  mind  of  E^ith  0*Moore  awoke 
once  more   to   suffering;   and,   as   memory 
brought  back  the  past,  every  thought,  every 
feeling  centered  in  one  wish — to   save  her 
friends.     She  had  heard  the  incautious  words 
of  Connell,  which  betrayed  that  some  persons 
adverse  to  the  Buccaneers  were  actually  oo 
the  island ;  and  the  wild  hope  that,  if  she  could 
escape  to  those  individuals,  she  might  induce 
them  to  efl^ect  the  rescue  she  desired,  had 
impelled  her   to   contrive  and   execute  tht 
stratagem  we  have  recorded. 

When  with  returning  perception  "Eiii 
started  from  the  chilling  torpor  which  h\ 
succeeded  the  fever  of  excitement,  she  look< 
up  with  the  stern  glance  of  one  who  felt 
despairing  conviction  that  the  time  was  gom 
when  her  efforts  on  behalf  of  Eva  might  hav< 
been  successful; — she  turned  an  inquisitive^^ 
gaze  upon  the  vast  expanse  of  the  Ocean,  but  - 
its  waters  gave  no  tidings  of  her  friends,  for 
even  the  outline  of  The  O'SuUivan's  vessel 
was  not  visible. — Day  had  broke,  and  the 
dawn  added  a  new  torture  to  the  lacerated 
heart  of  Aliss  O'Moore,  for  it  told  the  flight 


^  many  houra  since  she  left  the  Cave.     Her 
miad  was  filled  with  the  darkest  apprehen- 
flions,  yet,  as  her  thoughts  continued  t)ent  on 
the  aceomplishmeixt  of  her  design,  she  longed 
ta  ascend  the  rocks  in  search  of  the  persons 
who  it  was  possible  might  still  be  on  the 
island.   Throbbing  with  anxiety,  she  strained 
her  eyes  to  pierce  the  mists  which,  though 
^mising  to  disperse,  yet  hung  in   fleecy 
Wreaths  upon  the  heights  above  her.     The 
stupendous  pinnacles  of  the   Great  Skelig 
eould  be  faintly  discerned  through  the  pass- 
ing vapours  which  were  moving  in  graceful 
t*apidity  before  the  morning  breeze.    Startled 
at  the  scene  that  met  her  view,  Edith,  with  a 
strange  mixture  of  terror  and  interest,  paused 
to  reflect  on  what  she  had  undertaken.    The 
Mire  which  filled  her  mind   was  increased 
when  she  once  more  turned  her  gaze  upon 
the   ocean  billows,  as  crowned  with  snow- 
white  foam  they  dashed  their  mimic  moun- 
tains to  the  brink  on  which  she  stood  in  dis- 
tressing incertitude. 

It  was  during  the  dead  of  a  dark  night  that 
Miss  0*Moore  had  been  landed  on  the  Skelig 
Bocks^  and  conveyed  into  the  Pirates'  Cave. 
Until  the  moment  of  her  escape  she  had  been 

c2 


very  iiKiniiiii;  of  t!ie 
O'SuIlivan   with   hix 
Rocks,  had  been  olili^ 
of  William  Sullivan  t 
pirate  in  a  large-size 
portant  business  coant 
traffic,  and  thus  was  i 
of  Ross  Mac  Owen  la 
cunning   which  belon 
had    judged  it    best 
O'Moore  of  his  intends 
ing  himself  with  leavii 
provisions  in  the  outer 
where  he    always  dep< 
determining  to  return  1 
following  day,  he  left  I 
eUghtest  apprehension, 
say  that  this  roan,  rude 
had  alwavB  «"-''-  -• 
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strictly  confined  to  her  subterranean  prison, 
unvisited  by  any  human   being  except  her* 
gaoler,  Tim  Lauve  Darrig.  This  man^  on  thc^ 
very  morning  of  the  eve  which  brought 
O'SulIivan  with  his  prisoners  to  the  Skeli 
Rocks,  had  been  obliged  by  the  written  orde 
of  Willi<ini  Sullivan  to  accompany  a  brothe 
pirate  in  a  large-sized  Hooker  on  some  im 
portant  business  connected  with  their  ille 
traffic,  and  thus  was  absent  when  the  Chie 
of  Ross  Mac  Owen  landed. — Tim,  with  tb 
cunning   which   belonged  to   his  character 
had    judged  it    best  not  to    apprize   Mi 
O'Moore  of  his  intended  short  trip,  conten 
ing  himself  with  leaving  a  double  supply  a 
provisions  in  the  outer  chamber  of  the  Cavi 
where  he   always  deposited  her  food;    an 
determining  to  return  to  the  Skeligs   on  th 
following  day,  he  left  his  captive  without  the 
slightest  apprehension.    It  is  but  justice 
say  that  this  man,  rude  and  sinful  as  he  was, 
had  always  conducted  himself  with  decorum 
towards  his  prisoner.    Each  morning  he  had 
been  wont  to  bring  provisions  to  the  outer 
Cave,  always  entering  and  departing  in  silence 
through  the  trap-door,  the  secret  spring  of 
which  was  so  artfully  contrived,  that  no  one 
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UDacquainted  with  the  machinery  could  have 
possibly  discovered  it 

Now,  therefore,  for  the  first  time,  Edith 
>ebeld  the  mighty  scenery  of  the  Skeligs ; 
tnd,  as  she  looked  around,  shrinking  with 
imidity  and  struck  virith  awe,  she  sank  on 
}ie  edge  of  a  shelving  rock,  each  moment 
nore  and  more  bewildered.  The  cries  of  the 
nrild  birds  as  they  flew  round  the  headlands, 
End  the  roar  of  the  sea  which  a  full  tide  im- 
pelled with  wonderful  velocity  against  the 
rocks,  augmented  the  dread  so  natural  in 
sucli  a  scene  to  the  sex  and  years  of  Edith 
O'Moore. 

While  struggling  to  reflect  on  what  she 
ought  to  do,  she  felt  a  sensation  of  sickness 
and  despair  creep  over  her ;  but  the  great  law 
of  nature  which  commands  self-preservation 
as  a  duty,  now  lent  its  force  in  addition  to  the 
generous  wish  of  saving  her  friends   which 
still  possessed  her  mind  ;   for  as  the  secret 
entrance  to  the  Cave  was  fastened,  she  was 
reduced  to  the  alternative  of  remaining  pro- 
bably to  perish  where  she  was,  or  of  making 
a  perilous  attempt  to  scale  the  rocks,  in  order 
to  gain  the  little  piece  of  table-land  on  which 
the  Chapel  stood. 
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the  features  of  the  persons  who  were  walking 
to  and  fro  along  the  ledges  of  the  cliffi  above 
her,  but  she  could  discern  their  general 
movements  ;  and,  as  with  the  intense  anxiety 
natural  to  her  situation,  she  watched  for  the 
moment  when  a  chance  of  attracting 
attention  might  occur,  the  party  swept  roun 
the  angle  of  a  perpendicular  rock  and  va 
nished  from  her  sight ! 

Wild  with  apprehension,  Edith  distracted!; 


threw  up  her  eyes,  as  if  to  supplicate  thaV^^^t 
Heaven  whose  mercy  she  now  ahnost  feareic:^^ 
had  left  her ;  and,  in  doing  so,  her  astonishec:^  ^ 
sight  rested  on  two  figures,  hitherto  unper- 
ceived,  and  who,  from  the  great  distance  a*" 
which  they  moved,  looked  like  pigmies.  Iw 
seemed  as  if  nothing  short  of  magic  could  havi 
placed  those  persons  on  the  aerial  elevatioir* " 
where  they  stood,  and  Edith,  grasping  th 
projection  of  an  adjacent  rock,  continued 
gaze  in  speechless  wonder,  not  only  upon 
position,  but  on  the  dangers  which  their  ac 
tions  indicated  they  were  going  to  encounter^^ 

TJie  ascent  which  leads  from  St.  Mi- 
chael's Chapel  to  the  top  of  the  Great  Skelig- 
Itock  lies  in  a  sort  of  a  natural  funnel  of 
stone,  in  which  steps  are  cut  to  assist  the         i 
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adventurous  pilgrim,  who  can  only  arrive  at 
bis    second  station*  by    squeezing  himeelf 
tlirougli  this  singular  cavity,  called  "  The 
Needle's  Eye.'*    The  men  on  whom  Edith's 
Bearching    looks    were    fixed    had  worked 
their  way  through  this  shaft  before  she  re- 
covered from  her  swoon ;  but,  having  done  so, 
they  found  themselves  compelled  to  pause  at 
a  small  flat  place  on  the  summit  of  *'  The 
Needle's   Eye,"  which,  only    one    yard    in 
l)readth,  slopes  down  both  sides  of  the  rock 
towards  the  ocean.     On  this  curious  kind  of 
isthmus  the  adventurous  pair  had  anxiously 
ivaited  for  the  disappearance  of  the  vapours 
ivhich    precluded     their    further    progress, 
though  the  obscurity  of  the  horizon  had  only 
partially  obstructed   the  movements   of  the 
party  we  first  mentioned,  owing  to  the  com- 
parative safety  of  their  situation. 

The  glance  of  the  basilisk  could  not  have 
attracted  the  gaze  of  Edith  more  irresistibly 
than  did  those  two  figures; — their  delibe- 
rate, and  what  to  her  seemed  insane  project 
for  mounting  higher  up   the   almost    inac- 

♦  The  particular  places  where  the  devotees,  women  as  well 
as  men,  perform  their  orisons  on  the  Skelig  Rocks  are  called 
fttUtons,  and  are  marked  by  the  erection  of  stone  crosses. 
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cessible  rock  arrested  her  astouislied  sight 
and  when,  as  tlie  sky  clcHred,  she  sai 
them  move  to  the  further  side  of  the  &A 
and  begin  to  ciinib  a  smooth  sloping  rod 
nhich,  from  the  difficulty  of  its  kscent,  i 
termed  "  ITie  Stone  of  Pain,"  Edit 
locked  her  hands  in  hoiror,  as  she  tliougl 
on  M'hat  might  be  the  end  of  an  exjiloi 
so  presumptuously  daring.  The  peril  i 
Ecaliiig  twelve  feet  high  upoa  this  kia 
of  oblique  wall,  the  ascent  of  which 
assisted  on!y  by  a  (ew  shallow  holes  ci 
into  it  for  the  hands  and  feet,  seemed  ii 
deed  tremendous;  for,  if  one  false  step  w) 
made,  it  was  evident  the  climber  would  1 
dashed  along  the  side  of  the  isthmus,  bh 
precipitated  fathoms  deep  into  the  sea. 

The  moment  of  ascension  was  one  i 
intense  anxiety  to  Kdilh ;  and,  when  •! 
saw  the  difficulties  of  this  frigbtfal  pac8*| 
fiuruiounted,  her  tirst  sensation  of  ten* 
subsided  into  one  of  absorbing  ioterw 
which  almost  oblit«-ated  the  recollection  ' 
her  own  extraordinary  situation.  This  fee 
ing  continued  unabated  while,  with  inflexib 
determination,  the  two  men  made  the  n 
thainder^  of  their  way   up  to  that  highe 
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summit  of  the  Skelig  Rock  called  "  the 
Eagle's  Nest/'  where  Edith  could  still  dis- 
cern the  objects  of  her  chained  attention 
poised  on  a  pinnacle  in  the  superior  region 
of  the  air !  They  stood  for  son.e  moments 
beholding  the  vast  expanse  of  Ocean  flowing 
all  around  except  towards  the  east,  where 
the  lofty  mountains  on  the  shore  appear 
like  hillocks,  when  overlooked  from  the 
stupendous  altitude  we  have  described. 

The  morning  sky,  that  formed  a  light 
back-ground  to  the  distant  figures,  now 
revealed  the  hazardous  movement  of  one 
of  them,  who,  having  traversed  a  path 
only  two  feet  in  breadth,  got  astride  upon 
a  narrow  fragment  of  rock,  called  **The 
Spindle,'*  which,  projecting  from  the  sum- 
mit of  the  Great  Skelig,  leads  to  an  enor- 
mous Cross  at  the  extreme  end  of  the  neck 
of  stone,  along  which  the  bold  adventurer 
was  edging  forward  over  a  raging  sea  !  He 
had  nearly  reached  the  Sacred  symbol,  when, 
dizzy  and  exhausted,  the  poor  Pilgrim  lost 
his  balance,  and,  falling  headlong  into  the 
foaming  abyss  of  ocean,  sank  for  ever  ! 

Edith's  aching  eyes  could  bear  no  more ; — 
a  thick  film  passed  before  her  sight,  and. 


Ilof  cry  ivii^  res|ioiiil('tJ  to  in  tlie  ivi 
iiiiiiizc,  and  titc  nt;.\t  instant  she  * 
ported  in  the  arms  of  Lord  Ogili 
with  tbe  quickness  of  lightning, 
forward  many  paces  in  advance  of 
that  follotved. 

* '  Edith ! — Powers  of  mercy,  is  thii 
broke  in  amazement  from  his  lip 
struggled  with  tlie  strong  emoti 
rushed  through  his  frame,  and 
head  over  his  equally  astonished 
hausted  friend,  as  tliough  he  woi 
held  her  thus  for  ever. 

The  dark  eyes  of  the  suffering 
closed,  and  were  wild  with  varying 
sion,  when,  amid  the  throng  of  past 
b  ranees  and  present  feelings,  slie  ru 
to  the  face  of  her  deliverer ; — for  < 
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-—the  pallor  of  the  sepulchre  overspread  her 
cheek,  and   chased    away  the  vivid    blush 
which  had    passed  over    it,   wbile,    gently 
releasing  herself  from   the  encircling  arm 
of  Jjord  Ogilvie,   she  sank  upon  her  for- 
mer seat,    and  in    a  few  broken,    hurried 
^ntencesy    related  the   dreadful   scene    she 
^ad  just  witnessed.      Lord  Ogilvie  sympa- 
^hized  in   the    emotion    it  was    calculated 
^o  create,  but,  as   tbe  poor   Pilgrim's  fate 
^hs  irrevocably  sealed  beyond   the   aid    of 
*^uman    power,    he    besouglit   the    agitated 
^dith  to   endeavour  to  be    calm,    and    to 
^^lieve  his  torturing  anxiety  to  know  what 
^^Otdd    have    brought    her    to   her    present 
^trange  and  unaccountable  position. 

At   this   inquiry,   Edith   O'Moore  placed 
^er  hand  upon  her  breast,  as   though   she 
-^^It  her  heart  was  bursting ;  then  removing 
^t  she  pressed  her  brow,  as  it  were  to  col- 
-Vect   her  bewildered,  agonizing  thoughts  ; — 
Xhe    wretched   smile   which  the  next    mo- 
Inent  she   compelled    her   features    to    as- 
sume  went  like   a    dagger    to    the    heart 
of  Ogilvie,  who,  having  motioned  his  men 
to  a  distance,  drew  near  his  agitated  friend, 
and,  almost  as  distracted  as  herself,  implored 
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eve  Urffl 


htr  to  be  tranquil,  and  to  reliev-e  1 
wheliiiiag  solicitude.  ^ 

The  dreadful  crisis  of  the  confiict  wM 
hud  shook  the  frame  of  Miss  0'M« 
ahnust  to  dissolulion,  was  passed.  Anxi< 
fur  Eva  had  assumed  tlie  place  of  B 
inure  powerful  feeling!',  and,  starting 
her  feet,  she  clasped  lier  haudf,  and  il 
tumult  of  hope  and  fear  exclaimed, — 

"Ask  not  about  me  now,  for  uiomeiitsi 
too  precious  to  be  lost ! — Eva  !  our  precil 
Eva  is  iu  the  power  of  lawless  ruffians  ;  ll 
sailed  hence  to  Ireland  some  hours  ag 
follow  and  save  her  !" 

"  What!  —  Oil!  Heaven!" — Ogilvie  ^ 
unable  to  proceed ;  his  bosom  heaved  with  Bg< 
unutterable,  and  he  remained  one  monn 
still ;  in  tlie  next,  with  indignant  firmn< 
he  epr»ng  towards  the  group  tliat  stood 
a  fihort  distance,  antl  gave  foith  his  ord 
for  immediate  embarkation,  like  a  man  n 
felt  not  only  that  everything  depended 
himself,  but  that  he  was  equal  to  the  c 
gency.  His  commaods  were  executed 
most  as  soon  as  issued.  In  the  short 
terval  that  elapsed  before  everything  y 
ready,  a  hurried,  but  most  important  oi 
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versation  passed  between  Edith  and   Lord 
OgiI?ie.    Since  its  general  purport  is  known 
to  the  reader,   to   meution  the  particulars 
would  be    a   useless   repetition.     Suffice  it 
tben  to    say,  that   though   the    pure   mind 
of  Miss   O'Moore    recoiled    from    relating 
^bat  drove    her    to    distraction,     even    to 
'^ect    upon,    yet    her    agonised   emotion, 
^d    the    few   vague  words    that    escaped 
^r  trembling  lips,  when  questioned  by  her 
't-iend,  betrayed    to    him  the    fatal    truth. 
Thoughts    almost    like    those    of    delirium 
H^ere  within  him    while    his    mind    dwelt 
^pon   the  horrid  destiny  which  had  befal- 
len  the   beloved    companion  of    his   early 
^ears — she    for    whom   he  had   ever   che- 
Hshed   a  tender   fidelity,    pure    and   disin- 
terested as  a  brother's  love.     His  eye  was 
wild,  and  his  pale  countenance  grew  flushed 
as    he   looked   up  to  heaven   with   an    ex- 
pression at  which  Edith  trembled.    What- 
ever was   the  silent  vow  he  then  breathed, 
it   seemed  to  draw  away  a  portion  of  the 
torturing  load  which  weighed  upon  his  soul ; 
he  was  again  frightfully  calm,  and  for  some 
moments  stood  without  the  power  to  speak. 
Every  feature  was  expressive  of  impassioned 
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agony  during  this  short   pause    and  when 

at  length  in    a    choked  voice    he    slowly 

said,      '^  Edith,     your    wrongs      shall    be 

avenged — my  vow  is  registered  on  HighT 

the    tear  that  rushed  to  his    eye,  instead 

of  disgracing  his  manly  spirit,  served  only      .^  ^ 

to  enhance  its  worth. 

*'  Ogilvie,  kind,  generous  friend  !  waste  no*^ 
a  thought  on  them  !     My  fate  was  writteix 
in  the    book   of   doom,    and     is    fulfilled^* 
Nought  can    redeem    it !"    said   Edith,   B^ 
overpowered   with  agitation   that  it  seem^^i 
as    if    her    suffering    spirit   was  trying   '•^ 
break  through  its  mortal  prison. 

Lord  Ogilvie,  terrified  at  the  expression  ^^\ 
her  countenance,  involuntarily  extended  h    -^^ 
arm  towards  her,  but,  evading  the  proffe 
support,    she    exchiimed    with    momenta 
strength,  "  Avert  the  dangers  that  surrounu         . 
our    Eva ! — For    her    sake    only   I    woul^  ^ 
yet   preserve   my    life.     When   she  is 
Death   the   next  moment  would  be   mere 
unto  me !    Oh,  look  not  thus,  for  you  alread 
know — " 

**  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Ogilvie  in  a 
voice ;  "  curse  on  the  degraded  wretch  whc^ 
brought  dishonour  on  your  spotless  namef 
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Thought  maddens  me!  I  am  fit,  and  only 
fit,  for  action.  To  Ireland  you  think  that 
both  the  SuUivans  are  gone;  their  doom 
18  fixed  !  Edith,  I  will  return  for  you 
directly/* 

Those  words  were  hardly  uttered  ere 
Lord  Ogilvie  hailed  the  little  hoat  belong- 
ing to  his  ship,  which  at  this  moment 
opportunely  appeared,  rowed  by  a  couple  of 
fte  crew,  who  were  amusing  themselves  by 
Ashing. 

The  summons  was  instantly  answered,  and 
^  quickly  bore  his  Lordship  to  his  gallant 
^^essel,  which  just  turned  into  sight  from 
•behind  an  adjacent  headland. 

It  was  ready  to  make  sail  against  an 
L(I?erse  tide,  and  a  wind  which  had  sud- 
lenly  shifted  to  the  most  unfavourable 
[uarter. 

The  dreadful  workings  of  our  hero's  mind 
endered  him  regardless  of  all  minor  im- 
pediments to  his  main  design,  and,  though 
he  sky  portended  a  fearful  change  of 
veather,  it  could  not  deter  hiin  from  an 
jumediate  navigation  to  the  land  that  was 
supposed  to  hold  his  adored  Eva  and  the 
objects  of  his  just  resentment. 
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''  The  gale  blows  strongly,  but,  Edith,  yc 
will  not  fear  to  sail  ?"  inquired  Ogil\  ie,  led 
ing  uneasily  at  his  fair  friend,  as,  havii 
quickly  returned,  he  leaped  upon  the  she 
in  order  to  escort  her  to  bis  ship.  His  ej 
glistened  with  anticipation,  and  his  whc 
frame  was  in  a  treinour  of  excitement,  whi 
he  awaited  her  answer. 

"  No,  no ! — Only,  when  we  reach  yo 
vessel,  place  me  in  some  quiet  nook  when 
may  remain  alone  and  unobserved,"  was  t 
low  but  resolute  reply  of  Miss  O' Moore, 
assisted  by  her  friend,  she  stepped  into  1 
open  boat  which  dashed  onwards  to  his  Loi 
ship's  French  vessel  ^' Le  Vaillant,''  whi 
lay  at  a  short  distance. 

"  Not  quite  alone,  dear  friend,  as  fori 
nately  an  aged  female,  who  always  acts 
cook,  is  now  on  board.  Kude  and  infirm 
she  is,  still  to  have  the  service  of  one 
your  own  sex  at  command  will  be  a  go 
fort,"  replied  his  Lordship.  The  gentle  pi 
sure  of  the  hand  which  accompanied  th' 
words  told  how  thoroughly  the  delicacy 
Editli's  feelings  was  understood  and 
spected. 

The  grateful  girl,  as  she  withdrew  her  ha 


gave  the  mute  answer  of  a  melancholy  smile, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  sbe  found  herself  the 
occupier  of  a  small  cabin  in  ''  Le  VaillantJ' 
to  which  she  had  been  conducted  by  Lord 
Ogilvie,  who,  having  induced  her  to  partake  of 
lome  refreshment,  placed  every  comfort  which 
be  could  command  around  her,  and,  commit- 
ting  bis  beloved  friend,  with  many  injunc- 
tions, to  the  special  care  of  her  female  attend- 
iot|  he  withdrew. 

The  fluttering  of  the  sails,  and  the  rush  of 
tbe  billows  which  dashed  against  the  side  of 
tbe  vessel,  were  the  only  sounds  that  disturbed 
the  solitude  of  Edith,  who,  offering  up  a  fer- 
vent prayer  to  Heaven,  threw  herself  upon 
her  bed,  and,  equally  exhausted  in  mind  and 
i)ody,  fell  into  a  sleep,  which  even  the  in- 
creasing tiunult  of  the  Ocean  had  not  power 
to  disturb.     Lord  Ogilvie  took  his  station  on 
the  quarter-deck,  and,  with  feelings  we  should 
vainly  attempt  to  describe,  watched  the  stea- 
diness and  skill  with  which  the  Commander 
of  the  ship  endeavoured  to  steer  towards  the 
coast  of  Ireland,    as   if  in  defiance  of  the 
Spirit  of  the  Storm. 

,  The  intelligence  of  tlie  reader  has  doubt- 
less conjectured  long  since  the  astonishment 
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with  which   our   hero   had   discovered  the 
escape  of  The  O^SuUivan  and  his  confederattt 
when,  at  the  dawn  of  this  memorable  day,  be 
opened  the  door  of  St.  Michaers  Chapel  to 
hold  a  parley  with  his  supposed  prisonen, 
previously  to  the  search  he  meditated,  and 
afterwards  performed  in  the  double  hope  of 
discovering  his  Beloved  One  and  his  enemies. 
How  in  the  course  of  that  pursuit  he  met 
Miss  O'Moore,  and  heard  those  circumstances 
which,  accounting  for  the  escape  of  the  Bucca- 
neers, verified  his  suspicion  of  Eva  being  in 
their  power^  is  already  told.     In  concluding 
this  chapter,  therefore,  it  is  only  necessary  to 
say,  that  the  two  persons  whose  bold  exploits 
hud  so  enchained  the  mind  of  Edith  were 
adventurous    devotees,   who,   in   compliance 
with  a  custom  prevalent  at  the  period  of  our 
tale,  had  come  from  Ireland  to  perform  certain 
prayers  and  penances  at  the  various  stations, 
which,  if  followed  by  an   ascent  to   "  The 
Spindle"  of  the  Great  Skelig  Rock,  were 
supposed  to  atone  for  almost  every  sin.     The 
melancholy   fate  of  the   first  of  those    poor 
fanatics  has  been  already  detailed.     His  more 
fortunate  companion  had  nearly  shared  the 
same  doom,  for  the  sudden  shock  he  felt  on 
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ising  the  startling  catastrophe  almost 
ed  him  of  power  to  retain  his  own  most 
118  position.  By  a  violent  effort,  how- 
le  clung  in  desperation  to  the  shaft  of 
Spindle"  until  in  some  degree  recovered, 
hen,  hi^ving  effected  with  remarkable 
lity  a  descent  more  difficult,  if  less 
rous,  than  the  ascent,  the  surviving 
im  fortunately  arrived  in  safety  at  the 
irt  of  the  Great  Skelig  Rock  before  the 
toms  of  the  approaching  storm  had 
1,  to  which  Lord  0gilvie*8  vessel  was 
luJly  exposed. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Quoi ! — Biron,  votre  Roi,  Ta-t-il  ordonne  ? 
Edouard,  esi-ce  yous  d'hnisaierB  enyiroim^  ? 
Est-oe  vous  de  Henri  le  file  digne  de  I'fttro? 
Sans  doute,  a  yob  nialheun  j'ai  pu  you*  reconniHwb 
Mais  jo  YOUS  reconnais  bien  mieuz  k  yob  Yertus  !** 

Old  Fresch  Jaoobiti  Sovi* 

"  Go  patter  to  lubbers  and  swabs,  d'  ye  sec, 
'Bout  danger  and  fear  and  the  like — 
A  tight  water-boat  and  good  seanxx>m  give  bm. 
And  't  ain'  t  to  a  little  1  '11  strike."— Dibdik. 

It  was  nearly  dark  when  William  Sullivan 
arrived  in  Paris  from  the  Chateau  de  Tulli- 
bardine. 

During  his  ride  to  the  Capital,  he  had  lei- 
sure to  indulge  the  throng  of  gloomy  ideas 
which  the  inefiicacy  of  his  interview  with 
the  Marchioness  inspired.  Still  brooding 
over  his  disappointment,  he  mechanically 
wandered  on  through  many  of  the  narroir 
streets  of  the  French  metropolis,  until,  suffi- 
cient time  having  pcissed  to  make  him  feel  the 
unsentimental  sen^«ation  of  hunger,  he  turned 
into  an  hotel  and  ordered  dinner.     As  soon 
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I  the  cravings  of  the  inner  man  were  satis- 
ed,  the  Pirate-Captain  fell  again  into  a 
BTerie,  during  which  various  plans  for  dis- 
overing  Lord  Ogilvie*s  route  successively 
resented  themselves  to  his  busy  thoughts. 
Alternately  approving  and  rejecting  his 
ehemes,  he  at  length  was  forced  to  acknow- 
edge  that  the  point  of  the  bold  game  at 
rhieh  he  bad  arrived  rendered  his  next  move 
0  decidedly  unpromising  that  it  was  useless 
t  present  to  attempt  the  issue.  But  his 
?er  active  mind  could  not  remain  unoccu- 
led.  He  felt  that  life  must  offer  some 
Smulus^  or  that  he  should  sink  beneath  the 
lad  of  anxiety  which  oppressed  him.  Under 
le  power  of  a  ban  which  prohibited  a  return 
» bis  native  land,  dreading  the  displeasure 
'  bis  uncle,  and  filled  with  malice,  disap- 
mtment^  and  revenge,  that  rendered  him 
.pable  of  almost  any  crime,  it  was  impos- 
ile  for  William  Sullivan  to  continue  inac- 
re.  Villain  as  he  was,  the  voice  of  conscience 
ouid  have  risen  to  appal  even  his  audacious 
irit,  were  it  not  kept  in  the  excitement 
hich  perpetual  action  only  can  create.  His 
ind  was  resolute,  but  his  determination  was 
>t  the   settled  purpose   of  philosophy   or 
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reason.  It  was  the  sentiment  of  a  desperate 
nature  that  would  hold  to  its  design  with 
the  obstinacy  of  unshrinking  guilt,  yet  which 
dreaded  a  state  of  inaction  from  the  fear  of 
Conscience, — that  inward  monitor,  which, 
when  it  has  time  to  speak,  will  lift  its  voice 
within  the  breast  even  of  the  most  abandoned ! 
Familiarized  as  he  was  with  guilt,  Sullivan 
sometimes  felt  the  sting  of  remorse  when  the 
image  of  Edith  O'Moore  rose  like  an  appall- 
ing phantom  to  his  ^^  mind's  eye  ;*"  and  it 
was  only  amid  the  turmoil  of  exciteuient 
that  he  escaped  those  maddening  sensations, 
which,  were  we  able  to  descend  into  the 
depths  of  a  vicious  spirit,  we  should  often 
find  its  insupportable  attendants.  But  the 
reflections  of  Sullivan,  acute  as  they  were» 
did  not  bring  repentance;  and,  occupied  by  * 
thousand  plans,  he  endeavoured  to  banish 
remorse  by  weighing  the  probable  advan- 
tages and  dangers  which  the  execution  of  hi« 
varied  speculations  seemed  to  present.  While 
trying  to  mature  the  thoughts  that  in  rapid 
succession  crossed  his  dark  and  schemio? 
mind,  he  walked  about  the  room  with  quick 
and  agitated  steps  ;  at  length,  as  if  resolf^^ 
to  calm  the  tumult  which   prevented  bini 
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from  fixing  any  decisive  measure,  he  ap- 
proached an  open  window  and  seated  himself 
dofie  to  it,  feeling  refreshed  by  .the  evening 
breeze,  which,  as  he  rested  his  head  on  his 
band,  blew  across  his  heated  temples.  While 
io  this  position,  he  heard  a  voice  beneath  the 
window  sing  the  following  words  in  a  low 
*nd  cautious  tone : — 

"  trahir  Edonard,  loraque  Ton  peut  combattre, 

Immoler  k  Brunswick  le  sang  de  Henri  Quatre, 
£t  de  George,  vaincn,  sulir  lea  dures  lois : 
0  Fran^ais  I   0  Louis !    0  protectcurs  des  Rois  ! 
Est-co  pour  les  trahir  qu'on  porte  ce  vain  titre  ? 
C*est  en  les  trahissant  qu'on  devient  leur  arbitre ; 
Un  Boi  qui  d*un  b^ros  se  d^lare  Tappui, 
Doit  r^lever  au  Trdne,  ou  tomber  avec  lui." 

Sullivan  started  from  his  chair,  and  looked 
ioto  the  street.  The  vehemence  of  the  action 
probably  alarmed  the  singer,  for  he  sud- 
denly ceased  his  chant,  and,  rushing  down 
an  adjacent  alley,  disappeared.  All  the  mea- 
sures of  the  Irish  Buccaneer  were  conducted 
with  the  quickness  and  intrepidity  that 
marked  his  character.  The  words  he  had 
just  heard  roused  his  restless  spirit,  and, 
banishing  all  its  previous  qualms,  seemed  to 
his  fevered  imagination  absolutely  omuious. 
Interpreting  them  as  a  presage  of  success  in 

VOL.  n.  D 
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the  political  manoeuvring  which  he  instantlf 
determined  to  adopt,  Sullivan,  in  order  to 
decide  upon  the  prudence  of  becoming  tn 
ally,  an  opponent,  or  a  neutral  in  the  cauie 
of  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  resolved  to  go  to 
the  Opera  that  moment.  It  was  the  nightlf 
resort  of  the  young  Prince,  where  the  atten- 
tion of  the  audience  was  always  fixed  on  him 
with  admiration  and  interest.  There,  com- 
paratively  heedless  of  what  was  passing  on 
the  stage,  the  fair  sex  might  be  seen  shed- 
ding tears  of  pity  for  his  misfortunes,  while 
whispers  in  his  favour  were  heard  throughout 
the  theatre  from  the  male  Parisians,  who 
condemned  the  conduct  of  their  King,  and 
revered  Charles  Edward  as  a  hero  lineally 
descended  from  their  renowned  Henry  IV- 

Of  all  this  our  Buccaneer  had  heanl,  b^^ 
he  also  knew  that  the  Sovereign  and  Minis'^fl 
of  France  wished  for  nothing  more  than  t:^ 
destruction  of  "  the  Young  Pretender,**       • 
they  now  in  secret  called  him,  and  that 
were  exas[)erated  by  his  continuing  at 
in  defiance  of  the  repeated  messages  to  lei 
it  which  he  had  received  from  the  Frer::^^ 
government.     This  conduct  on  the  pait 
Prince    Charles,    Sullivan   was   aware 
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been  equally  resented  by  the  '^Elarl  of  Sussex 
and  Lord  CathcarU-the  two  English  noble- 
men who  had  arrhred  :as  hostages  from  Great 
Britain  for  the  performance  of  the  late  defi* 
nitive  treaty  of  peace  at  Aix-la-Chapelle — 
QBe  of  the  main  articles  of  which  was,  that 
''France   should    finally    acknowledge    the 
right  of  the  House  of  Hanover  to  the  Crown 
of  Great  Britain,  and  that,  in  terms   of  a 
faeaty  entered  into  in  1748,  she  should  ut- 
terly renounce   all  alliance   with  the  Pre- 
tender and  his  fauiily,  and  not  permit  the 
Evidence  of  these  persons  upon  her  domi- 
nions."^ But  the  admiration  of  the  Parisians 
lad  been  won  for  Charles  Edward,  not  only 
»y  the  valour  of  his  exploits  in  Scotland  and 
he  fascination  of  his  manners  and  person, 
>ut  also  by  his  conduct  to  Cardinal  de  Tencin, 
rhen  it  was  hinted   that  Ministers  might 
uccour  the  Stuarts^  if,  in  case    a  restora- 
ion   to   the  English  Crown  were   effected, 
reland   were   made   a   province  of  France. 
Nan,  Monsieur  le  Cardinal^  tout  ou  rien ! 
mnt  de  partage!*'^  bad  been  the  spirited 

*  See  Chambers's  clever  History  of  the  Rebellion  in  Scot- 
uid  in  1745, 1746. 
t  Historical. 
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liad  met  tint  piiUlk-  eai 
His  equally  decided 
de  Maurepas,  on  bfting 
pulsive  measures  if  hi 
the  wishes  of  the  Fre 
formed  the  favourite  toj 
every  circle    of   sociei 
MinistresI  lea  Ministre. 
claimed,  with   a  thrill 
disdiiin ;  "  si  vous  voide. 
U  Comte,  dites  au  Roi 
suis  ni  pour  rompre  to 
Ministres  !"* 

It  did  not  require  ra 
perceive  that  under  such 
ters  must  speedily  con 
ascertuin  whether  it  proi 
*ble    to  the    Prince,    w 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  53 

absolutely    proved.     His    mind   was    in    a 
tumult  of  thought   while  crossing   several 
narrow  streets  he  pursued  his  way  to  the 
Opera-House  in  the  Palais-RoyaK     A  dead 
sileDce  pervaded  the  obscure  aad  almost  de- 
serted alleys  through  which  Sullivan  had 
walked  ; — great,  therefore,  was  the  contrast 
presented  to  his  eye  when,  on  turning  into 
the  Rue  St.  Honor6,  he  found  it  occupied 
by  gens  darmesj  and  completely  thronged. 
A  subdued   murmur  ran   through   the   as- 
sembled concourse,  but  no  one  seemed  suffi- 
ciently hardy  to  utter  his  suspicions  aloud. 
All,  however,  appeared  to  indicate  that  some- 
thing momentous  was  about  to  happen,  and 
Sullivan  was  on  the  point  of  trying  to  dis- 
cover the  real  cause  of  what  was  going  for- 
ward, when  his  attention,  in  common  with 
almost  every  individual  present,  was  attracted 
by  the  appearance  of  the  Prince's  coach,  which 
en  route  from  its  master's  splendid  Hotel  on 
Le  Quai  de  Theatiu  had  just  euteried  the  Hue 
St  Honorfe  on  its  way  to  the  Opera.     Two 
pages,     sumptuously    dressed,    walked     at 
either  side  of  the  handsome  equipage,  and 
the  footmen  wore  the  Royal  livery  of  Eng- 
land. 
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"Prince,  retura  !  they  are  going  to  arrtit 
you ; — the  PalHie  Royal  is  beset  !"*  critd  ■ 
man  closely  muSli'd  in  his  clouk,  who  stool 
near  W'illiiim  SuUiTan,  and  witliTn  tbe 
shadow  of  a  house  which  tlie  raoouligbt  al 
the  time  tlir«w  back  upon  the  street.  AlrstJ 
of  being  taken  for  the  speaker,  our  Irish 
Buccaneer  turned  round  in  oider  to  arrest 
him,  but  tlie  warning  \vrs  no  sooner  uttered 
than  the  person  who  bad  given  it  disappeuvd. 
Perceiving  this,  Sullivan,  as  the  surest  way 
of  avoiding  danger,  plunged  into  the  thickest 
part  of  the  crowd,  awl  tlie  nianteiivre  waa  so 
adroitly  executed,  that  he  was  soon  far  be- 
yond his  former  station,  aad  close  to  tlie 
Prince's  carriage. 

Notwithstanding  the  intelligence  Charle« 
Edward  had  just  received,  corroborating  the 
contents  of  an  anonymous  letter  put  into  his 
hand  while  walking  in  the  Tuilleriea  that 
morning  (the  fatal  21st  of  December,  1748). 
and  which  gave  every  particular  of  the 
serious  measures  determined  to  be  executed 
against  him  in  a  Council  of  War  called  the 
Bame  day,  the  Prince's  equipage  never  stopped 
until  it  reached  the  passage  of  the  Opera- 

"    Uistorlottl. 
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House.  The  court  of  the  Palais^-Royal  was 
invested  wkh  twelve  hundred  of  the  Duke 
de  Birott's  r^ime&t ;  a  double  guiird  stood 
with  their  bayooets  fixed  at  the  entrance  to 
the  Theatre ;  the  passage  of  the  Opera-House 
was  filled  with.  Serjeants  and  grenadiers  in 
cuirasses  and  helmets;  the  guet,  or  City 
police,  were  stationed  in  the  streets^  and  were 
making  tlobe  coaches  file  off  at  the  uioment 
when  Prince  Charles,  seeming  neither  sur- 
prised nor  disconcerted,  alighted  from  his 
carriage.  He  was  instantly  surrounded  by 
six  Serjeants  of  the  intrepid  Grenadiers, 
dressed  in  grey  clothes ;  but,  accustomed  to 
be  gazed  at  and  crowded  round,  as  an  object 
of  popular  curiosity,  the  youthful  Prince 
thought,  or  affected  to  conceive,  that  such  a 
feeling  caused  the  present  inclination  to  ob- 
struct his  steps.  With  that  graceful  dignity 
which  was  peculiarly  his  own,  Charles  Ed- 
ward Stuart  endeavoured  to  pass  on,  but 
scarcely  had  he  moved  his  foot  ere  a  serjeant 
advanced  under  pretence  of  dispersing  the 
crowd.  At  this  concerted  signal,  a  group  of 
soldiers  started  forward,  some  of  whom  seized 
the   Prince's  attendants,   who   were   imme-r 


ke-'pinir  t.rt'  tlie  crowd 
BriNikiiig  i'rom  one  of  : 
officers  stationed  tbere, 
dreuil,aMajorin  tbeFn 
approached  bis  Royal  H 
luB  hand  upon  bu  should 

"PriDce,  your  anna; 
name  of  the  King!" 

With  his  person  erect, 
totally  unchanged,  Charh 
nvely  replied — "  The  ma 
violent."  Then  sending 
proud  inquiry,  he  stood  pe 
midst  or  the  group,  irli 
quailed  beneath  his  stet 
next  instant  restored  the 
so  necessary  to  De  Vaudi 
companions  uow  closed  roi 
and  renewn^  i-—  -^ 
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they  are  justifiable  or  pot,  but  the  disgrace 
Ganoot  affeqt  me,  it  can  only  affect  your 
Master!"* 

'*Sir/'  said  De  Vaudreuil  with  studied 
politeness,  **  interests  of  national  import 
oblige  me  to  perform  a  commission  by  no 
means  pleasant  to  my  feelings,  but — '' 

•'  It  is  very  mortifying  for  an  qfficej\"  inr 
terrupted  Charles  Edward  in  an  unfaltering 
voice,  while  a  bitter  smile  curled  on  his  lip. 

Galled  at  the  taunt  conveyed  in  those 
words,  De  Vaudreuil  quickly  turned  to  his 
men  and  said,  "You  know  your  duty; — 
do  it !" 

An  expression  of  malignant  exultation 
gleamed  from  the  speaker^s  eye,  as  the  sol- 
diers in  obedience  to  his  order  searched  the 
Royal  person  and  took  possession  of  a  pair 
of  pistols,  a  poignard,  a  penknife,  and  a  book 
found  thereon.  They  next  tied  both  the  arms 
and  legs  of  the  Prince  with  crimson  silk 
cords,  ten  ells  in  length,  which  had  been 
prepared  for  that  purpose. 

The  resolution  of  the  youthful  Stuart  was 
proof  even  against  this  insult.  He  stood 
calmly   contemplating    the    numerous   coils 
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which  were  twining  round  \m  limbs,  and 
nothing  could  be  more   striking  than  bb 
whole  appearance,  when,  in  a  commanding 
tone  of  bitter  irony,  he  at  length  exclaimed 
— ''  Have  you  bound  my  Englishmen  as  yoQ 
did  me  ?     An  Englishman  is  not  used  to  be 
hound — ^he  is  not  made  for  that  purpose."^ 
Then  coolly  surveying  the  cords  upon  his 
person,  he  sternly   added,  ''Have  you  not 
enough  now?" 

*'Not  yet,"  replied  De  Vaudreuil,  casting 
a  menacing  glance  upon  his  victim. 

The  Son  of  many  Kings  returned  this  looki 
and  as  he  did  so,  his  spirit  flashed  in  pride 
and  scorn  from  his  eye. 

A  murmur  of  mingled  applause  at  his 
conduct,  and  of  indignation  at  the  treatment 
he  received,  ran  through  the  spectators  of 
the  scene,  who  were  thronged  at  the  other 
side  of  the  barrier;  and  when  Prince 
Charles,  bound  like  a  felon,  was  put  into  the 
hired  coach  that  was  in  waiting,  accompanied 
by  three  oflBcers  of  the  French  Guards, 
symptoms  of  revolt  and  violent  disapproba- 
tion were  discernible  in  the  assembled  crowd. 
To  escape  the  bursting  of  the  popular  btorm, 

*  Historical. 
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the  utmost  despatch  was  used.  Two  armed 
Mousquetaira  rode  on  each  side  of  the  car* 
riage  with  a  hand  upon  the  door ;  six  Grena- 
diers with  fixed  bayonets  mounted  behind,  and 
a  large  body  of  soldiers  surrounded  it  on  foot. 
Regardless  of  the  shouts  of  indignation  uttered 
against  them,  those  functionaries  fulfilled 
their  commission  by  proceeding  with  their 
prisoner  at  a  rapid  pace  towards  the  suburb 
de  St.  Antoine.  The  moment  the  cavalcade 
moved  onward,  the  Duke  de  Biron,  Colonel 
of  the  French  Guards,  who,  disguised  in  a 
coach,  had  waited  to  see  the  success  of  the 
enterprise,  stepped  into  his  chair,  and  went 
to  report  the  transaction  to  the  King. 

An  animated  picture  of  human  feeling  in 
its  various  shades  was  exhibited  by  the  con- 
course who  held  witnessed  the  arrest  of 
Charles  Edward  Stuart  Many  an  eye 
sparkled  with  the  light  of  indignation,  many 
a  brow  was  darkened  by  displeasure,  and  the 
confusion  that  prevailed  is  easier  imagined 
than  described,  when  the  multitude  mingled 
iudiscrimimitely  with  the  Mousquetairs, 
City-police,  hatchet-bearers,  locksniiths,  and 
men  with  scahng-ladders  and  battering  rams, 
who  were   in  attendance  to  take  the  youn^ 
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Prince  by  escalade^  in  case  he  should  have 
housed  himself  to  stand  a  siege. 

Amid  this  excited  crowd,  William  Sulli- 
van's countenance  evinced  perhaps  the 
strongest  expression.  His  brilliant  eyes 
followed  every  motion  of  the  multitude  as  if 
his  whole  soul  was  absorbed  in  contemplating 
the  passing  scene,  and  his  active  frame, 
obedient  to  the  impulse  of  his  impetuous 
spirit,  struggled  througli  the  thickest  part 
of  the  crowd,  while  the  scornful  smile  that 
lurked  about  his  compressed  mouth  betrayed 
a  strong  degree  of  contempt,  mingled  with 
daring  resolution. 

As  Sullivan  thus  stood,  each  limb  and 
feature  expressing  the  determined  mien  of  a 
freebooter,  a  hand  was  laid  upon  his  arm, 
and  a  low  deep  voice  whispered  distinctly  in 
his  ear :  "  These  are  bad  omens  for  us.  Cap 
tain  Sullivan  ;  all  is  over  with  the  Stuarts ! 
Charley  Ned  will  be  kept  a  prisoner  at  Vin- 
cennes,  to  which  those  land-lubbers  of  Guards 
are  conducting  him,  and  all  his  retinue  will 
soon  be  at  anchor  within  the  Bastille !  I'm 
tired  of  the  smell  of  land,  and  am  longing  to 
shove  me  from  shore.  As  a  gallant  sea- 
rover    I'm  sure   you're    the    same.       Will 
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you  stand  on  my  tack,  then  ?  for  as  France 
has  found  out  tliat  we  hang  up  false  colours, 
if  we  don't  keep  a  sharp  look-out,  she  will 
clap  us  both  close  under  hatches  without 
money  or  cargo." 

Sullivan,   who  at  the  beginning  of  this 

fiimiliar  address  had  turned  his  eyes  upon 

the  speaker,   recognised  the  Jack  Jeffries 

already  mentioned,  an  American  pirate,  the 

descendant  of  one  of  those  celebrated  Trans- 

atlantic  Buccaneers  who  formed  a  distinct 

confederacy,  which,  until  near  the  close  of 

the  seventeenth  century,  was  formidable  to 

the  greatest  powers  in  Europe.     With  this 

man  Sullivan  had  been  long  acquainted,  and 

he  was  (as  we  have  seen)  the  person  who  had 

been   employed   to   play   the   spy   on    Miss 

O'AIoore  in  France. 

"  Hah  !  my  old  friend,"  whispered  the  heir 
of  Boss  Mac  Owen,  suddenly  affecting  much 
pleasure  at  the  unexpected  rencounter,  "this 
is  dangerous  surf  to  float  your  opinions  on  ; 

what  you  say  is  too  true,  but " 

"  Drop  our  lead  then  in  quieter  waters," 
returned  Jeff'ries,  winking  his  small  pierc- 
ing eye  with  an  expression  which  could  not 
be  mistaken,  as  he  put  his  hand  under  Sulli- 
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the  ^Vmcricim,  doiniig  his  cap,  an 
his  brow  with  the  Indian  bilk  hau 
he  drew  from  his  breast;  ^*but, 
we  caQ*t  ride  at  anchor,  for  dao 
brooding  about  us.  Let  us  carry  a 
over  the  main  then,  if  we  wish  to 
of  shoals." 

^^  I  don't  exactly  understaud  yoi 
plainly,''  said  Sullivan,  his  voice  a 
to  hesitate  a  little. 

^*  You  give  me  the  launch  and 
Captain  " — returned  the  Transatlant 
raising  his  keen  eye  to  the  face  of 
panion,  while  bis  lips  slightly  curl 
added  in  a  cool  but  dogged  tone, 
smuggler.  Sir — you  are  the  same, 
outlaw  to  boot !     Never  mind  haw 
out  the  pickle  you're  in,  but  let  me 
I  know  all  about  it ; — a  clear  sea  li< 
us,  through  which  we  can  steer  1 
foes.     Your  ship,  the  well-known 
Flag,'  I  saw  last  week  in  the  hs 
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Brest.  She  is  ready  by  your  order  for  every 
and  any  cruise,  hel  us  then  gain  ber,  and 
make  sail  forthwith  for  Turkey,  and  after* 
wards  for  Barbary.  We  may  chance  to  fall 
in  with  an  Algerine  corsair,  or  may  capture 
the  frigate  of  *  ITie  Fathers  of  the  Trinity/  * 
which  about  this  time  will  be  on  the  high 
seas  with  its  ransomed  slaves,  and  a  cargo 
well  worth  our  possession.  What  say  you 
to  this.  Captain  Sullivan  ?" 

"  That  you  have  spoken  like  a  frank, 
gallant  seaman,"  returned  the  Irish  Buc- 
caneer, suppressing  the  impulse  of  pride  and 
resentment  which  at  the  beginning  of  his 
companion's  speech  had  cast  a  fiery  glow  on 
his  fine  features.  ''  No  fish  hates  the  land 
more  than  I.  Sir,  you  have  kept  a  proper 
look-out,  like  a  true  sailor  as  ever  trod 
plank :  for  without  aid  of  sea-glass  we  may 
look  to  a  chase,  if  we  don't  heave  away. 
Your  proposal  is  somewhat  abrupt,  but  it 
promises  good.  By  this  hand  !  I'll  take  you 
on  board  my  own  gallant  ship,  and  with  her 
brave  crew  we'll  teach  tliese  proud  Algerine 
Corsairs  to  start  at  the  sound  of  our  names  and 
the  sight  of  the  unconquered  *  Death- Flag'!" 

Sec  note  I.  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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known  ekill  and  coura^ 
caneer.  Jack  Jeffries  ehc 
the  hand,  and  consente 
command  of  the  bold  enl 
posed.    With  this  resolw 
to  the  '  Death-Flag,'  whii 
in  the  harbour  of  Brest. 
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was  soon  g-ained.     The  . 
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William  Sullivan  aad  his 
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good  faith.  The  next  moment  the  '  Death- 
Flag*  weighed  anchor,  and,  crowding  her 
canvass,  s^tood  off  to  sea  in  the  direction  of 
the  Land  of  the  Sultan,  a  fair  and  fresh 
bteeze  attending  the  commencement  of  an 
enterprise  thus  promptly  resolved  upon,  and 
as  promptly  begun. 


The  »L     "*"« 
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soul  by    your    unexpected    reception — and 
never  will  I  confound  the  friend  with  the 
gmmor!      Embrace  me — for    my  bonds," 
^  added  with  mingled  jest  and   sarcasm, 
glancing  at  his  coils,  **  prevent  my  anticipa- 
tion of  the  compliment."     The    Governor 
^vapced,  and,  evidently  much  affected,  laid 
^is  hand  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  Prince,  and 
^^  broken  accents  involuntarily  exclaimed, — 
*'  This  is  the  most  memorable  day  of  my  life !" 
**Ala8!   Du  Chatelet,  fate  makes  us   all 
^he  victims  of  necessity" — interrupted  the 
*^rince  with  equal  feeling :  "  Since  the  battle 
^f  Culloden,  I  have  indeed  been  hunted  like 
^    wild  beast — but  like  a  wild  beast  I  have 
^t  least  had  ample  ground  to  range  over! 
"^--Yet  de  vivf^e  et  pas  vivre  est  beavcoup  plus 
9ue  de  mourirr  he  added,   in  a  tone  that 
^as  indescribably  affecting.* 

The  Governor,  unwilling  to  trust  himself  in 
further  conversation  with  his  heroic  prisoner, 
%imply  inquired  whether  Charles  Edward 
Stuart  liad  any  arms  about  him. 

''  On  the  word  of  a  Prince  no  other  than 

•  The  whole  of  the  snhstance  of  this  conversation  is  histo- 
rical, and  the  ahove  melancholy  French  motto  was  that  of  the 
unfortunate  Prince. — See  Je$se*8  Memoirs. 
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and,  clasping  bis  Imnds  in  silent  agony,  he 
burst  into  tears ! 

Neil  Mac  Eachan,  the  humble  friend  who, 
with  the  heroic  Flora  Macdonald,  had  ac- 
companied his  Boyal  Highness  in  his  hazard- 
ous wanderings  through  the  Isle  of  Skye, 
who  had  never  left  him  since,  and  was  now 
the  only  attendant  permitted  to  share  his  im- 
prisonment, here  advanced,  and,  kneeling  at 
his  Royal  Master's  feet,  fixed  his  uplifted 
eyes  upon  bis  countenance  with  a  depth  of 
silent  sympathy  more  touching  and  expres- 
sive than  any  language  could  have  been. 

The  Prince  understood  the  mut^  appeal, 
andy  laying  bis  hand  affectionately  on  the 
shoulder  of  his  devoted  servant,  he  looked 
into  his  face ;  while  in  a  voice  full  of  intense 
and  condensed  emotion  he  fervently  ex- 
claimed, his  thoughts  apparently  reverting 
to  bis  late  magnanimous  though  disastrous 
enterprise,  and  to  the  cruel  results  of  a  heart- 
less if  not  treacherous  policy — 

"Ah,  my  faithful  Mountaineers,  you 
would  never  have  treated  me  ttius  : — would 
I  were  still  with  you  !'*  * 

*  Historical. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  Sudden  the  lurid  heavens  obscurely  frown. 
And  sweeping  gusts  the  coming  storm  proclaim.** 

TlQHS. 

"  Beat  on,  proud  billows  ;  Boreas,  blow ; 
Swell,  curled  waves,  high  as  Jove*8  roof ; 
Your  incivility  doth  show 

That  Innocence  is  tempest  proof." — L'E^stbasoe. 

The  signs  of  an  approaching  tempf«t, 
under  which  Lord  Ogilvie  had  conimeDced 
his  voyage,  were  almost  immediately  verified. 
A  great  swell  came  on  rapidly,  and  increased 
to  such  a  pitch  that  at  times  the  green  waves 
appeared  like  liquid  hills  ahove  the  stem  of 
the  ship.  The  wind  rose  to  a  perfect  hurri- 
cane, keeping  in  an  adverse  point;  and 
though  the  Commander  of  the  vessel,  in  obe- 
dience to  the  impatient  wishes  of  our  hero, 
used  the  greatest  exertions  to  make  way 
toward sthe  Irish  coast,  he  was  quickly  com- 
pelied  to  take  in  all  sail,  and,  putting  his 
hcim  hard  up,  he  turned  before  the  furious 
gale,  which  bore  the  ship  with  frightful  ve- 
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Aj  further  -and  &rtlier  from  tlie  demred 
urs^  until  at  last  .sbe  was  blown  far  into 
e  Atiantic  Ocean. 

Tliough  in  a  state  of  torturing  anxiety, 
ord  Qgilvie  preserved  his  self-command. 
ODg  familiaority  -with  the  sea  had  accns- 
»med  him  to  the  strife  of  .angry  elements, 
od  had  made  him  well  acquainted  with 
fautieal  affairs.  Now,  therefore,  instead  of 
ding  as  most  landsmen  would  have  done 
tsuch  a  crisis,  he  joined  the  crew  in  obey- 
ig  the  mandates  of  their  Commander,  and 
ith  a  precision  and  promptitude  scarcely 
rpassed  by  the  practised  mariners  them- 
Ives,  executed  orders  which  no  one  inex- 
rienced  in  Naval  emergencies  could  have 
nformed. 

But  vain  were  the  efforts  of  the  gallunt 
jw.  Victims  to  the  irresistible  power  of 
5  elements,  their  resources  and  skill  were 
dtlessly  exerted  in  an  unequal  encounter. 
•  (violent  were  the  surges  and  the  storm, 
it  to  steer  for  any  port  was  quite  impos- 
le.  The  black  and  giant  clouds  flashed 
th  fiheets  of  flame.  Peal  after  peal  the 
inder  rolled ;  the  wind  howled,  sounding 
:e  the  shriekings  of  the  Spirits  of  the  deep; 
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and  such  a  sea  was  running  as  tbe  oldest 
mariner  on  board  had  never  mtnessed. 

Much  time  and  labour  were  consequendf 
spent  to  no  purpose,  and  winds  and  warn 
thus  seeming  to  conspire  against  Lord 
Ogilvie,  the  ship  fiew  at  a  prodigious  rate 
in  a  direction  diametrically  opposite  to  tlie 
point  he  wished  to  gain. 

During  the  first  and  middle  watches  of  the 
night,  many  fears  were  entertained  for  tlie 
safety  of  the  vessel,  but  towards  morning  the 
waves  abated,  and  though  the  wind  still  con- 
tinued contrary,  its  violence  was  considerably 
lessened.     With  an  interest  bordering  upon 
agony,  our   hero   vigilantly  watched  those 
symptoms  of  a  subsiding  storm.     The  mo- 
ment there  was  a  prospect  cf  a  comparative 
calm,    he   descended   to  Edith's  cabin,  and, 
stooping  to   the  keyhole,  rapidly  communi- 
cated the  cheering  hope  which  the  appear- 
ance of  the  elements  seemed  to  justify;  and 
m  agitated  accents  asked  how  Miss  O^Moore 
had  borne  the  terrors  of  the  recent  hurricane. 
The  words  she  gave  in  answer  were  full  of 
thankfulness  to  Heaven,  and  assurances  of 
that  courage  which  nothing  but  a  confidence 
in  One  mightier  than  the  storm  could  give. 
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Though  tihe  speaker's  voice  betrayed  the  ex- 
ent  of  self-command  that  had  been  necessary 
or  the  utterance  of  her  broken  accents,  yet, 
roDvinced  of  Edith's  real  fortitude,  Ogilvie 
WBB  more  than  half  disposed  to  credit  her 
iflsuranceSy  and,  consenting  to  leave  her  to 
he  solitude  which  she  requested,  he  re- 
Lomed  to  the  deck.  An  examination  of  the 
ihip,  which  was  then  taken,  proved  that  she 
bad  Buffered  no  damage  of  any  consequence ; 
but,  as  the  direction  of  the  wind  still  pre- 
sented her  from  holding  her  course,  it  was 
letermined  she  should  lay  to  until  the  weather 
proved  more  propitious. 

Towards  the  dawn,  a  light  breeze  sprang 
up,  but  it  veered  so  much  and  so  suddenly, 
that  it  was  a  matter  of  extreme  difficulty  to 
ittempt  to  steer  towards  the  desired  point. 
rhe  sea,  however,  abated  considerably; 
therefore,  though  the  weather  was  very  un- 
settled, the  helmsman  gathered  fresh  hopes 
of  making  a  favourable  way.  The  necessary 
preparations  were  accordingly  commenced  for 
the  continuation  of  the  voyage. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


**  Ay,  now  the  soul  of  battle  is  abroad — 
It  bums  upon  the  air  1    The  joyous  winds 
Are  tossing  warrior-plumes,  the  proud,  white  fotm 
Of  battle's  roaring  billows."— HnCAiro. 

**  Yet  more  I — the  billows  and  the  depths  have  morel- 
High  hearts  and  brave  are  gathered  to  thy  bretit! 
They  hear  not  now  the  booming  waters  roar, 
The  battle-thunders  will  not  break  their  rest.**— Id. 

Inspired  with  fresh  hope,  the  crew  of  *Le 
Vaillant '  were  engrossed  in  their  respective 
duties,  preparatory  to  resuming  their  course 
upon  the  seas,  when  suddenly  the  look-out 
on  the  starboard-how  cried 

-  Sail  ho !" 

"  Ha !  a  ship,  where  is  she  ?**  exclaimed 
Ogilvie,  springing  forwards  ;  when,  suatchiog 
the  glass  from  the  man's  hand,  he  discovered 
a  distant  vessel,  which,  from  the  course  she 
was  pursuing,  seemed  determined  to  bear 
down  upon  his  own. 
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In  silent  self-possession  our  hero  for  a  few 
moments  intently  examined  her  shadowy 
form :  then  beckoning  to  the  Captain,  who 
iQUnediately  obeyed  the  summons,  he  whis- 
pered his  suspicions,  which  a  closer  survey 
&U  but  confirmed  in  the  minds  of  both. 

From  the  position  of  the  Stranger  she  had 
the  advantage  of  the  wind,  and  running  be* 
fore  it  with  crowded  canvass^  she  swept  over 
the  waters,  her  prow  directed  towards  ^  Le 
Vaillant,'  on  board  of  which  the  news  of  her 
Approach  was  quickly  spread. 

With  all  a  sailor's  steady  coolness,  the 
French  Commander  ordered  his  ship  to  be 
cleared  in  case  of  an  action,  and  hoisted  his 
colours. 

When  this  and  other  nautical  preparations 
had  been  duly  made,  the  Officers  of  *  Le  Vail- 
lant* grouped  together  on  the  quarter-deck 
and  eagerly  scanned  the  object  of  their  curi- 
osity, while  they  discussed  the  various  conjec- 
tures it  occasioned. 

'  Le  Vaillant*  was  a  finely-built  Brig, 
mounting  twelve  guns ;  her  crew  were  only 
seventy  in  number,  but  Lord  Ogilvie  had 
brought  fifty  armed  men  on  board  to  assist 
in  the  encounter  he  expected  at  the  Skelig 
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Rocks,  and  she  was  well  supplied  with  ammu- 
nition. 

Many  of  Ogilvie's  little  band  had  formerlj 
belonged  to  the  Naval  service,  in  which  they 
had  served  under  Lord  Lewis  Gordon,  so 
that  the  great  proportion  of  the  fighting  part 
of  the  ship  understood  the  ordinary  evolu- 
tions of  a  combat  on  the  sea.  Therefore, 
though  possessing  a  comparatively  small 
armament,  and  labouring  under  other  disad- 
vantages, the  bold  mariner  who  commanded 
*  Le  Vaillant,'  actuated  by  the  calm  deter* 
mination  of  one  accustomed  to  depend  upon 
his  own  resources,  resolved  to  await  the  mo- 
ment when  he  might  with  precision  ascertain 
the  designs  of  the  stranger-ship  and  estimate 
her  force.  In  the  meantime,  with  the  cool- 
ness of  an  experienced  son  of  the  ocean,  lie 
made  every  preparation  which  existing  cir- 
cumstances rendered  prudent.  A  chosen 
number  of  topmen  mounted  in  the  shrouds 
armed  with  muskets;  each  well-trained  sailor 
took  his  proper  station,  and  Lord  Ogilvie's 
band,  with  pistols,  dirks,  and  swords,  drew 
up  in  a  strong  line,  prepared  to  perform  their 
duties. 

About  two  hours  were  thus  employed, 
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when,  every  necessary  arrangement  being 
completed,  all  on  board  the  ^Vaillant'  in 
anxious  silence  watched  the  face  of  tbeir 
Commander,  as  he  continued  to  gaze  atten- 
tively through  his  glass  upon  the  unknown 
ship,  which,  now  considerably  nearer,  was  no 
longer  indistinct  even  to  the  naked  eye. 

'*  She  is  a  well-built,  airy  Brigantine,  and 
carries  a  large  mainsail ;  i'  faith,  she  skims 
the  Ocean  like  a  gull !  **  cried  the  Captain, 
handing  the  glass  to  Lord  Ogilvie,  who,  all 
eye  and  ear,  stood  close  beside  him. 

Looking  through  the  telescope,  and  after  a 
keen  examination,  Ogilvie  quickly  said, ''  Our 
ship  is  not  inferior  to  her  in  dimensions,  but 
in  all  we  are  little  more  than  one  hundred 
men;  still  we  bear  stout  hearts  and  well- 
armed  hands  to  balance  inequality  of  force. 
How  fast  she  goes  gallantly  cutting  through 
the  sea !  She  outsails  any  small  craft  I  have 
ever  seen.  Captain,  do  you  think  she  carries 
armament  ?  *' 

**  If  she  does,  it  is  most  carefully  concealed, 
for  I  can  see  no  ports,"  returned  the  com- 
mander, again  reconnoitring  through  his 
glass.  "  Hah !  She  has  hoisted  the  French 
flag,  so  she  would  seem  our  friend.     Faith, 
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friend  or  foe,  she  is  a  gallant  bark !     As 
buoyant  as  a   feather,   she   dances    on   the 
waters^  and  will  soon  be  within  hail ;  then 
we  shall  know  how  she  is  manned,  and  of 
what  stuff  her  crew  are  made." 

As  the  morning  advanced,  a  clearer  light 
was  spread  across  tlie  Ocean,  and  the  wind 
lulling  into  fitful  gusts,  each  moment  tlie 
weather  grew  more  calm.  The  foaming 
crests  of  the  great  waves,  as  if  at  the  com- 
mand of  some  wizard  of  the  deep,  settled 
into  long  smooth  billows,  that  swept  quietly 
across  the  broad  Atlantic.  Every  face  in 
the  attentive  crew  was  fixed  in  anxious 
scrutiny  upon  the  distant  ship.  The  dark 
lines  of  her  tcall  and  taper  masts  were  dis- 
tinctly visible,  and  soon,  from  the  uncommon 
velocity  with  which  she  scudded  through  the 
sea,  the  tracery  of  her  sails,  spars,  and  rig- 
ging were  given  to  the  naked  eye  through 
the  beautiful  though  fluctuating  colours  of 
the  dawn.  Another  half-hour  brought  the 
whole  vessel  within  perfect  view,  as,  lifted 
on  those  dark  masses  of  the  water  into  which 
the  late  unruly  waves  were  quelled,  she  rose 
against  the  back-ground  of  the  morning  sky, 
and,  as  if  endowed  with  life,  sprang  forward, 
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ker  sails  set,  and  the  French  flag  flying.  It 
was  evident  that  if  she  continued  to  hold  on 
lier  present  rapid  course,  she  would  soon  be 
within  gun-shot  Nearer  and  nearer  she 
approached,  end  on,  and  spreading  all  her 
canvass  up  to  the  royals.  Considering  the 
distance  she  had  yet  to  run,  she  came  almost 
within  hail  in  an  inconceivably  short  time. 

A  gun  was  fired  to  windward  from  '  Le 
Vaillant,'  as  a  kind  of  challenge.  This  was 
Answered  by  a  shot  from  the  Stranger,  as  she 
fiiriftly  continued  to  advance,  majestically 
keeping  through  the  waves,  and  leaving  a 
long  track  of  glistening  spray  behind  her. 
The  sun  was  shining  on  and  illuminating 
the  side?,  spars,  and  tracery  of  the  gallant 
bark,  while  her  white  sails,  reflecting  the 
light,  gleamed  like  silver. 

**  Now  is  our  time ! "  cried  the  captain  of 
*Le  Vaillant,*  catching  up  a  speaking-trum- 
pet, through  which,  in  a  voice  that  was  car- 
ried to  the  distant  ship,  he  hailed  her. 

The  Stranger  gave  no  answer,  except  the 
equivocal  one  of  a  closer  approach,  and  a 
gradual  reduction  of  her  sails. 

Twenty  minutes  more  brought  the  two 
vessels  sufficiently  near  to  enable  the  crew  of 
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each  to  scan  their  respective  characters  and 
strength ;  when,  to  the  astonishment  of  those 
on  board  *  Le  Vaillant/  it  appeared  that  the 
stranger-ship,  a  Brigantine,  was  worked  by 
only  a  dozen  hands,  and  contained  but  that 
number  of  persons.  Not  a  voice  nor  sound 
was  heard  within  her,  and  the  few  men 
visible  upon  her  deck  scarcely  seemed  to 
move.  A  tall  and  noble-looking  figure, 
wrapped  in  a  long  cloak,  and  whose  &oe 
was  much  concealed  by  a  fur  cap  slouched 
across  his  brow,  stood  in  the  most  conspi- 
cuous part  of  the  approaching  vessel,  his 
arms  folded  on  his  breast,  as,  now  borne 
on  by  breeze  and  current,  she  steered  rapidly 
and  boldly  forward. 

"  Stand  to  your  guns !"  cried  the  Com- 
mander of  *  Le  VaiUant/  in  a  stern  voice. 
Those  words  were  followed  by  the  brief 
orders  which  are  cuslomary  previously  to  an 
action;  but  the  expression  of  the  speaker 
seemed  to  indicate  that  they  were  given 
more  in  the  spirit  of  nautical  caution  than 
from  an  intention  to  attack  twelve  unarmed 
men. 

"  Speak ;  are  you  friends  or  foes  ?**  shouted 
the  Commander  of  *  Le  Vaillant  *  to  the 
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Brigantine^  which,  undismayed  by  his  reso- 
lute manner,  still  continued  to  advance. 

The  stranger-captain  flui^  his  cap  into 
the  sea,  and,  dropping  his  mantle,  revealed 
the  erect  and  daring  figure  of  William  Sulli- 
Tan.  armed' with  the  weapons  of  Naval  war! 
**  Foes !  Victors ! "  burst  from  his  lips,  as, 
drawing  a  cutlass,  he  brandished  it  above  his 
head,  while  simultaneously  with  his  inspirit- 
ing cry  and  act  a  mass  of  armed  pirates  leaped 
from  beneath  the    empty   hammock-cloths 
which  hiid  concealed  them,  and,  thundering 
forth  "No  quarter!"  rushed  to  their  guns, 
the  helmsman  at  the  same  moment  giving  a 
broad  sheer-to,  which,  quick  as   lightning, 
ranged  his  ship  alongside  of  ^  Le  Vaillant,' 
from  which  a  fire  was  opened  instantly. 

A  desperate  but  ineffectual  attempt  was 
then  made  by  sending  a  larboard  broadside 
right  for  the  head  of  the  French  ship,  while 
as  rapidly  the  well-known  sable  *  Death- 
Flag*  of  the  Irish  Buccaneers,  with  its 
skull  and  cross-bones,  and  the  Celtic  motto, 
in  allusion  to  the  "  Manus  Sullivanis," 

bflAC   buAb^DA  5CAC 

(i.  e.  Victorious  hand  of  the  battles !),  etched 

E  3 
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in  white,  rose  to  the  extremity  of  the  gaff, 
and  floated  like  a  funeral  pall  in  place  of 
the  false  colours  they  had  hoisted  ! 

"Fire!— Fire  on! '•—cried  the  French 
Commander. 

The  word  was  hardly  uttered  ere  a  tre- 
mendous volley  of  small  arms  was  poured  in 
from  the  tops  and  the  deck  of  '  Le  Vaillant,* 
which  raked  the  Brigantine  fore  and  aft. 

Tliis  the  Pirates  instantly  returned  with 
another  broadside  of  their  guns,  which  swept 
the  enemy's  deck.  In  this  manoeuvre  both 
vessels  got  entangled,  and  availing  himself  of* 
the  circumstance,  the  Commander  of  *  Le 
Vaillant/  in  a  voice  that  rose  clear  and  high 
amid  the  roar  of  combat,  shouted  forth, 
''Throw  in  the  grapnels!  Board  and  con- 
quer !  *' 

''  Down  with  the  Pirate  dogs !  Down  with 
the  robbers'  *  Death-Flag  ! ' "  burst  from  the 
seamen  of  ^  Le  Vaillant/  in  an  animating  cry, 
which  was  succeeded  by  a  close  and  steady 
opening  of  musketry. 

Shrouded  in  flame  and  smoke,  the  Pirates 
rushed  through  the  thick  white  cloud  created 
by  the  common  fire,  and,  favoured  by  it, 
reached  the  point  at  which  the  vessels  were 


THE  DBATH-FLAO.  83 

entangled,  when,  tossing  in  their  ready  grap* 

flels,  they  caught  the  rigging  of  '  Le  Vail- 

lant' 

A  savage  cry  of  triumph  followed  this 
success;  and  Sullivan,  with  some  score  of 
^imed  Pirates,  rushed  over  the  broad  planks 
^hich  had  been  thrown  from  'The  Death- 
-^lag*  to  '  Le  Vaillant/  and  leaped  upon  her 
^ecL  As  he  did  so,  he  fired  a  shot  that 
^lightly  grazed  the  left  shoulder  of  Lord 
Ogi]vie»  who,  reckless  of  the  trivial  wound, 
Upraised  his  drawn  sword,  and  closed  with 
hiB  foe.  At  this  moment,  the  cloud  of  smoke 
Which  rested,  air-borne,  between  the  com- 
batants, drifted  suddenly  away,  and  revealed 
them  face  to  face. 

There  was  a  single  instant  during  which 
the  bright  wild  eyes  of  William  Sullivan 
became  frightfully  bloodshot,  and  actually 
glared,  as  in  ferocity,  hatred,  and  amaze,  they 
fixed  upon  and  recognised  his  foe ! 

In  the  next,  a  yell  of  rage  burst  from  his 
mouth,  and  •'  Well,  met  at  last !  For  life  or 
death ! "  escaped  it,  as  with  a  convulsive 
spring  he  aimed  a  desperate  lunge  at  Ogilvie, 
who,  parrying  it,  bent  a  look  of  burning 
scorn,  while,  grappling  with  his  enemy,  he 
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shouted  in    a   voice   which   fur  a 
drowned  the  roar  of  combat, — 

"  Villain !  Smuggler  !  Outlaw  !  Vengeaw 
for  Edith  O'Moore !" 

The  few  rapid  and   passionate  sente 
which  followed  were  lost  in  the  war-shoul 
and  execrations  of  the  Buocaaeers,  many  i 
whom,  armed  will)  short  pikes  and  Iiatchct 
at  this  iustaot  gained  a  footing  on  the  poo 
while  others,  scrambling  over  ptanks,  slui 
bled    against  each    other,  mingling  thres 
and  curses  with  the  rush  of  sounds  whie 
burst  forth  from  all  quarters  like  a  whirk; 
wind.      The    narrow    deck    was    eoon    iff 
crowded   by   the  pouring-in  of  the  Pirate^ 
that   for    a    few    moments    the    combataati 
could  do  little  else  than  grapple  man  wilk 
man,  all  attempt  at  aiming  free  blows  beiQ| 
baffled  by  the  denseness  of  the  living  maai 
that  Iieaved  and  pressed  together;  but  soos 
plash  after  plush  in  the  deep  sea,  occasionaij 
by  the  dead  and  dying  it  received,  told  the 
fatal  effects  of  a  spirited  and  well-directed 
fire  poured  from  the  quarter-deck   of   '  I4 
Vaillant'  by  the  heroes  wbo  defended  her. 

The  oaths   and   cries    of   the   expiring 
wretches  just  dashed  into  the  waves  wem 
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bardly  less  appalling  than  the  wild  exclania- 
tioos  of  revenge  which  burst  from  the  fero- 
cious Pirates,  as,  with  a  daring  intrepidity 
worthy  of  a  better  cause,  they  kept  posses- 
sion of  that  portion  of  the  ship  gained  in 
the  outset  of  their  fierce  encounter. 
-  The  assailants*  however,  as  yet  had  vainly 
tried  to  force  their  passage  one  step  further. 
The  red  deck  was  slippery  with  blood,  and 
streams  of  fire  glared  through  volumes  of 
anoke  which  obscured  the  two  joined  ships, 
and  narrowed  the  horizon  around,  as  they 
rolled  along  the  sea. 

Still  the  hostile  crews  fought  on  like  Lions* 
for  they  knew  the  struggle  was  for  life  or 
death.  Curses,  threats,  and  words  of  com- 
mand, mingled  with  wild  shrieks,  and  gur- 
gling groans  for  help,  which  rose  from  out 
the  sea  from  struggling  wretches,  who  vainly 
screamed  for  rescue  to  the  busy  combatants 
above. 

The  meUe  which  followed  bafiles  all  descrip- 
tion. It  was,  in  fact,  for  some  minutes  a  mere 
brute  grapple;  but  the  intrepidity  of  the 
topmeu  of  'he  Vaillant,'  as  they  poured 
down  volleys  of  fire  which  raked  the  deck, 
and  were  seconded  from  those  upon  it,  soon 
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compelled  a  clearance  of  the  cumbered  vessel; 
and  the  dash  of  the  wounded  and  the  dead 
into  the  Ocean  that  yawned  to  receive  them 
quickly  told  the  means  by  which  that  partial 
clearance  had  been  made.  Though  'The 
Death  Flag*  was  in  a  great  measure  aban- 
doned by  the  Pirates,  still  a  sufficient  number 
of  them  had  remained  with  Jeffries  (who 
now  commanded  the  Brigantine)  in  order  to 
direct  the  discharges  of  her  ammunition, 
while  those  collected  on  the  forecastle  fought, 
either  by  throwing  hand-grenades  or  firing 
muskets,  thus  doing  nearly  equal  damage  to 
friend  and  foe. 

The  action  now  grew  closer  and  closer. 
Still  disparity  of  numbers  was  greatly  in 
favour  of '  The  Death  Flag/  This  advantage, 
however,  was  perhaps  more  than  balanced  by 
the  ferocious  energy,  the  savage  fury,  of  the 
Pirates,  whose  frantic,  undisciplined  acts,  as 
with  axes,  boarding-pikes,  and  hatchets,  they 
hewed  a  passage  through  their  enemies,  per- 
plexed, though  it  could  not  dismay  them. 

While  those  important  movements  were 
occurring,  our  hero  and  William  Sullivan, 
wholly  engrossed  in  single  combat,  and 
almost  heedless  of  what  passed  around  them, 
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sword  in  hand,  fought  on  and  on.  The 
expression  of  Sullivan's  features  had  become 
absolutely  devilish ;  his  eyes  glared  with  the 
couchant  fire  of  revenge,  and  the  brave  self- 
possession  and  adroitness  of  his  foe,  while  it 
stimulated  him  to  superhuman  efforts,  lashed 
him  to  the  ecstacy  of  a  madman.  Infuriated 
with  rage  and  shame  at  a  desperate  thrust 
which  Ogilvie  had  aimed  successfully,  every 
power  seemed  nerved  into  new  strength, 
and  in  a  voice  mounting  into  as  unearthly  a 
screech  as  ever  fell  on  mortal  ear,  he  shrieked 
forth, 

"  Victory  again !  By  Hell  and  Heaven, 
it  is  your  last !     Minion  of  Eva  Dillon" — 

"  Wi  etch,  name  her  not  I"  cried  Ogilvie, 
making  a  forward  rush  with  his  uplifted 
sword. 

With  a  at-like  spring,  William  Sullivan 
evaded  the  stroke.  His  broad  chest  heaved 
with  throes  of  rage  that  awfully  worked 
within,  and  starting  back  a  few  steps  to 
make  a  lunge  more  sure,  he  raised  his  reek- 
ing sword  high  in  the  air,  as  if  resolved  to 
cleave  his  foe  in  twain,  when,  with  a  shriek 
of  horror,  a  female  threw  herself  between  the 
combatants. 


88  THE  DEATH-FLAG. 

«'  Hold !  Hold  !"  Her  tongue  refiiised  to 
make  another  sounds  and  falling  at  the  feet 
of  Ogil  vie»  Edith  O'Moore  lay  senseless  there ! 

William  Sullivan  cast  a  bewildered  stai^ 
upon  her  prostrate  form»  and  in  amase  reekd. 
back  against  the  bulwark.  The  next  instant 
he  burst  into  the  laugh  of  a  demon,  and  with 
a  cry  of  execration,  sword  in  hand^  made 
a  forward  rush,  heedless  of  the  mainboom. 
that  was  before  him.  His  head  struck  yio- 
lently  against  it,  and,  losing  his  balance,  his 
gigantic  form  was  flung  heavily  across  the 
deck. 

''  Place  hini  in  irons. '  Take  him  to  the 
hold,  and  aid  him  there!"  shouted  Lord 
Ogilvie  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

The  order  was  instantly  obeyed.  The 
strong  rude  man,  stunned  into  insensibility, 
lay  powerless  as  an  infant,  and  felt  not  the 
chains  that  quickly  bound  him  limb  to  limb. 

'^  Edith !— dear  Edith  !  what  madness 
brought  you  here?"  gasped  Ogilvie,  as  he 
stooped  down  and  raised  her  on  his  bended 
knee,  regardless  of  the  scene  that  raged 
around. 

Her  bewildered  senses  only  half  revived, 
Edith,  with  eager  hands,  sought  to  clasp  his 
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neck. — "  Beloved ! — adored !"    unconsciously 
escaped  her. 

Even  at  that  moment.  Death  in  a  thousand 
shapes  surrounding  him,  those  words  brought 
coosternation  to  Lord  Qgilvie's  heart — that 
heart  where  Eva  Dillon  reigned  supreme ! 

His  chest  became  palpably  convulsed,  and 
the  blood  mounted  to  his  pallid  temples  in  a 
fearful  rush.     He  could  not  speak»  but  bend* 
iiig  one  look  of  deep  and  saddened  tenderness 
00  the  again  insensible  Edith — a  look  such 
as  we   might   suppose  a   pitying  angel   to 
hestow  on  frail  and  suffering  humanity — he 
fluog   do.vn   his   sword,    and   throwing    his 
unbounded  arm  round  her  waist,  he  bore  her 
through  the  roar  of  muskets,  and  the  dying 
and  the  dead,  unharmed,  and  almost  unno- 
ticed, to  tlie  narrow  cabin  stairs,  which  for- 
tunately lay  at  no  great  distance. 

**  She  would  go  up — I  could  not  keep  her 
back!"  cried  the  terrified  female  we  have 
already  mentioned  as  belonging  to  the  ship. 
"  Restore,  and  guard  her  as  you  would 
your  life !"  said  Lord  Ogilvie,  as  he  laid  the 
fainting  girl  on  a  couch.  "  I  must  return 
to  the  deck."  The  next  instant  found  him 
in  the  thickest  of  its  fight. 
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Having  forced  his  way  through  the  strong 
struggling  current  of  friends  and  foes,  out 
hero  stopped  one  moment  to  ascertain, 
through  voluminous  clouds,  their  actual  p(h 
sition.  He  found  the  vessels  slightly  sepa- 
rated, and  engaged  yard-arm  and  yard-arm* 
Thought  and  act  were  simultaneous.  Quick 
as  the  lightning's  flash  he  mounted  by  the 
shrouds,  dashed  across  the  main-yard,  and, 
unperceived  through  the  dense  smoke,  gained 
that  of  the  Brigantine.  The  next  instant  be 
flew  to  the  main-top  gallant  mast-head, 
struck  the  hitherto  unconquered  •Death- 
Flag,'  and  rushing  from  the  shrouds,  leaped 
with  the  Pirates'  banner  aboard  '  Le  Vail- 
lant,'  and  waving  it  high  above  his  head, 
in  triumph  shouted — 

"VICTORY!" 

Three  cheers  reiterated  the  inspiring  cry. 
The  crews  of  both  ships,  thrown  into  con- 
fusion by  the  intrepid  act,  crushed,  and 
strove  against  each  other,  in  a  furious  at- 
tempt on  one  side  to  board  the  Brigantine— 
on  the  other  to  defend  her. 

In  this  stage  of  the  combat,  a  sailor,  stimu- 
late J  into  even  more  than  his  usual  hardihood 
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by  the  intrepid  example  of  Lord  Ogilvie, 
posted  himself,  provided  with  combustibles, 
on  the  extreme  end  of  the  yard,  and  at  the 
very  instant  when  the  Brigantine  succeeded 
in  disentangling  herself  from  her  antagonist, 
and  was  shooting  a-head  through  the  sul- 
phurous smoke  around  her,  and  the  bullets 
that  whistled  over  the  heads  of  her  crew, 
this  man  dropped  a  hand-grenade  with  such 
precision,  that  it  passed  directly  through  the 
main-hatchway  of  '  The  Death-Flag/ 

The  Pirates,  with  the  carelessness  that  ever 
belongs  to  an  irregular  force,  had  left  some 
cartridges  and  a  large  barrel  of  powder  lying 
near,  and  actually  in  a  line  with  their  guns. 

The  grenade  fired  the  train  !  A  blaze  of 
light  streamed  into  the  air,  running  up  the 
rigging  of  the  masts,  and  shrivelling  the 
canvass  like  a  scroll,  while  simultaneously 
wild  shrieks  for  help  rose  from  a  crowd  of 
Barbary  captives  and  Turkish  prisoners, 
who  burst  from  the  holds  and  through  the 
flaming  hatchway  of  the  deck  of  '  The 
Death-Flag/ 

Their  vvhite-turbaned  heads,  Oriental  cos- 
tumes, and  wild  gestures  as  they  shook  the 
chains  that  shackled  them,  added  to  the  effect 
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of  the  magQificent  spectacle,  contrasted  as 
they  were  with  the  martyr-like  appearanee 
of  their  companions  in  captivity,  "The 
Fathers  of  the  Trinity,"  who,  though  see- 
ing death  before  them  in  this  frightful 
shape,  stood  intrepidly  erect,  around  a  tall 
Ecclesiastic  who  held  the  sacred  symbol  of 
the  Cross  on  high. 

A  female  figure,  clothed  in  a  long  white 
cloak,  clung  to  the  arm  that  uplifted  it; 
and  as  this  singular  group,  with  masts  and 
rigging  blazing  round  them  like  illuminated 
pillars,  burst  through  the  fierce  and  sudden 
light  upon  the  view,  a  cry  of  amazement  broke 
from  the  crew  of  *  Le  Vaillaut,'  whose  gallant 
tars,  headed  by  Lord  Ogilvie,  sprang  for- 
ward to  the  rescue,  while  the  life-boat  was 
instantly  lowered  for  the  same  purpose. 

The  scene  that  followed  was  terribly 
sublime.  It  was  an  affecting  sight  to  wit- 
ness the  energy  those  men  put  forth  to  help 
their  foes,  and  save  them  from  an  Ocean 
grave,  hazarding  their  own  lives  in  dragging 
them  into  the  boat  through  clouds  of  lurid 
smoke,  and  amidst  the  tumbling  of  splinters, 
ropes,  and  fiery  pitch,  which  with  fearful 
velocity  fell  into  the  hissing  waters.     Many 
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of  the  impatient  Pirates  plunged  out  of  tlie 
ship  into  the  sea,  fairly  covering  its  sur- 
face, while  others  lay  weltering  and  beating 
against  the  boat,  endangering  its  safety  and 
possible  return  to  '  Le  Vaillant/ 

With  the  just  and  chivalrous  feeling 
which  ever  distinguished  liim,  Lord  Ogilvie 
now  directed  his  main  efforts  to  the  rescue 
of  the  Turkish  and  the  Barbary  prisoners. 
He  had  already  succeeded  in  placing  the 
one  female  captive  (evidently  a  European) 
with  "The  Holy  Fathers"  in  the  boat, 
which,  filled  to  overflowing,  was  in  such 
peril  from  the  increasing  conflagration,  and 
the  struggling  wretches  who,  in  the  energy 
of  despair,  clung  franlickly  to  her  side, 
that  Ogilvie,  as  he  swung  himself  aboard, 
compelled  his  men,  by  efibrts  almost  super- 
human, to  force  her  through  the  boiling  sea 
in  preservation  of  their  lives. 

It  was  a  bloody  struggle,  but  a  triumph. 
The  spirit  of  the  sailors  could  not  quail, 
and  in  a  few  moments  one  loud  "  Hurrah !  " 
told  that  those  they  rescued  from  the  jaws 
of  death  were  safe  on  board  *  Le  Vaillant^' 
which  the  next  instant  shot  to  a  distance 
from  •  The  Death-Fbig/ 
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At  the  same  moment  a  man  was  teen 
mounted  aloft  upon  the  stern  of  the  latter, 
boldly  brandishing  a  two-handed  broad* 
sword. 

It  was  Jeffries,  the  American  Pirate, 
who  stood  thus  boldly,  undaunted  and  alone, 
upon  bis  burning  ship!  Its  main-mast  to^ 
tered — the  solitary  Buccaneer  was  blown 
bigh  into  the  air;  the  blazing  substances 
projected  with  him  fell  back  with  a  horrible 
crash  upon  the  deck. 

The  whole  vessel  was  convulsed — she 
reeled  from  her  prow  to  her  keel,  and,  as  if 
struck  by  an  earthquake,  burst  asunder ! 

The  explosion  was  magnificently  awfuL 
Detonations  like  the  sound  of  thunder  roiled 
over  the  illuminated  sea,  while  immense 
columns  of  fire,  as  if  from  the  crater  of  a 
volcano,  rushed  impetuously  upwards,  and 
the  next  instant  were  quenched  in  the  Ocean's 
depths ;  not  a  spar,  splinter,  nor  vestige  re- 
maining to  tell  the  fearful  tale  of  the  de- 
struction of  *  The  Death-Flag  T 

The  silence  that  followed  was  intense. 
Each  man  seemed  to  hold  his  breathy  and 
on  the  mass  cff  rude  dark  faces  that  were 
clustered  on   the    deck  of  '  Le   Vaillant,* 
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an   expression    of  awe  predominated   even 
above  the  energy  of  triumph. 

The  voice  of  her  commander  broke  the 
spell,  as  he  gave  the  necessary  orders  to  se- 
cure the  ship,  which  were  speedily  fulfilled. 
His  practised  eye  at  a  glance  perceived  all 
that  should  be  said  or  done. 

Trusty  hands  were  at  the  helm.  The  Bar- 
bary  and  Turkish  captives,  with  "  The  Holy 
Fathers  of  the  Trinity,"  rejoiced  in  their  unex- 
pected freedom  ;  the  Pirate  prisoners,  though 
well  secured,  were  treated  with  the  humanity 
which  always  marks  a  gallant  spirit.  The 
wounded  men  were  tended  with  the  greatest 
care  ;  the  deck  was  cleared  of  the  dead 
who  had  been  trampled  under  foot ;  and  such 
obedient  alacrity  characterized  the  conduct 
of  the  crew,  that  in  an  inconceivably  short 
time  all  was  hushed  and  stilly  as  though  no 
naval  battle  had  occurred.  Ogilvie,  amid 
the  entliusiastic  thanks  and  attentions  of  his 
comrades,  had  had  his  slight  wound  dressed, 
and  under  the  influence  of  an  opiate,  ad- 
ministered by  his  surgeon,  now  slept  pro- 
foundly. 

His  hammock,  by  his  Lordship's  orders, 
was  slung  outside  the  door  of  the  cabin  oc- 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  Gone,  gone  are  the  days  when  the  western  gale 
Awoke  every  voice  of  the  lake  and  the  vale, 

With  the  harp*  and  the  Inte,  and  the  lyre  1 
When  Jnstioe  uplifted  her  adanumt  shield. 
While  Yaloor  and  Freedom  illmnined  the  field, 
And  thy  free-horn  sons  made  the  foeman  to  yield 
With  a  sword  and  a  plumage  of  fire  I" 

The  Emxbald  Iblb. 

**  Fairies,  sprites,  and  angels  keep  her ! 
Holiest  powers,  permit  no  wrong !" 

Shelley. 

While  William  Sullivan  pursues  his 
scIiemeB,  we  are  at  liberty  to  return  to  Eva 
Dillon.  Strong  in  resolution  as  we  have 
described  her  to  be,  still  she  was  momen- 
tarily overpowered  by  fears  for  the  fate  of 
Edith  O'Moore,  and  by  terror  on  her  own 
account,  when  she  reflected  on  the  ominous 
success  which  again  attended  the  measures 
of  the  man  whose  present  power  seemed 
but  a  presage  of  his  eventual  and  complete 
triumph.  It  was  only  natural  that  in  the 
first  instance  Eva  Dillon's   energy  should 

VOL.  II.  F 


I   ; 


98  THE  DBATH-FULO. 

fail,  80  that  she  sank  beneath  the  womaii*s 
fears  which  rent  her  bosom.  But,  after  a 
strong  mental  conflict,  during  which  she 
invoked  the  aid  of  the  Great  Being  who 
alone  could  help  her,  she  regained  her  firm- 
ness ;  and,  though  agitated  by  relapsing 
terrors,  was  enabled  to  sustain  her  resolution, 
and  to  impart  a  portion  of  it  to  poor  Norah, 
whose  impotent  lamentations,  uttered  in  all 
the  vehemence  of  grief  and  passion,  she  at 
length  succeeded  in  repressing. 

The  original  disposition  of  the  O'SuUivan- 
Beare  was  not  without  qualities  which  in 
early  life  might  have  been  improved  into 
virtues ;  for,  as  is  frequently  the  case  with 
Irishmen,  there  was  a  strong  mixture  of 
incongruous  attributes  in  the  composition 
of  a  character  that  had  been  moulded  to  itB 
present  shape  chiefly  by  the  operation  of 
external  circumstances.  Amid  the  tumul- 
tuous energies  of  an  ambitious  and  ill- 
regulated  spirit,  a  wild  sort  of  generosity 
sometimes  seemed  to  work,  and,  unlike  his 
polluted  nephew,  whose  only  redeeming 
point  was  indomitable  courage,  Murty  Oge 
in  certain  moods  of  mind  was  accessible  to 
feelings  wliich,  though  transitory  in  their 
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daratioD,  occasionally  gleamed  through  the 
mists  of  vice  and  error  which  obscured  his 
disposition.  This  was  especially  the  case 
whenever  a  consciousness  of  mental  strength 
was  shown  either  in  man  or  woman.  He 
looked  on  the  darings  of  the  mind  with 
sympathy ;  they  commanded  his  respect,  and 
brought  out  some  glimmerings  of  that  spirit 
of  good,  which,  being  one  of  the  great 
elements  of  our  nature,  is  almost  inde- 
structible, and  is  often  shown  amid  the  pre* 
sence  of  every  kind  of  moral  confusion. 

There  are,  with  rare  exceptions,  no  cha- 
racters entirely  abandoned  to  the  fearful 
energies  of  sin ;  for  over  the  most  darkened 
mirror  of  the  human  mind  gleams  of  virtue 
wUl  sometimes  suddenly  pass,  with  bright, 
though  transient  lustre.  Awed  by  Eva 
Dillon's  majestic  spirit,  and  touched  by  her 
innocence,  a  rising  respect  for  her  called 
up  the  few  good  feelings  which  vicious 
habits  had  not  quenched  within  the  breast 
of  the  Chief  of  Irish  Buccaneers.  As  from 
beneath  his  contracted  brow  be  fixed  a  deep 
glance  on  his  young  and  beautiful  victim, 
he  instinctively  acknowledged  her  purity  in 
contrast  to  his  own  guilt;  and,  actuated  by 
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one  of  those  sudden  movements  of  the  inner 
man  to  which  we  have  alluded,  Murty  Oge 
oheyed  the  momentary  impulse,  and  ab- 
stained from  profaning  Eva's  ear  by  declara- 
tion of  his  passion.  With  a  deep  composure 
which  astonished  all  around  him,  he  conti* 
nued  to  pace  the  little  quarter-deck  of  his 
ship,  apparently  absorbed  in  Ids  own  thoughts, 
and  seldom  addressing  a  word  to  his  com- 
panions. 

Our  heroine's  mind  grew  comparatively 
calm  as  she  witnessed  the  altered  conduct  of 
The  O'Sullivan,  and,  though  she  deemed  it 
probable  he  was  acting  a  part  of  specious 
dissimulation,  she  was  grateful  for  the  re- 
spite it  afforded  to  her  harassed  feelings,  as 
well  as  for  the  time  which  it  allowed  for 
reflecting  on  the  uncertainties  of  her  painful 
situation. 

The  wind  having  been  full  in  favour  of 
the  ship  when  sailing  from  the  Skeligs,  she 
sped  with  so  much  swiftness,  that  before 
the  change  of  weather  we  have  mentioned 
had  begun  she  was  floating  in  the  deep 
expansive  harbour  of  Kilmakalogue.  This 
haven  is  formed  by  one  of  the  finest  inden- 
tations  of  the  Kenniare  river,  which,  tiiirtv 
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miles  in  length,  is  most  picturesquely  situated, 
the  noble  range  of  the  Kerry  mountains 
with  their  lofty  peaks  being  yisible  through 
verdant  valleys,  as,  gracefully  receding  be- 
hind each  other,  they  present  a  magnificent 
perspective  until  lost  in  the  distance.  Pur- 
suing her  course,  the  vessel  sailed  up  the 
majestic  river  (or  rather  bay,  for  it  is  in 
fact  an  inlet  of  the  sea)  until  she  was  abreast 
of  Ardea  Castle,  the  ancient  seat  of  The 
O'Sullivans,*  which,  built  on  the  summit  of 
a  lofty  cliff  that  starts  up  abruptly  from 
the  waterside,  commands  the  whole  of  the 
splendid  prospect  in  its  vicinity.  The  bold 
romantic  situation  of  the  edifice  and  the 
objects  around  it  exhibit  every  variety  of 
picturesque  scenery.  Towards  the  head  of 
the  Kenmsire  river  several  islands  of  sin- 
gular beauty,  abounding  iu  red,  white,  and 
purple  marble,  are  reflected  in  the  broad 
water,  many  of  them  nourishing  the  arbutus 
and  all  kinds  of  shrubs  within  their  pic- 
turesque recesses.  Creeks  and  coves,  craggy 
rocks,  verdant  glens,  stupendous  mountains, 
sometimes  rising  from  the  very  edge  of  the 
water, — forests,    extensive    morasses,    and 

^  See  note  in.  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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cataracts  tumbling  over  cliffs  covereil  wiA 
trees  of  every  description,  *are  among  llw 
varied  objects  which,  amid  ihJs  Eingultr 
solitude,  Nature  in  one  view  presents  IBS 
sublime  irregularity. 

If  Eva's  mind  liad  not  been  engrossed  bf^ 
harrowins;  fears,  she  must  have  derived  thfr 
highest  pleasure  from  contemplatiug  a  lani 
scnpe  so  congenial  to  her  refined  taste,  But^ 
a  victim  to  the  keens^st  anxiety,  she  hid' 
little  perception  for  outward  appearances,  * 
excepting  as  tliey  might  be  supposed  to  hear 
upon  her  future  fate.  Thus,  as  the  Cutter 
flew  along  tiie  river,  her  eye  had  been  little 
more  than  monientarily  interested ;  but  when, 
having  anchored  in  the  middle  of  the  chan- 
nel, opposite  Ardea  Castle,  The  O'SulliTim 
announced  his  design  to  land,  Era,  by  aa 
increased  pressure  of  Norah's  arm,  and  a 
sudden  quickness  of  breathin<r,  manifested 
that  all  her  agitations  were  renewed.  Curb* 
ing  those  new  fears,  however,  and  not  daring 
to  offer  fruitless  resistance,  she  obeyed  Tlie 
O'Sullivan  in  descending  with  Norah  into 
the  small  boat,  which,  having  been  lowered 
from  the  Cutter,  waited  to  receive  them. 
Father  Syl   crossed  himself  devoutly,  and 
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uttered  sundry  edifying  thanksgivings  when 
he  found  himself  safely  stowed  in  the  boat, 
lod  at  the  termination  of  a  voyage  which  had 
euued  bim  so  many  frights  on  *'  flood  and 
field" 

Without  speaking  a  word,  The  0*SulIivan 

sat  down  beside  our  heroine;  Gonnell  and 

the  Rapparee  having  seized  an  oar  each,  a 

kw  strokes  of  their  paddles  sent  the  little 

bark  dancing  to  the  verdant  shore.     As  the 

rovrers  neared  it,  impassioned  exclamations 

io  the  Irish  language  were  distinctly  heard^ 

ind  almost  in  the  same  moment  a  figure  was 

eeen  under  the  brow  of  a  projecting  rock 

dose  to  the  brink  of  the  water.     The  back 

of  the  man  was  turned  to  the  river,  and  his 

form  was  bent  over  something  on  shore  that 

WBS  covered  with  a  frieze  cloak,  and  which 

he    seemed  to   be   attentively  considering. 

The  position  of  the  person  thus  employed 

concealed  his  face,  but,  as  Murty  Oge  was 

now   in  that  part   of  his  territory  where 

feudal  devotion  to  himself  existed   to   the 

utmost  extent,  he  felt  almost  positive  that  he 

beheld  a  friend.     Caution,  however,  seldom 

left  him ;  therefore,  ordering  a  sudden  halt, 

he  raised  his  finger  to  his  mouth  and  gave 
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the  shrill  peculiar  whistle  which  had  ofteu 
served  as  a  note  of  re-unioo  to  hundreds  of 
his  clan.  The  kneeling  figure  sprang  lobw 
feet,  and  lifted  his  clenched  hnnds,  while  his 
eyes  seemed  starting  forth  as  ivith  an  es- 
pressiou  of  surprise,  anxiety,  and  pleasure, 
he  fixed  them  on  the  boat. 

*'  'Tis  our  good  kinsman  and  namesnke, 
Murty  Tongue  Arri^ud,"  said  the  Chieft^i^ 
as  he  motioned  to  his  men  to  oar  again. 

"  By  the  powers  't  is  his  own  purty  gelf, 
for  all  the  world  as  thin  as  a  gridiron,  an* 
as  yallow  as  a  kite's  claw !  Fellow  me  bb 
like  for  a  scholard  an'  a  heauty  from  the  top 
o'  the  north  to  the  kingtiom  o'  Kerry  f 
cried  Dan  Connell  ;  and,  dashing  to  land,' 
he  hastily  roared  out,  "  Here  we  are  !  here 
we  are  !  Schoohnasther  agra !  corned  badt 
to  ould  Ireland  all  of  a  suddent  from  off  ir 
a  cruise,  wid  (success  to  our  timbers  !)  a  bjt 
iv  a  prize  that's  well  worth  a  hailing." 

Instead  of  returning  Dan's  vociferous  ejtr 
culations.  He  of  the  Silver  Tongue  impres- 
sively waved  one  hand,  while,  raising  the 
other  to  his  lips,  he  stood  perfectly  still,  as- 
suming an  aspect  so  lowering  and  an  air  of 
mystery  so  profound,  that  Coonell,  as  the 
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boat  touched  the  shore,  exclaimed  in  evident 
amazement, 

"  CuTjHxnrduml  1  if  it  doesn't  bang  oulcl 
Nick  to  see  your  Honour  fugling  away,  wid 
your  thumb  on  your  nose,  an*  your  chin 
poked  out,  an'  your  cheeks  sucked  in,  insted 
o'  resaaving  us  all  wid  a  sprightly  '  Hurra ! 
Boys  r  an*  caedh  mille  feaJiha*  to  the  O'Sul- 
livan-Beare,  the  great  Earl  of  Bearhaven, 
from  your  own  *  silver  tongue ' !" 

Without  noticing  this  expostulation,  the 
schoolmaster  strode  to  the  water's  edge,  and, 
seizing  the  arm  of  his  Chief,  wlio  had  just 
sprung  to  the  shore,  he  cautiously  whispered 
some  words  in  his  ear.  The  grim  visage  of 
the  latter  was  marked  by  a  dark  surprise,  as 
he  listened  to  his  kinsman's  communication, 
and,  despite  of  the  firmness  of  his  nerves, 
his  eye  became  disturbed,  while,  in  a  manner 
somewhat  irresolute,  he  ordered  Connell  and 
the  Rapparee  to  assist  the  females  to  land, 
and  to  wait  with  them  his  further  directions. 
Then,  plunging  one  arm  into  his  breast,  he 
walked  aside  with  his  kinsman,  and  con- 
tinued a  whispered  conversation,  which,  from 
the    appearance    of    the    speakers,    seemed 

*  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes ! 
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equnlly  energetic  and  important.  The  con- 
fident assurance  of  Dan  Connell  instantly 
settled  into  a  profound  silence,  and,  thougli 
he  obeyed  his  master  by  placing  our  heroine 
Kehore,  while  tlie  Rapparee  did  the  same  for 
Norah  and  the  Priest,  yet  his  eyes  coatinued 
lixed  M'ith  fenrful  interest  on  the  distast 
figures  of  liis  Chief  and  the  renowned  Sil 
tongued  schoolmaster  of  Kenmare. 

A  low  cry  of  horror  which  burst  fi 
Eva  Dillon,  and  was  echoed  by  Father  Syl, 
made  Connoll  quickly  turn  round  his  face, 
which,  notwithstanding  his  natural  callous- 
ness, expressed  both  sorrow  and  surprise, 
when  it  rested  on  a  dead  and  mangled  body, 
which  it  was  evident  had  recently  been 
washed  to  land.  The  head  and  shoulders 
were  bare;  the  rest  of  the  figure  was 
wrapped  in  an  old  Irish  mantle,  and,  stiff 
and  cold,  the  corpse  was  stretched  upon  the 
ground  precisely  where  Murty  Tojigue  Ar- 
rigud  had  been  first  discovered  by  his  coun- 
trymen. 

"  Wurrah  !  wurrah  !  Tim  Lauxe  Darriff — 
Tim  o'  the  Red  Hand ! — is  this  the  end 
you've  come  to  nt  last? — to  be  dhrowned 
like  a  cat,  an'  lift  dead  on  our  hands  in  no 
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time  at  all!'*  exclaimed  ConDell,  as  with 
unusual  emotion  he  looked  on  the  hard  and 
bloodless  face  of  his  former  comrade,  and  ex- 
tended one  arm  towards  it,  while  with  the 
other  he  held  the  affrighted  girl,  who,  trem- 
bling in  every  joint,  was  obliged  to  lean 
against  him  for  support. 

'*  Daniel  Connell,  now  look  to  the  jewel 
o'  the  earth  that  you  hould  in  your  arums  as 
white  as  a  sheet,  an'  lave  the  dead  man  to 
take  care  iv  himse'f ;  an'  if  you've  a  spark 
o'  tindher  feelin*  about  yees,  an  wouldn't 
put  a  nail  in  my  coffin,  why  take  us  away 
from  that  sight  o'  sights!"  cried  Norah, 
gasping  for  breath ;  and,  no  longer  able  to 
suppress  the  outbreak  of  her  agitation,  she 
caught  her  brother's  shoulder  between  her 
hands,  and  gazed  into  his  face  with  a  depth 
of  expression  which  even  his  rude  soul 
could  scarcely  resist. 

"  Don't  be  afeard  iv  the  dead,  ye  poor 
foolish  crathurs  !  Shure  his  *  Red  Hand ' 
can't  hurt  yees  now!"  cried  Dan  Connell, 
quickly  bearing  Eva  to  the  other  side  of  a 
rock  which  Father  Syl,  guided  by  the  instinct 
that  always  made  him  shun  disagreeable  ob- 
jects, had  already  reached.   The  rock  behind 


108  THE  DEATH-FLAG. 

which  the  priest  had  squatted  himself  com- 
pletely screened  the  corpse  from  view  ;  and, 
as  Connell  reached  the  level  spread  of 
ground  that  lay  between  it  and  other  pilings 
of  stone  which  shot  up  here  and  there  in 
curious  configurations,  he  placed  Eva  by  her 
nurse's  side,  and  could  not  avoid  relaxing  hn 
features  into  some  rude  sympathy  with  their 
agitation,  as  clinging  close  together  they 
crouched  upon  the  grass. 

While  this  little  scene  was  passing, 
Murty  Tongue  Arrigvd  briefly  informed  The 
O'Sullivan  of  the  abduction  of  Miss  O'Moorc 
by  his  nephew,  as  well  as  of  the  public 
search  that  was  now  being  made  through  the 
whole  country  for  the  delinquent,  and  which 
only  a  few  hours  since  had  been  instituted 
within  the  walls  of  Ardea  Castle.  Of  the 
heir  of  Ross  Mac  Owen's  fate — further  than 
his  having  sailed  from  Ireland  with  his 
victim  accompanied  by  Tim  Lauve  Darrig — 
the  schoolmaster  could  give  no  account ;  but 
having  stated  that  the  tide  luid  just  washed 
uj)  Tim*s  corpse,  he  suggested  that  in  all 
probability  William  Sullivan  had  either 
shared  his  companion's  fatt»,  or,  being  landed 
on  the   Continent,  was  safe  from  Uie   ven- 
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geance  of  the  law.  With  his  usual  per- 
suasion, the  narrator  then  proceeded  to  advise 
The  0*Sullivan  to  prove  his  innocence  by 
waiting  instantly  on  Mr.  Puxley,  in  order  to 
declare  his  reprobation  of  his  nephew's  con- 
duct, and  his  own  total  ignorance  of  it  until 
the  present  moment. 

The  whole  of  this  communication  had  not 
occupied  ten  minutes.  At  its  conclusion,  The 
0*Sullivan  suddenly  withdrew  the  hand  with 
which  he  had  latterly  veiled  his  face.  It  was 
pale  as  ashes,  but  calmly  stern,  when,  without 
giving  any  expression  of  his  feelings,  except 
what  his  countenance  betrayed,  he  thanked 
his  kinsman,  and  assented  to  the  wisdom  of 
his  plan,  as  well  as  to  its  adoption. 

The  Chieftain  then,  by  an  ingenious  tale, 
accounted  for  the  past  residence  abroad  and 
the  present  return  of  Norah  Connell,  wlio, 
from  a  report  sedulously  spread  by  her 
brother,  years  ago,  was  supposed  to  have 
died  on  a  pilgrimage  to  Lough  Dergh.  With 
the  same  brevity.  The  O'Sullivan  communi- 
cated a  story  devised  between  him  and  his 
special  confidants,  and  which,  under  the 
seal  of  secrecy,  was  to  explain  the  equally 
unexpected  appearance  of  Eva  Dillon.     It 
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had  been  arranged  that  to  the  few  indindi 
whose  services  it  might  be  necessary  to 
ploy,  our  heroine  should  be  represented 
person  mysteriously  connected  with  the 
tunes  of  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart, 
pliiced  by  him  l>eneath  (he  temporury  can 
custoily  of  The  O'Sullivan-Beare.  No 
attachment  to,  and  connexion  with  her 
charge,  were  explained  with  a  clever 
nuity  and  a  disregard  to  truth  equal  to 
which  dictated  the  whole  of  the  Iriah  C 
narration  ; — nevertheless,  the  story  was  k 
ciouslydevised.that  it  imposed  completely 
on  our  learned  pundit.  Perceiving  this, 
O'Sulliviin  signified  his  desire  that  the  lei 
should  he  lodged  immediately  in  ArdeaCi 
where,  under  the  strict  surveillance  of  ^ 
Tongue  Arrigud,  he  wished  them  to  re: 
concealed  until  aSairs  became  more  setti' 
This  proposition  commanded  unqua 
assent  from  the  village  pedagogue ;  an 
he  gave  it,  he  raised  his  eyes  from  the 
brass  buckles  of  his  brogues,  where  in  adi 
tion  they  had  lately  rested,  and  fixed  t 
with  an  air  of  ludicrous  importance,  o 
kinsman.  Then  drawing  up  his  tall  p< 
to  a  perpendicularity  as  erect  as  a  sign- 
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he  jerked  the  suit  of  rusty  black  that  hung  in 
threadbare  folds  about  his  gawky  figure,  and 
placed  his  hands  within  the  gaping  pocket- 
holes  of  his  nether  garments,  while  his  sallow 
visage  lengthened  until  it  almost  seemed  as 
if  sufficient  light  were  admitted  through  the 
stretched  parchment  of  his  meagre  cheeks  to 
count  the  teeth  within.  Having  assumed 
this  imposing  aspect,  Murty  Tongue  Arrigud 
cast  a  complacent  look  on  his  spindle  shanks, 
which,  clothed  in  bright  blue  worsted  stock- 
ings, won  the  admiration  of  every  urchin  in 
the  Barony,  and  then  stalked  after  The  0*Sul- 
livan,  who,  with  a  less  dignified  step,  had 
already  joined  the  party  by  the  river's  side. 

Immediate  despatch  seemed  the  object  of 
the  Chief  of  the  Buccaneers.  Consigning  Eva 
to  the  guidance  of  his  kinsman,  and  Norah  to 
that  of  the  Rapparee,  he  ordered  them  to 
ascend  the  lonely  bridle-path,  which,  in  zig- 
zag windings,  led  up  several  mountain  swells 
towards  the  rocky  platform  on  which  the 
edifice  of  Ardea  Castle  stood.  While  the 
partie  carrSe  slowly  and  silently  pursued 
their  toilsome  way.  The  O'Sullivan — who, 
with  Father  Syl  and  Dan  Connell,  kept  con- 
siderablv  in  the  rear — re-commenced  a  recital 
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of  the  conversation  he  had  held  unth  tlie 
Schoolmaster  of  Kenmare,  and  communicated 
to  them  the  important  news  he  had  receivei 
At  this  unexpected  intelligence,  ConneU 
was  taking  fire,  when  the  monitory  eye  of  his 
Master,  fixed  on  him  in  cold  and  stem  can* 
tion,  made  him  check  his  temper,  and,  fully 
conquering  it,  he  entered,  with  his  charac- 
teristic quickness,  iuto  every  prospect  con- 
nected with  the  preseut  emergency.  Plunging 
at  once  into  business,  he  commended  the  in- 
tentions of  his  chief,  and  signified  his  own 
determination  to  accompany  him  to  Ross 
Mac  Owen  the  moment  our  heroine  and  her 
Nurse  were  lodged  in  Ardea  Castle,  which, 
as  it  had  been  searched  already  by  the  Mili- 
tary, seemed  from  that  circumstance,  and  its 
isolated  situation,  the  safest  retreat  that  could 
be  chosen.  For  many  reasons,  it  was  con- 
sidered advisable  for  Father  Syl  to  appear  at 
Ross  Mac  Owen.  The  Priest,  thinking  it  a 
much  better  domicile  than  Ardea  Castle,  will- 
ingly acceded  to  the  proposal  of  partaking 
its  good  cheer,  and  promised  to  remain  quite 
passive  during  any  armngements  which  his 
companions  might  deem  necessary.  Clapping 
his  hands  in  token  of  approbation,  Dan,  with 
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the  agility  of  a  deer,  ran  in  pursuit  of  the 
advanced  party,  who,  after  twenty  minutes' 
clambering,  had  just  reached  the  bottom  of  a 
flight  of  steps  which,  cut  rudely  in  the  rock, 
ascended  to  the  main  entrance  of  the  castle. 

^'  Hundhers  o'  welcomes  to  the  fine  ould 
roof  iv  Ardea,  my  cushlas !  ♦  an'  well  may 
ye  bide  here  a  while  wid*  his  Honour,  Misther 
Murty  Tongue  Arrigvd,  to  keep  ye  good 
company,  an  give  ye  a  thrifle  o*  lamin' ;  an' 
this  nate  an'  ginteel  Rapparee  to  guard  ye 
from  harum,  an'  to  bring  ye  your  mate  an' 
your  dhrink  dog  chape,  all  gratis  for  nothin', 
till  the  Masther  an'  I  come  back,  wid  Fader 
Syl,  from  the  berrin'  iv  Tim  Lauve  Darrig, 
that  broth  iv  a  boy  that  lies  down  in  the  glin 
as  dead  as  mutton — the  curse  o'  the  crows  be 
off  iv  his  corpse ! " — cried  Dan,  as,  having 
scampered  to  the  uppermost  step,  he  tossed 
his  cap  in  the  air,  and  cut  a  caper  two  yards 
from  the  ground.  Then  placing  himself  full 
in  the  arched  and  open  doorway  which 
affi)rded  ingress  to  the  castle,  he  prepared  to 
do  the  honours  of  reception  to  our  heroine 
as  though  he  were  its  veritable  Master. 

A  host  of  contending  feelings  gave  energy 

♦  My  dears  I 
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to  tlie  efforts  Eva  mnde  to  preserve  an  »p- 
pearance  of  composure  ;  and,  aw«rc  of  the  W 
utility  of  shrinking  from  wliat  could  not  bt 
avoided,  slie  ascended  firmly  to  the  side  w 
Daniel  Connell.  Then  turning  round,  still 
faced  the  whole  IiiiKlscape,  and  silently  bed 
her  searching  looks  in  all  directions  to  surrej 
the  localities  of  the  place  she  clearly  perceived 
would  henceforth  be  her  prison.  Feeulifl 
loneliness  and  striking  loveliness  were  til 
characters  of  tile  scene.  The  Castle  possesM 
no  outworks,  nor  any  great  architecturt 
beauty.  It  was  a  rude  strong  edifice,  whicl 
alternately  bleached  and  blackened  by  th 
action  of  the  elements,  looked,  to  a  fancifl 
eye,  like  a  part  of  the  high  and  craggy  cU 
on  which  it  was  erected.  At  one  view, 
sweep  of  hundreds  of  leagues  on  sea  and  lai 
was  taken  in.  The  lofty  and  nearly  in 
passable  range  of  the  Bearliaven  mountaiD 
in  all  the  sharp  effects  of  light  and  shad 
rose  in  fine  contrast  to  the  verdant  gl( 
through  which  the  Kenniare  river,  enviroDt 
by  hills  and  glade?,  swept  on  its  course  uat 
it  reached  the  everlasting  seji.  At  the  poii 
where  Ardea  Castlt  stands,  that  river,  whi( 
in    some  places  is  seven   miles  in  breadti 
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assumes  the  appearance  of  an  estuary ;  and  as 
it  dashed  among  tlie  cliffs  and  crags,  the 
hoarse  murmur  of  its  waters  resembled  that 
of  the  ocean,  and  rather  increased  than  broke 
the  sense  of  solitude.  When  Eva,  in  the  mood 
of  excited  feelings  which  the  scene  produced, 
turned  to  look  at  Norah,  she  caught  her  eye 
fixed  on  the  ancient  Castle  with  a  depth  of 
expression  such  as  she  had  never  witnessed. 

But  little  time  for  observation,  however,  was 
allowed,  as  Council,  having  entered  the  black 
and  open  doorway,  called  on  Eva  to  do  the 
same.  She  obeyed,  and,  closely  followed  by 
her  Nurse,  stepped  into  a  long  dark  passage 
built  in  the  body  of  a  thick  wall,  which,  after 
many  windings,  ushered  them  into  the  arch- 
roofed  and  pillared  hall  of  the  Castle  of 
Ardea.  It  was  a  spacious  stone-floored 
chamber  hung  with  very  ancient  armour, 
that  now,  completely  rusted,  intermingled 
with  tattered  banners,  broken  shields,  and 
trophies  of  the  chase,  among  which  the  enor- 
mous antlers  of  the  Irish  elk  were  pictu- 
resquely conspicuous.  Everything  looked 
monotonously  dark,  the  light  that  was  par- 
tially admitted  being  barely  sufficient  to  de- 
fine  interior  objects.      No  Minstrel,  as  in 


....iiic  L.ie  fiirvtu  n 

unipliant  cclioes.    No  . 
tlie  iKJard   round   whii 
hundreds  of  devoted  C 
raise  on  high  the  spai 
quaffing,  io  a  rude  but 
of  their  liege  lord,  the  t 
All  now  was  sileot 
former  Chiefs  of  Ard< 
£va  Dillon  stood  in  the 
hall,  she  involuntarily 
iKtween  the  present  ao( 
ings  as   agitating  as  tl 
unaccouDtabls.      In  tb< 
Norah  seemed  to  sympi 
as  she  stood  stationar 
Mistress,  she  held  her 
quivering  with  a  kind  ol 
her  brow  bent  as  if  she  lo 
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acting  by  stealth,  laid  her  trembling  hand 
on  Eva's  ann>  and,  giving  a  peculiar  look  of 
caution,  quickly  whispered — 

**  Chorra  ma  chree  /* — this  ain*t  the  fust 
time  you  wor  here !" 

"  Norab,  you  say  so  ?  Oh !  can  it  be  true ! 
Tell  me — ^tell  me  all  P*  whispered  Eva  in 
reply,  and  utterly  astonished. 

'*Umph!  by-an*-bye  may  be  I'll  spake 
more  about  it,'*  murmured  the  Nurse,  with 
equal  mystery  and  fear ;  then,  crossing  her- 
self devoutly,  she  began  to  repeat  an  Ave 
Maria  in  order  to  answer  the  inquiring  eye, 
which,  the  moment  faint  whisperings  met 
his  ear,  was  turned  on  her  by  The  0*Sul- 
livan.  This  hint  was  quite  enough  for  our 
observant  heroine,  and  taking  it  for  granted 
that  silence  was  her  safest  course,  she  merely 
bowed  her  head  as  the  chief  of  the  Irish 
Buccaneers,  with  unusual  courtesy,  com- 
mitted her  to  the  charge  of  his  kinsman  of 
"the  Silver  Tongue,"  and  having  promised 
to  see  her  in  a  few  days,  raised  her  hand  to 
his  lips  and  took  his  leave,  accompanied  by 
Father  Syl  and  Daniel  Connell. 

Eva  and  her  faithful  companion  were  then 

♦  ».  c.  Pulse  of  my  heart ! 


I  i 


1 18  TEE  BBATH-KAO. 

conducted  up  a  long  flight  of  stairs  to  thdir 
future  chamber.  It  was  a  small  square  room 
built  in  one  of  the  turrets  of  the  Castle  which 
faced  towards  the  sea.  Narrow  castellated 
slits  iu  the  deep  massive  wall  at  some  feet 
from  the  floor,  answered  the  purposes  of 
windows.  In  one  corner  lay  an  ancient 
Irish  Harp,  all  the  strings  of  which  were 
broken,  and  a  worm-eaten  but  curiously 
carved  table,  with  a  few  chairs  equally  anti- 
quated,  served  to  furnish  the  gloomy  and 
desolate  apartment,  or  rather  prison.  The 
adjoining  chamber  was  as  destitute  of  com- 
forts as  that  we  have  described  ;  two  antique- 
looking  beds,  an  iron  lamp,  and  an  old  oak 
chair  being  all  that  it  contained. 

jVlr.  Murty  Tongue  Arrigvd  bowed  pro- 
foundly to  Eva  as  he  ushered  her  into  this 
untempting  domicile;  then,  under  plea  of 
ordering  refreshments  and  oilier  conveni- 
ences, he  withdrew,  turning  the  rusty  key 
on  the  outside  of  the  massive  door.  As  his 
retiring  steps  grew  fainter,  the  two  despair- 
ing females  heard  those  of  the  Kapparee 
pacing  up  and  down  the  room  which  lay  on 
the  exterior  of  the  entrance  to  their  prison. 
At  this  sign  of  the  vigilance  with    which 
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they  might  expect  to  be  watched  iu  future, 
lK>pe  nearly  fled  from  their  hearts,  and 
dnkiog  on  their  seats  they  gazed  wistfully 
upon  each  other,  looking  the  fears  they 
dreaded  to  express  by  words. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"  0  all  ye  gods !  how  this  inflames  my  fury ! 
I  scarce  can  hold  my  rage :  my  eager  hands 
Tremble  to  reach  thee." 

Tumdra.  akd  HiFFOLrnjB. 

"  This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye ;  that  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much  troubled  breast." 

Shaksfeabk. 

Fu  LL  of  a  thousand  bold  plans  for  the  exe- 
cution of  his  projects,  The  O'SuUivan-Beare 
reached  Ross  Mac  Owen. 

His  iron  nerves  seemed  braced  to  even 
more  than  their  usual  rigour.  Every  idea 
of  his  complex  and  daring  mind  was  strained 
into  deep  revolving  thought,  which  even  the 
privileged  freedom  of  Dan  Connell  or  the 
unsanctimonious  jocularity  of  Father  Syl 
dared  not  interrupt,  as,  seating  himself  be- 
fore the  huge  chimney  of  his  favourite  apart- 
ment, he  sternly  signified  in  a  few  brief 
words  his  desire  to  be  left  alone. 
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His  followers  obeyed,  and  the  Chief,  as  if 
relieved  by  their  absencCi  gave  himself  en- 
tirely up  to  the  consideration  of  his  present 
position,  and  the  arrangement  of  his  future 
plans.     His  first  movement  was  to  examine 
the  letters  which  had  arrived  at  Ross  Mac 
Owen    during  his  absence.      Among   the 
Varied  communications,  one  arrested  his  at- 
tention in  a  peculiar  decree.     It  came  from 
a  distant  relative  who  resided  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood   of   Dublin,    and    conveyed    the 
startling  intelligence  that  Mr.  Puxley  had 
given  information  to  the  Government,  which 
stated  his  strong  suspicion — almost  amount- 
ing to  conviction — that  Murty  Oge  O'Sul- 
livan  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  had  been  privy  to 
the  infamous  abduction  of  Miss  O'Moore, 
and  that,  at  all  events,  he  had  to  a  certainty 
enlisted  a  number  of  men  for  the  Irish  Bri- 
gade in  the  French  service,  in  which  it  was 
asserted  he  had  recently  been  appointed  to 
a  Captain  s  commission. 

•*  Hah  !  he  lies  ! "  muttered  the  Chief 
through  his  clenched  teeth,  as  he  clutched, 
the  paper  he  held.  "  So  falsehood,  as  usual, 
directs  the  minion  of  the  Hanover  rat,  and 
Treason  lurks  even  among  my  own  '  Wild 
VOL.  n.  G 
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Geese/  '**  As  lie  uttered  those  tvordsi  lie 
burst  into  a  loud  laugh  of  derision  that 
assorted  well  with  the  reckless  bravo  lur 
which  indescribably  marked  his  attitude  and 
bearing. 

''  Ho  there  !*'  he  shouted^  after  a  moment's 
pause.     "  Ho  there  !** 

The  well-known  summons  brought  the 
trusty  Dan  directly  to  his  side. 

''  Ah !  thin,  what  *8  the  matther,  Masther 
jewel,  wid  ye  nowV*  demanded  Connell  in 
the  strained  attitude  of  close  attention,  as 
he  involuntarily  asked  the  question,  on  per- 
ceiving the  frightfully-excited  appearance  of 
his  Chief. 

"  Matter  enough ! — ay,  matter  which  may 
peril  both  our  Cause  and  lives  f*  ejaculated 
The  O'SuUivan,  his  lips  foaming  with  passion. 
"  That  comb  of  the  Devil,  Puxley  Y*  he  added 
in  a  tone  of  vehement  exasperation,  **  has  re- 
ported me  to  Goveiiiment  as  being  cognisant 
of  that  vile  and  silly  exploit  of  my  nephew— 
the  abduction  of  Miss  O'Moore,  which,  as 
t/ou  well  know,  I  never  even  heard  of  until  our 
return  to  Ireland ;  and  has  also  by  bribexy 

•  The  singnlar  aobriqttet  by  which  such  recroita  were  in- 
variably designated. 
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and  corruption  discovered  the  whole  secret 
of  our  Volunteer  Associations,  and  reported  it 
to  Government ;  for  vrhich  black  deed  my 
heart's  curse  on  him!''  he  shouted,  with  a 
face  livid  with  rage,  and  striking  the  table 
violently  as  he  spoke.  *'  I  now  renounce  at 
once  and  for  ever  all  idea  of  temporizing 
with  this  jackal  of  the  German  Elector,  as 
I  intended  when  I  left  the  Castle  of  Ardea 
— for  his  first  information  to  my  enemies  is 
a  lie — a  deep,  a  damned  lie ;  and  his  second 
must  upset  my  best-laid  schemes  !" 

There  was  a  momentary  pause,  during 
which  Connell  fixed  a  deep  and  scrutinizing 
gaze  upon  his  master.  As  he  did  so,  an 
exulting  smile  of  frightful  import  lighted  up 
his  face,  which  became  pale  as  death,  whet], 
springing  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  table 
to  that  where  The  O'Sullivan  stood,  he 
grappled  at  his  throat,  and,  putting  his  mouth 
quite  close  to  his  ear,  he  hoarsely  whispered — 
'  •*  Puxley  must  be  murdhered  f 

The  O'Sullivan's  large  and  lustrous  eye 
glared  still  more  wildly  than  before,  his  face 
became  of  ashy  paleness,  and  his  whole  person 
and  countenance  assumed  an  aspect  as  highly 
excited  as  that  of  insanity. 

o  2 
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'*  When — where — how  shall  the  deed  of 
Death  be  done?"  he  demanded,  in  a  sup- 
pressed but  steady  voice  of  demoniacal  de- 
termination. 

'^  In  the  lone  path  that  laads  through  the 
Glin  to  the  diviPs  turf,  where  the  Hathens' 
Church  is  built !"  replied  0)nnell,  even  at 
such  a  moment  making  the  sign  of  the  Gross 
to  atone  for  having  named  the  heretical 
object. 

"  That  is  the  where — now  for  the  how  and 
the  when ! "  muttered  The  O'Sullivau  with 
unflinching  ferocity,  and  in  deep  accents 
which  sounded  like  the  murmur  of  the  thun- 
der-cloud before  it  bursts. 

"  Lave  the  how  to  this  I "  shouted  Connell, 
extending  to  their  utmost  stretch  the  fingers 
of  the  huge  hand  which  he  steadily  held  forth. 

"  At  your  peril,  defraud  me  of  my  prey ! 
By  my  hand  the  bloody  Exciseman  dies! 
But  I  am  no  murderer^  and  it  shall  be  in  fair 
and  open  combat/'  uttered  The  0*SuIlivan- 
Beare>  in  a  low,  concentrated  voice,  almost 
inarticulate  with  wrath. 

"  Thannu^mun-diaoid  I  Thin  be  it  so.  Yit 
remimber,  sorra'  a  son  o*  Adam  but  your 
blessed  se'f  should  bar  me  o'  the  glory  o*  that 
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deed !"  ejaculated  ConneU,  grinding  his  teeth 
with  rage  at  being  obliged  to  relinquish  it, 
even  to  the  Master  lie  adored. 

*•  Tis  well,**  cried  The  O'SuUivan,  breath- 
ing  one  deep  and  fervent  curse,  as  lie  locked 
his  associate's  hand  within  his  own  in  token 
of  their  fearful  compact.  "  The  where  you 
have  rightly  fixed — ^the  when  shall  be  on 
Sunday  next !  And  now  I  wish  to  be  alone/' 
he  added,  waving  his  hand  with  a  sort  of 
savage  dignity  towards  the  door^  in  intima- 
tion that  he  desired  to  digest  in  solitude  the 
full  details  of  the  atrocious  enterprise  which 
engrossed  his  thoughts. 

His  confidant^  in  obedience  to  the  mandate 
thus  received,  bowed  and  immediately  with- 
drew. 
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"  Oh !  how  eball  we  declare  tUe  fatal  truth- 
How  wound  tby  teadet  IwBom  wiLh  akimt?" 

"  Psycho,  dismayed,  jbI  thoughtful  of  escape^ 
In  aniionR  silence  to  thc^  {lortnl  prcssM; 
And  freedom  would  hmvc  hoil'd  in  on}'  shape, 
Though  seen  in  death's  tremuudoua  colours  Jrea 


Passing  over  all  the  minor  urcu instances, 
inconveaiences,  and  espionage  to  wbicli  Eva 
Dilloi)  and  her  faithful  Nurse  have  been  suh* 
jected  since  thej  last  claiinod  the  utteiilion  of 
the  reader,  we  return  to  Ardea  Castle.  The 
learned  pedagogue  and  his  assistant  had  never 
relaxed  an  iota  of  the  vigilance  towards  their 
captives  which  the  Chieftain  had  enjoined, 
as  the  most  sacred  duty  to  himself  and  to  the 
interests  of  his  Clan. 

Thus  circumstanced,  Eva  and  her  attached 
companion  could  hold  no  confidential  inter- 
course,  except  during  the  hours  which  it  was 
supposed  tiiey  devoted  to  sleep.    The  prin- 
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rt  of  every  night,  therefore,  waa  de- 
to  whispered  conversations  relative 
resent,  past,  and  future ;  but  despite 
itreaties,  Norah,  seeming  to  have  re- 
her  few  involuntary  yet  memorable 
ttered  at  the  moment  she  entered  the 
A^rdea  Castle,  had  hitherto  obstinately 
to  explain  them  to  the  anxious  and 
nate  Eva  Dillon. 

^h  profoundly  disappointed  by  this 
ted  reserve,  yet  finding  every  effort 
fe  it  ineffectual,  our  heroine,  with 
1  sweetness  «f  temper,  resigned  the 
for  the  present,  trusting  that  event- 
tr  beloved  Nurse  would  prove  less  in- 
)  to  her  wishes.  In  daytime,  they 
owed  the  privilege  of  walking  through 
itiful  scenery  immediately  surround- 
ea  Castle,  but  the  invariable  presence 
e  occasions  of  *'  the  silver-tongued" 
laster  of  Kenniare  and  the  ferocious 
te  prevented  any  confidential  discourse 
UT  actual  situation,  or  discussion  on  the 
ans  for  escape  which  naturally  and 
illy  engrossed  their  thoughts.  The 
;-room  they  occupied  in  the  turret  of 
itle  was  very  small,  close,  apd  low- 


:nniar«  that  (he  j^-re 

was  p.,ssc,|  „(  ti,,,  ,j^ 

«ie  onlj-  source  of  re 

ment.     Outside    the 

sJtting-room  beyond, 

<»«  Ibpparee  relieFed 

tluoogh  the  night 

<rith  unmnted  radii 

Nuise,  irheo,  having 

their  sleeping  chambe 

Wng    heard,    they,  , 

shaded  their  burning 

close  to  the  aperture  li 

were  intromitted.  Era 

dent,   high-jMked  Oi 

carred,  her  pale  cheeh 

and  liM*  j>n*  i;*„j  „.. 
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Litanies^  she  would  drop  her  rosary  and  sway 
Iter  body  backwards  and  forwards  with  a 
dow,  monotonous  movement,  covering  her 
bee  with  her  hands  as  if  to  exclude  external 
objects. 

The  solemn  night-wind  swept  in  fitful 
gusts  around  the  Castle,  but,  as  yet,  so  gently 
that  it  sounded  like  what  we  might  imagine 
would  be  the  sighs  of  departed  Spirits,  if 
permitted  to  witness  and  to  mourn  over  the 
sorrows  and  the  errors  of  the  loved  on  earth. 
Eva  Dillon's  eyes  seemed  to  dwell  abstract- 
edly on  the  silver-tinted  clouds  that,  every 
moment  changing  their  picturesque  shapes, 
flitted  athwart  the  sky,  which  was  gradually 
fuming  a  more  lowering  aspect. 

**  An*  what  is  ma  Colleen  thinkin'  iv  ?  Is 
rto'  the  purty  klipstick*  they've  putt  us  in, 
fcad  luck  to  'em  an'  more's  the  pity  ? "  ejacu- 
lated Norah,  in  a  deep  whisper,  as  suddenly 
8he  withdrew  her  hands  from  her  dark,  ear- 
nest eyes,  and  fixed  them  inquiringly  and 
full  of  melancholy  meaning  on  her  young 
companion. 

Eva  Dillon  sn)iled  faintly,  as  looking  down 
with  sweet  aflFection  she  replied — 

*  Dilemma. 

G   3 
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Bard  or  Seanachie  of  our  Isle  of  Saints^ 
wrote  what  you  shall  hear,  instead  of  its 
being  the  composition  of  your  wayward 
cliSd  !**  she  added,  playfully  tapping  Norah*s 
^eek,  and  the  next  moment,  in  a  more  se- 
rious tone,  repeating  the  following  lines, 
wikhy  in  imitation  of  the  German,  she 
named,  h  Vimpromptu, — 

THE  MAGIC  CHASE. 

1. 

Over  the  woodlands  swiftly  fly 
Wandering  leaves  along  the  sky. 
Yes ! — now 's  the  time  for  frolic  fan, — 
The  Magic  Chase  has  just  begun ! 

2. 

Hark  to  the  Hag*d  laugh ! — lia,  ha,  ha  I 
The  wild  shriek  tells — 'tis  Chiseba ! 
She 's  caught  the  torrent  on  the  rock  !— 
She 's  crack'd  its  neck  I — list  to  the  shock ! 

8. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Brocken  stands 
Upon  the  crested  hill :  his  hands 
Shrouded  in  mist— outstretch'd  on  high, 
Gigantic  mingle  with  the  sky  I 

4. 

Soft  moonbeams  make  his  flowing  hair ; 
Stars — the  bright  poetry  of  air — 
Clustering  round  him  in  the  skies, 
Watch  on  with  shining,  sleepless  eyes. 
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Sec !  sec !  beneath,  above,  around. 
How  Witches,  Elves,  and  Sprites  abound! 
Hailing  their  Lord  of  Sov'reign  will, 
The  Spectre  of  the  Broeken  HiU  \ 

6. 
Gome,  see  our  own  Ghosts  on  the  top 
Of  yonder  grey  and  mystic  rock, 
With  labels  nail'd  to  every  back 
By  hellish  fingers.* — ^Hark !  the  crack 

7. 

Of  forest  branches,  loudly  tell 
The  Spectre's  Storm  is  working  well. 
Hark  to  the  horns  that  through  the  sky 
Proclaim  the  viewless  Huntsman  nigh ! 

8. 
See !  see !  high  pcrch'd  on  yonder  rock 
ITiat  mystic  birtl — the  Yellow  Cock — 
His  red  nose  twisted  all  awry. 
Screeching  infernal  revclrj- ! 

9. 
Away !  away ! — 'tis  frolic  fun : 
The  Magic  Chase  indeed 's  l)egun ! 
Away  I  and  in  unhallow'd  fray 
Join  the  Wild  Chase. — Away !  away  1 

"  What  think  you  ?  Now  am  I  not  a 
raal  poet,   dear   Nurse  mine  ?"  asked    Eva, 

*  This  alludes  to  the  well-known  8U];)crstition  that 
mortals  who  arc  bold  enough  to  ascend  the  celebrated 
Lrockcn  Hill  on  a  particular  night,  called  in  German  Wal- 
purgis  Nachty  have  the  privilege  of  seeing  their  own  gliosts, 
with  a  billet  pinned  to  their  backs  bearing  the  name  and 
d'lte  nf  dea*^^. 
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ith  a  sportiveness  assumed  for  the  nonce 
>  dnve  away  the  cloud  of  care  and  wrapt  re- 
lection  that  had  gradually  gathered  upon 
Norah's  brow»  and  mimicking  the  national 
accent  which  was  so  richly  hers  in  patriotic 
presenration. 

The  dark  eyes  of  Norah  flung  their  light- 
xiing  round  her  as,  looking  ahnost  likea  Sibyl- 
line Pythoness,  she  threw  back  her  white  coif, 
and,  falling  suddenly  on  her  knees,  clasped 
ber  hands  together,  and  whispered  in  a  low 
^oice  of  deepest  solemnity,  and  as  if  quite 
^Ocoiiscious  of  any  previous  conversation — 

"Eva,  light  o*  my  eyes  an'  darlint  o'  my 
^wl !  1 11  spake,— 77/  spake  /—An'  Mary, 
Alother  o'  Heaven !  forgive  an'  absolve  me, 
^f  the  Confission  that  for  years  has  been 
tearin*  at  the  fibres  o*  my  heart  (an  which, 
too  doubt,  I  ought  to  make  in  sacret  in  Holy 
Church  before  a  Priest,  if  I  had  but  'casion) 
is  tould  at  the  last  to  youT  she  added, 
grasping  Eva's  arm  with  the  violence  of  a 
mental  agitation  that  distorted  every  feature 
of  her  speaking  countenance. 

A  strange  perturbation,  almost  equally  in- 
tense, shook  the  frame  of  Eva,  which  trem- 
bled between  hope  and  fear,  as  a  sudden  sus- 
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Wd  an'  niver  wronged  ye,  since  you  was  a 
babby  at  my  breast ;  that  is/' — (and  here  an 
expression  of  deep  anguish  crossed  her  fea- 
ture)— "I  niver  maned  to  \iTong  ye,  tho' 
may  be  I  have  widout  the  intintion,  by  raason 
tiutt  till  this  blissed  hour  IVe  kipt  the  oath 
they  made  me  take!  But  now*' — here  a 
fearful  wildness  gleamed  from  her  uplifted 
eyes — "  I  see  their  wickedness,  their  schames, 
their  life's  crimes !  An'  by  this  Holy  Cross 
o'tuides,"  she  added,  holding  up  the  large 
black  crucifix  that  hung  at  her  side,  ''  I'll 
tell  ye  all  the  thruth  I  know ;  an'  thin,  in 
fartin',  prayer,  an'  pi  nance,  I  '11  pin  my  faith 
on  the  intercission  o'  the  Mother  o'  Heaven, 
an'  ail  the  blessed  Marthyrs,  for  the  absolu- 
tion o'  my  sin !" 

*'  Do  not  tell  me  if  it  be  A  sin  !"  gasped 
£va  faintly,  and  laying  her  hands  across  her 
Nurse's  lips. 

The  old  woman  eagerly  kissed  the  cold 
white  fingers,  while,  moving  them  from  her 
mouth,  she  said — 

"  It  can't  be  mcyi^tual  sin,  agra  I — it  can't 
be  that  now — but  even  if  it  waSy  I'd  peril 
this  poor  sowl  o'  mine,  an'  live  in  Purgatory 
for  a  thousand  years,  sooner  than  let  ye  sink 
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one  step  furdher  in  their  hellish  pitfalls  T 
As  she  whispered  those  words,  slie  sank  her 
head  upon  her  breast,  muttered  an  Ave 
Maria,  and  then,  having  reverently  signed 
the  Cross  in  the  palm  of  her  hand,*  she 
stretched  out  her  bare  arms  in  an  attitude 
of  supplication,  and  said  in  a  voice  which, 
though  extremely  low,  was  emphatically  dis- 
tinct,— 

''  My  own  heart !  listen  to  me  now,  an'  if 
ye  can  help  it,  don't  spake  a  word,  good  or 
bad,  to  break  the  thread  o'  my  discoorse." 

The  agitated  Eva  bowed  assent,  and 
Norah  thus  continued  : — "'Tis  about  sixteen 
summers,  or  as  good  as  may  be,  since  I  was 
woke  up  out  o'  my  draamin'  sleep  in  the  middle 
o'  the  night,  by  my  broder  Dan  ConneU, 
an'  whisked  off  afore  him  on  a  horse  as  mad 
as  himsef,  widout  spaakin'  one  word,  to  this 
sefsame  Castle  iv  Ardea,  where  you  and  I 
are  sated  now  in  the  bright  moonshine. — 
We  niver  crack'd  cry  till  we  corned  to  this 
sthrange  ould  place,  an'  here,  shure  enough, 
was  The  O'SuUivan-Beare,  an'  in  a  mortual 
pucker  he  looked,  whin,  widout  spaakin'  a 
word,  he  hoisted  me  off  iv  my  four-footed 

*  A  custom  witli  tbo  lower  Irish  on  momentous  occasions. 


THS  PSATH-FLilG.  13? 

bttte,  an*  ihin  pulled  me  by  tlie  right  hand^ 
iost  up  one  stair,  an'  tliin  down  another^ 
la'  thin  up  agin^  an'  on,  an  on,  till  we 
MDed  to  a  fine  clever  *  bed-room : — *  Here 's 
the  Nurse  I  promised  come  at  last !'  said  the 
Masther  to  the  beautifuUedt  lady  I  ever  set 
)  my  two  livin'  eyes  upon,  who  was  stretched 
on  a  grand  testher  bed,  wid  a  sweet  little 
new-bom  babby  beside  iv  her.  Her  face 
was  as  white  an'  as  cowld  as  the  grave-stones 
wliin  the  moon  shines  over  'em,  an'  her 
tongue  was  as  silent  too  !  —  That  lady — 
that  angel    on    airth — Cushla  machree! — 

was " 

"  My  Mother  ! " — ejaculated  Eva,  almost 
choked  with  agitation,  as  she  seized  the 
extended  hand  of  Norah,  and  pressed  it  to 
her  throbbing  heart,  without  power  to  add 
another  word. 

"  You  spake  God's  thruth,"  solemnly  whis- 
pered the  sympathizing  Nurse ;  ^^  an'  you 
was  the  small,  tendher  crathur  that  lay  on 
her  snow-white  bussom,  wid  your  dear  little 
hand  acrass  it,  lookin'  for  all  the  world  like 
a  cherub  o'  God  asleep  in  the  arums  o'  one 
iv  his  Saints !     An'  as  I  gazed  on  your  own 

•  I.e.  Large, 
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blessed  Mother  lyin'  there  ind  all  her  beauty 
on  her  sweet  pule  face,  I  saw  that  Death  wu 
hard  by,  an  was  come  to  dale  his  last  blow  I 
— so  I  riz  her  up  m  my  arums>  an'  hugged 
her  close  to  my  warm  heart-^*t  waa  yomg 
thin,  dear  !)'-^-«n'  I  poured  some  dhrops  i? 
a  cordial*  down  her  throat,  an'  my  hot  tears 
fell  fast  on  her  frozen  cheek,  as  I  call'd  her 
by  every  fond  Irish  name,  an'  pray'd  that 
Heaven  might  be  her  bed,  if  God  would 
take  her  away ! — but  she  heeded  me  not  at 
all  at  all^  darlint !  but  fix'd  her  sweet  eyes 
on  The  O'Sullivan-Beare,  who  stood  lookin* 
like  a  dumb-foundhered  dare-divil  close  by 
her  side.  The  angels  o*  Heaven  that  wor 
all  round  her  bed  (tho*  by  rason  iv  our  sins 
we  couldn't  discarn  'em  *)  gave  her  strength 
to  start  up  from  her  pillow  all  iv  a  suddent ; 
an'  thin,  in  a  voice,  the  sweet  sound  o*  which 
I'll  niver  hear  the  likes  iv  agin  in  this  base 
wicked  world,  she  laid  one  hand  on  her 
babby,  an'  fixin*  a  last  look  on  the  Chief, 
gasped  out  in  long  heavy  brathings  that 
burnt  every  word  straight  into  the  memory 
o'  my  heart — *  Swear  to  befrind  my  Child, 

*  A  prevalent  Irish  superstition  regarding  the  death-bed 
of  a  holy  person. 
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for  the  sake  iv  him  who  lost  life  in  defeod- 
iog  y&wrs  1    Sis  death  has  been  mine — you 

towld  it  so  suddinly — so but  I  forgive 

—my  heart  is  broken  I  * 

*' '  She   raves  ! — she  's   deminted  ! '    said 
die  Chiefs  pushing  me  all  a  one  side.     '  Be 
off t '  he  cried,  pointin'  to  the  door :  ^  Be  off 
this  minute!*    but  Norah  Connell   wasn't 
the  mhoodawn  *  he  tuck  her  for ; — an'  so, 
widout  wid  or  by  your  hive,  I  dropped  on 
my  two  bended  knees,  an'  prayed  for  the 
8owl  o'  the  dying  saint — for  she  was  tfiat, 
if  ever  there  was  one  upon  airth ! — An'  thin, 
u  the  Chief  riz  her  up  still  more  in  the 
bed,  she   laned  on   her  elbow,   an'  struve 
&a'  struve  to  spake,  an'  at  last  these  words 
forced  their  ways  out — *  Swear  to  purtect 
my  Child  ! — an'  if  my  faithful  servant  ever 
i^turns *  Core  o'  my  heart !  at  that  self- 
same awful  minute  the  death-rattle  saazed 
on  her  throath,  an'  not  another  word  could 
she  spake;  so  just  layin'  her  hand  on  her 
sleepin'  babby — that 's  you,  dear ! — ^her  eyes, 
like  two  fallin'  stars,  flashed  a  wild  light, 
that  towld  how  her  poor  dying  heart  was 
wringin'  to  know  if  he  'd  take  that  vow ;  an' 

*  Silly  creature. 
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thin  The  O^SuUivan,  all  in  a  flusther^asifto 
get  rid  o'  that  pint  an'  to  come  to  anither 
while   there   was   time,    said,    signing  the 
Cross,  '  I  do  swear  ! '  an'  thin,  rushin'  up  to 
the  dyiii'  lady,  agin  an'  agin,  through  his 
set  teeth,  as  if  the  diaoul  (purtect  us !)  put 
words  in  his  mouth,  he  stormed  an'  thun- 
dhered  out — '  But  why  that  if  ?     Don't  yc 
know  that  your  servant  is  dead  ?     Why  thin 
that  IF  ?     Spake  1     Do  you  hear  ?    Spake ! ' 
'^  Bud  gettin'  no  answer  at  all  at  all,  he 
repaated  his  quistion,  an'  shuck  the  arum 
o'  the  dyin'  darlint,  as  if,  for  all  the  world, 
't  was  one  iv  his  Cutther's  cables ;  an'  so  mad 
entirely  was  he,  that  sorra  a  one  o'  him  tuck 
note  o'  my  prisence  the  laste  taste  in  life: 
but  whether  he  did  or  did  not  was  no  great 
matther,   seeing    as   how   I   wouldn't  have 
stirred  a  stump  for  the  best  he  that  ever 
throd  on  shoe-leather !     An'  thin,  all  iv  a 
suddint,  a  bright  light  seemed  to  shine  out 
round  the  blessed  head  o'  the  dyin'  lady,  an' 
raisin'  her  hand,  she  pointed  to  heaven,  an' 
smiled  like  an  Angel,  as  she  soon  was  to  be — 
for  I  heard  the  music  o'  God  above  her!* 

♦  Tho  imaginative  Irish  of  the  lower  orders  beUeve  and 
assert  that  this  often  happens  when  a  peculiarly  virtoons 
person  expires. 
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an'  thin,  tumin'^  round  wid  all  the  world  iv 
a  Mother's  love  baaming  out  iv  her  dyin' 
ejes,  she  dropped  gently  down  jist  close  to 
kr  Childy  an'  brathed  her  last  sigh  on  your 
tiny  lips,  an'  I  felt  that  her  glory  was  on 
me!" 

As  Norah  solemnly  uttered  those  words 
she  covered  her  face,  and  large  drops  which 
fell  between  her  long  thin  fingers  silently 
bM  the  agitation  the  recital  of  this  well- 
temembered  scene  created. 

Not  a  sob,  word>  nor  cry  had  escaped  from 
Eva  Dillon  during  the  narration,  and  when 
Norah  uncovered  her  features  she  was  terri- 
fied at  the  fixedness  of  the  young  maiden's 
&oe,  which  had  become  like  marble,  while 
iter  frame  shook  dreadfully,  and  her  eyes 
Were  still  riveted  upon  her  Nurse,  as  if  under 
the  spell  of  a  fascination  she  had  not  power 
to  break. 

"  Queen  o*  the  Saints  aboove  us ! "  whis- 
pered Norah,  starting  to  her  feet,  as  she 
looked  on  the  noble  countenance  over  whicli 
such  a  marked  change  had  passed,  and  caught 
her  nursling  to  her  breast  in  a  sudden  burst 
of  terrified  fondness :  "  What 's  over  her  ? 
Eva !  deep  pulse  o'  my  life !   for  the  sake 
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o*  tlie  ould  heart  that  *8  rock'd  you  to  deep 
wid  its  batings  ten  thouaand  o'  times  1— for 
the  sake  o*  the  Saints  an'  the  Angels  o' 
Heaven  that  crowd  round  your  Mother  in 
glory — Spake  !  ** 

At  this  appeal,  torrents  of  tears  gushed 
from  Eva's  eyes,  which,  losing  their  stony 
look,  kindled  into  deep  and  profound  exdte- 
menty  as  in  a  low  husky  voice  she  repeated 
the  word  **  Mother  !  **  and  straining  her 
Nurse  still  closer  to  her  breast,  softly  faltered 
outr— "  Go  an  I " 

^^Avourneen  ma  chreel'*  whispered  Norah, 
as  she  looked  long  and  tenderly  on  tbe 
sweet  face  that  lay  on  her  shoulder,  while 
the  warm  tears  of  affection  fell  in  showers 
from  her  cheek  upon  it ;  ''I  have  n't  much 
more  to  tell,  an'  supposing  I  had,  how  cauU 
J  go  on,  my  own  darlint,  whin  my  discoorse 
is  brakin'  your  fresh  young  heart,  like  the 
storm  that  snaps  the  stim  iv  the  rose  ?  " 

**  Nurse,  dear  Nurse,"  faltered  Eva,  up* 
raising  her  head,  and  making  a  violent  effort 
to  subdue  her  emotion  as  she  sank  again 
upon  her  seat ;  *'  I  unll  be  more  calm  ;  but, 
oh !  to  hear  I  had  so  sweet  a  Mother !  to 
know  that  I  have  lost  her  for  ever !  and  still 
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bewildered  as*  if  in  a  fearful  dream 
lat  mo8t  concerned  her,  is  hard — most 
I  bear !  She  was — she  must  have 
I  my  heart  could  wish !  Yet  still  who 
f  father,  or,  I  should  rather  say,  her 
l^  for  that  a  voice  from  Heaven  tells 
:  he  was?" 

sure  as  there's  a  God,  you  spake  the 
thruth,**  rejoined  Norah,  solemnly — 
?/  *  iv  a  light-o'-lovef  are  you  !  I  'd 
t  wid  my  blood — an*  yit,  pride  o'  my 
'  my  sowl !  wid  all  that  I  *ve  done  to 
;  the  tchole  o*  the  thruth,  it  has  always 
red  away  from  mysef  like  a  slippery 

t  surely,  surely  you  must  know  some- 
lore  ?  Oh  Nurse,  sweet  Nurse  !  tell 
>ity  tell  me  all ! "  gasped  Eva,  clasp- 
r  hands  in  fervent  entreaty,  while  a 
flush  passed  over  her  blanched  cheek, 
pe  once  more  sparkled  in  her  eyes,  as 
pared  to  listen  in  silence  and  anxiety. 
I  say  my  say  at  any  rate,  asthorel 
n,  why  shure  ye  can  judge,"*  an- 
Norah,  as,  reseating  herself  on  the 
d  drawing  herself  up  to  her  former 

iUegitimate.  t  An  unchaste  woman. 
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position,  she  muttered  over  her  beads  for  i 
few  moments,  and  then,  with  increased  ear- 
nestness, thus,  in  a  cautious  whisper,  she 
took  up  the  thread  of  her  strange  history. 
"  Well,  whin  The  O'SuUivan-Beare  saw  the 
sweet  crathur  was  dead  entirely,  he  bolted 
out  iv  the  room,  an  left  me  to  lay  out  the 
body ;  an'  whin  I  moved  it,  what  should  I 
find  but  a  long  black  ribbon  tied  round  the 
neck,  an'  fastened  to  it  war  two  beautiful 
picthurs,  one  on  aither  side  iv  the  gowld 
franiin  ;  an'  one  o'  thim  war  as  like  as  two 
eggs  to  the  darlint  that  lay  stretched  out 
stone  dead  afore  me  !  an'  t  'other  was  the 
picthur  iv  as  fine  a  moral*  iv  the  figure  iv 
a  man  as  the  finger  o'  God  ever  made ;  bud 
the  face,  which  no  doubt  was  as  noble,  no 
mortal  could  see,  by  raisin  o'  the  glass  bein' 
smashed  an'  crushed  in,  an'  the  ivory  broke 
all  to  atoms  where  the  faatures  wor  painted, 
which  I  take  it  was  done  by  the  dying  darlint 
laaning  her  elbow  upon  it,  whin  she  strug- 
gled to  raise  hersef  up  in  the  bed  to  make 
her  appale  to  the  Chief  an' — " 

**  Nurse !  Nurse  !  you  took  those  pictures 
— ^you  have  preserved — Oh!  give  them!** 
gasped  Eva  Dillon,  her  agitation  becoming 

♦  Model. 
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SO  irrepressible  that  she  could  not  persevere 
iniilence. 

"  Surely  I  did,  an'  more  than  that,  I  cut 
off  an  ocean*  iv  the  gowlden  hair  o*  your 
Ideaied  Mother,  an'  fastened  it  wid  the  black 
ribbon  all  round  the  picthurs,  intindin'  to 
gi?e  'em  both  to  the  Chief ;  but  what  I  seed 
ifther  made  me  clare  an'  clane  change  my 
mind,  an'  keep  'em  all  to  myself,  unknownst 
to  a  BOwl ;  an',  light  o'  my  eyes !  here  they 
ire  safe  an'  souud  now,  this  blessed  minute, 
whin  the  Queen  o'  Heaven  (praise  an'  glory 
be  hers!)  diricts  my  tongue  t'  unlock  my 
owld  heart,  an'  spake  out  like  a  Christin 
Woman,  to  circumvent  all  the  divilish  lies 
in*  intintions  an'  schames,  even  iv  my  own 
bom  broder,  an'  what's  more,  iv  the  Chief 
0*  my  Clan. — ^An'  for  why  would  I  not,  whin 
I  know  for  sartin  (and  she  shuddered  at  the 
thought)  that  they  're  bent  on  the  ruination 
0*  the  dear  one  I've  nursed  at  my  breast,  an' 
who'll  live  in  my  heart  till  death  an'  judg- 
niint,  whin  I  hope  to  see  God  face  lo  face 
^t  the  last  great  day  ?  " 

Anxiety  and  agitation  that  seemed  to  tor- 
ture every  feature  out  of  its  proper  linea- 
ments were  fearfully  depicted  on  our  heroine's 

*  A  great  deal. 
VOL.  n.  H 
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lK)S(un,  and  hn^akini^  tin--  senled  cover, 
luxuriant  tress  of  hair  fell  on  Eva';? 
glistening  in  the  strong  Ofioonliglit 
sheet  of  waving  gold.  In  agitation  to 
for  utterance,  the  trembling  girl  can 
the  precious  ielic>  and  fervently  prei 
to  her  quivering  lips.  The  next  insta 
grasped  the  miniatures  from.  Norah^a 
and,  as  if  her  whole  soul  was  in  he 
gazed  in  solemn  tenderness  alternately 
pictured  images  of  those  who  gave  her 
Even  a  Mothers  fot;^— that  most  in 
late  and  unselfish  oS  all  human  ties 
sacred  feeling  which,  from  the  era 
the  grave,  lavishes  its  hoard  of  rich  aff 
whether  in  joy  or  in  sorrow,  in  healtl 
sickness,  ay»  oltentimes  in  ain^  upon  th( 
beloved  ;  to  whom,  should  all  the  wox 
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ethereal  expression  than  now  shone  from  Eva 
Dillon's  eyes,  while,  riveted  on  the  miniatures 
before  her,  she  seemed  full  of  an  absorbing 
interest  that  abstracted  her  from  all  other 
objeets  of  external  life.     In  sympathy  and 
silence  poor  Norah  watched  the  progress  of 
the  power  she  had  evoked,  her  eyes  shining 
through  her  tears^  and  her  heart  throbbing 
in  anxiety,  while,  with  instinctive  delicacy, 
forbearing  to  require  a  word  from  the  mourn- 
ful and  agitated  girl  before  her,  she  softly 
said :    **  Look  on !  look  on !   as  long  as  ye 
like,  dear  blood  o'  my  veins !  't  would  break 
ffie  heart  widin  me  to  disturb  ye — tho*  may 
be,"  she  added  with  affectionate  hesitation, 
''ye'd  like  to  know  all  the  little  that's  now 
left  to  be  tould  ?  " 

"  I  would,  dear  Nurse,  I  wouldy^  faltered 
Eva  in  a  deep  exhausted  voice ;  and,  unable 
to  say  one  word  more,  and  almost  suffocated 
by  her  emotions,  she  passed  the  ribbon  of  the 
miniatures  around  her  neck,  and  placed  the 
tresses  next  her  heart. 

'*Well  thin.  After  I  dacently  laid  out 
the  beautiful  flower  o*  the  field  that  was 
soon  to  be  laid  in  the  dust,  I  tuck  ye  up  (and 
a  sweet  wee  crathur  ye  was !)  in  my  own  two 
arums,  an'  wint  down  fair  an*  aisy  to  the 

h2 
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kitchen  in  this    sef-same    Castle  iv   Ardea, 
to  give  ye  the  milk  o'  my  breast  (for  my  own 
poor  babby,  that   was   born  after  its  fader's 
death,  died  only  three  weeks  afore,  wbich 
you  see  was  one  o*  tlie  raasone  that  made  the 
Chief  an'  my  broder  confabulate  to  bring  me  , 
to  suckle  yees),  an'  whin  I  went  on  an' on 
through  tliis  great  barrack   iv  a  place,  wid- 
out  meeting  a  sowl,  1  fairly  wondhered,  but  ^ 
what  struck  me  all  iv  a  heap  entirely  was^ 
whin,  at  last  finding  the  kitchen  (bad  cess  to 
it !),  I  saiv  stretclied   out  stiff  in  a  chair  a 
dacent  young  faymale,  an'  not  another  Chris- 
tin  good  nor  bad  I      Whether    the    crathur' 
was  only  sleepin'  or  dead,  I  know  just  a»^ 
little  now  as  thin  ;  but  this  I  do  know  for 
sartain,  that  I  shuck  her  tigin  an'  agin,  bu1 
sorraahit  iv  her  moved  hand  or  fut,  no  more 
than  if  she   was  dead  as  a  herrin' ;    so  at 
last  I  bawled  in  her  ear  an'  axed  her  for 
tlie  love  o'  Heaven  to  wake  up  and  spake  s 
and  at  that  blessed    minute    Dan  Connelly 
my  broder,  walks  in,  an'  says,  says  he, — 

'  Don't  be  afther  bothering  tliat  poor  cra- 
thur, that's  worn  out  entirely  wid  the 
watcliin'  an*  throuhle  she  had  at  the  birth  o' 
that  babby  you  're  howldin',  but  just  lave 
her,  Norah,  to  sleep  her  sleep  out,  an'  come 
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off  wid  me  to  the  Masther,  who's  waiting,  as 
mad  as  hlazes,  to  see  ye  both  in  the  parlour/ 
An'  wid  that,  what  did  he  do  but  drags  me 
an'  the  babby,  a-lannan  1  that  lay  on  my 
bussom  as  if  'twas  my  own,  up  the  stairs,  an' 
niver  cracked  cry  till  we  was  both  to  the  fore 
o'  the  Masther ;  an'  there  shure  enough  he 
was  marchin'  up  an'  down  in  a  sort  iv  a 
silent  tantarara*  an*  Och!  by  my  bades, 
what  a  heart  I  had  whin  he  fixed  his  one 
great  eye  (an'  faix  that  is  a  piercer !)  right 
full  on  me  an'  the  poor  fairy  thing  in  my 
arums.  An'  'twas  blazing,  it  was,  like  a 
bonfire  whin  he  wint  on  spaakin'  a  power  o' 
words  that  only  seemed  to  consale  what  he 
meant,  for  afther  all  his  palaveiin'  circum- 
bendibus iv  a  story,  I  couldn't  for  the  bare 
life  o'  me  make  out  whether  he  intlnded 
to  say  he  was  fader  to  the  weeny  darlint 
I  held — (that's  you,  dear  !) — or  no  ;  tho* 
'twas  fairly  hinted  he  was  by  himsef  an'  by 
Dan ;  an'  so,  whin  my  Chief  pushed  a  big 
Bible  that  lay  on  tlie  table  right  forenent 
me,  an*  towld  me  to  swear  on  Tlie  Book 
niver  to  let  ont  he  was  fader  to  the  child^ 
seein'  as  how  the  Holy  Church  hadn't  sanc- 
tioned that  same ;  an',  moreover,  at  no  time 

•  Bage.  t  To  tell. 
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at  all.  at  all,  by  my  fear  o'  betl,  book,  a^ 
candle-light,  to  brathe  to  one  livin'  aon^' 
what  I'd  seed  in  tlie  Ca&tle,  one  way  «f 
other,  but  jist  to  bi-in>r  up  the  babby  in  t^ 
thriie  Koinan  faith,  an'  to  lade  her  to  thiulf 
him  her  guai'dian,  by  name  Captain  Siuith. 

"  Well,  so  frighttned  an'  flustrefied  was  mj 
poor  sef  that  I  tuck  that  same  oath,  an'  shun 
that's  what's  cuttin*  into  the  core  o'  my  hear^ 
a-cushla-ma  ckree  t  Och,  now  !  don't  ax  m« 
to  stop  till  I  come  to  the  end  o'  my  story,* 
whispered  Norah  impetuously  (seeing  that 
Eva  was  about  to  speak),  "an'  'tis  as  shortM 
I  can  I'll  make  it,  an'  no  spioQing  outi 
An'  80,  you  see,  afther  much  more  o'  th^ 
blameyin',  I  was  towld  that  we  two  cratlion 
0*  faymales  (that's  you  aud  myself,  darlintO 
would  be  packed  o£f  at  screech  o*  dqy  in  tbt 
schooner  wid  Dan  Connell  to  foreign  parts  | 
un'  that  in  a  strange  land  beyaut  saA  we'^ 
have  lashins  o'  money  from  time  to  time,  Uf 
a  nate  purty  house  to  cover  our  heads,  it 
whicli  you'd  be  brought  up  a  right  t^WN 
Roman,*  till  such  time  as  the  MaatherwoqI< 
trate  us  back  to  ould  Ireland  I  An'  ftiix,  tit 
hut  justice  to  st^  that  wjd  all  their  sios  ap 
quare  doings  they  sent  us  the  yellow  hoysti) 

•  Roman  Catholic. 
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saisOQj  an'  *ii8  happy  enough,  dear  knows! 
we  iror  in  our  own  doat  iv  a  weeny  place^ 
which  the  darlint  MartchionesB  made  as  good 
as  a  £Eufy  land  inside  an'  out,  to  say  uodiin' 
o'  the  beautiful  barp  an'  guitar,  an'  oceans 
o'  books  in  all  the  tongues  of  Babel,  that  sbe 
gave  ye.  An'  fer  that  saiiie  bright  grassy 
spot,  wid  its  \rildhenies6  o'  flowefs,  like 
falle]^  rainbows  on  4irth,  an'  its  owld  gi^en 
trees,  and  wttrm,  soft  sunshii^e,  shure  we 
had  but  a  thrifle  o*  rint  to  pay!  Thin, 
wasn't  my  own  Star  6'  the  wof-ld  just  as 
good  as  a  residenter  almost  up  at  the  grand 
castle  of  Tullibardine  from  the  minute 
whin  the  Martchiouess  (pace  be  wid  her !) 
saw  ye  by  chance  play  in'  on  the  bright 
green  forenent  our  own  little  door,  an'  tuck 
sich  a  fancy  to  have  ye  for  company  for 
darlint  Miss  Edith,  an'  to  tache  ye  the 
larnin'  an'  musicks,  till  ye  know'd  betther  far 
nor  the  lady  hersef  ?  Thin,  hadn't  ye  that 
dear  crathur  Miss  O'Moore  to  bear  ye  sweet 
fondness  each  day  o'  your  life,  all  one  as  a 
Shister  (my  curse  on  the  villain  who  blasted 
that  rosebud  o'  beauty !)  ?  to  say  nothin*  o' 
Lord  Ogilvie,  who  for  the  last  two  years  was 
so  often  up  at  the  Castle,  an'  who,  tho'  a  raal 
haro,  had  no  more  pride  than  a  child;  an' 
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may  be  'twasu't  his  Lordship  that,  beyant  tt«  4 
beyants,  adored  my  owu  Eva,  an'  I'll  be  bail  ' 
does  so  still,  for  that  iiiatther,  ivherever  he  i* 
on  the  face  o'  the  airth !     An'  now,  avovsr' 
neen  !  I've  said  my  say,  an'  towM  my  mo,  an 
my  sowl  is  the  lightherl" 

As  Norah  muttered  these  words,  she  paseeJ  * 
one  hand  in  a  Imrried  manner  over  her  brow, 
and  then  wreathed  her  long  fiugers  together  in 
earnest  prayer,  but  with  such  noiseless  actioit 
that  the  silence  of  the  chamber  was  unbroken^ 

The  storm  of  emotions  which  Eva  Diltoi^ 
with  amazing  ^elf-command,  had  restrained 
during  the  lust  half-hour,  now  burst  forth  in 
a  cutivulsioii  of  feeling,  but  after  the  firai 
tumult  of  her  agitation  had  passed  away,  shfl 
rallied  her  overivrought  spirits  into  somtf^ 
degree  of  calmness,  and  convinced  that  ft 
crisis  had  arrived  which  presented  a  great 
and  extraordinary  occasion  for  the  necessity 
of  action,  she  said  in  the  lowest  voice,  but 
with  a  firmness  that  would  have  done  honour 
to  a  character  more  matured  by  time  and 
expenence  than  her  own, — "  Thanks,  more 
than  words  can  tell,  dear,  kind,  devoted 
Nurse!  I  feet,  but  must  not  even  try  to 
speak  them ;  for  now  that  I  know  all,  it 
seems  as  if  a  voice  from  Heaven  warns  me 
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that  our  only  chance  of  safety  lies  in  speedily 
escaping  from  this  place  of  wretched  memo- 
ries !  Ay,  this  night,  if  it  were  possible ! 
How  strange,  how  mysterious  was  the  emo- 
tion that  crept  over  me  when  I  stood  in  the 
centre  of  that  great  old  hall  I  Now  it  would 
almost  seem  as  if  the  spirits  of  my  ancestors 
crowded,  phantom-like,  around  me  there! 
One  of  them — the  dearest! — might  at  least 
have  looked  from  heaven  on  her  deserted 
child,  and  I  have/t^ft  her  invisible  presence/' 

"Thrue  for  ye,  sweet  child,"  whispered 
Norah  in  assent,  and  springing  upon  her 
feet ;  "but  how  could  we  ever" 

At  this  moment  the  moon,  which  had  long 
been  overcast,  became  completely  obscured, 
while  the  dead  calm  we  formerly  mentioned, 
and  which  sometimes  is  the  precursor  of  a 
tempest,  was  broken  by  the  crash  and  fall 
of  a  mighty  thunderbolt  directly  above  the 
Castle  of  Ardea. 

"  The  Saints  purtect  us  !  what's  that  f  " 
cried  Norah,  crossing  herself  in  terrified 
amazement;  while  Eva,  equally  alarmed, 
and  starting  to  her  feet,  rushed  into  the  outer 
room,  without  power  to  answer  the  question, 
and  clasped  her  hands  in  mental  prayer.     At 
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the  same  iiiBttint,  a  guttural  voice,  attemptioj 
steadiness  in  its  accents,  excliiiini'd,  m  lliE 
adjacent  chamber, — "Ocli!  thin,  bad  cesslo 
ye  for  a  candle  !  to  tumble  down  tojray-turrj 
in  that  sort  iv  a  way,  laving  a  Christin  mui 
in  the  dark,  because,  all  unknownst,  hi 
Btiikes  his  arum  agin  j-ees  nhin  started  out 
iv  his  sleep  by  a  tiullabloo  would  wake  up  tbi 
dead.  Mnrdher!  Murdher!  Is  there  no  ont 
to  gim  me  a  light?  Och  !  Wasther  Ton^ 
Arrigud  erao  !  cute  as  ye  are  wid  yoa» 
larnin',  ye  can't  tache  a  lody  to  see  in  the 
dark,  so  at  laste  have  the  manners  to  hand 
me  a  tallow  boy !  "  shouted  the  Rapparee^  ai 
he  stumbled  through  his  room  in  search  of 
the  door,  while,  from  the  tone  of  his  voice, 
and  his  reeling  gait,  it  was  evident  ho  had 
been  indulging  largely  in  anti-temperaace 
principles, — a  circumstance  which  probably 
contributed  to  his  temporary  oblivion  of  the 
.vicinity  of  his  prisoners. 

"Whist!  Whis*!  be  azy,  dariint,"  said 
Norah,  rushing  to  Eva,  who  was  going  to 
speak.  Not  a  word  for  your  life  t  Wt  jurt 
stale  back  to  the  inside  room  agin^  an*  bring 
out  our  two  long  purple  cloaks  wid  the 
hoods,  an'  thin  keep  out  vt  sight  in  ibat  faiv 
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off  corner,  till  I  beckon  ye  to  come  behind 
me,  an'  thin  if  I  don't  put  my  wmether*  on 
that  tipey  limb  o'  the  Diril,  may  be  my 
name  ain't  Norah.** 

Implicitly  tmsting  to  her  Nunte's  tfagacity, 
Bva  Dillon  softly  retired  to  the  inner  chani'* 
her,  and,  bringing  instantly  the  two  large 
mantles,  took  the  concealed  position  her 
Narse  had  enjoined.  The  pi^yious  moment 
Norah  had  carefully  screened  their  candle, 
so  that  scarcely  a  ray  could  pierce  through 
the  crevices  of  the  door,  and  then  with  the 
other  knocking  vehemently  at  it,  she  screamed 
out — 

"  Och  I  thin,  you  bom  gomeril  an'  big 
blackguard !  what  upon  airth  are  ye  stamping 
about  on  your  two  crubeens  in  that  sort  iv 
a  way  for,  wakin'  an  frightin'  two  dacent 
faymales  from  undher  the  blankets,  sich  a 
thunderin'  night  1  Wbafs  the  murdher  now 
I  say,  an'  bad  cess  to  ye  ? " 

"  Whisha,  'tis  myself  that  forgot  yees  in- 
tirely,  Maram  Norah — bad  manners  •it  was, 
shure  enough — an'  I  went  sliddherin'  an' 
bawlin*  to  Misther  Murty  below  there,  seeing 
Bay  own  little  rush  is  gone  to  the  cradle  o' 

*  t.  e.  If  I  don't  deceive. 
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Moses  t    ril  be  bound  'tis  sound  asleep  ihi 
School mastber  is  this  blessed  minute — as 
sound  as  the  rock  o'  Cashel,  thanks  totbe 
raal  potheen — an'  'ill  niver  come  near  me, 
the  dirty  curl     Arrah,  Norah  dear,  wont 
yees  open  your  door  an'  give  out  a  light,  if 
ye  plaze,  whether  ye  have  one  or  no  ?" 

"  Open  the  door  I  EtheUy  Misther  Rap- 
paree,  honey  I  don't  be  niakin'  a  fool  o'  you^ 
sef  an'  me  too  intirely.  Shure,  'tis  well  ye 
know  the  kay  is  outside ;  an'  that  if  ye  cant 
find  the  way  to  your  mouth  in  the  dark,  why, 
all  ye  have  for  it  is  jist  quitely  t'  unlock  the 
door,  an'  thin,  wid  all  the  pleasure  in  life, 
won't  I  lend  you  the  loan  iv  our  iligant  light 
in  a  jiffy,  an'  much  good  may  it  do  ye  I" 

**  It's  mighty  surprisiii'  I  niver  thought  o' 
that  afore ;  but  how  will  I  find  my  way  to 
ye,  Misthress  Norah?" 

*'  Och,  thin,  if  that  ain't  a  quare  quistion, 
an'  a  mighty  quare  one  too,  for  an  Irishman 
to  ax,  as  ever  I  hard  in  my  born  days. 
Throth,  'tis  more  gumsha  nor  that  I  gave  ye 
credit  for,  Misther  Riipparee.  To  ax  haw 
to  find  a  (laugh ther  o'  Eve !  Faix,  it  flogs 
Banagher !"  whispered  Norah  in  an  affected 
titter. 
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"  Arrah,  thin,  don't  be  keepin'  me  waitin' 
an'  foolin',  but  jist  gim  me  the  light  at  wanst, 
or  the  curse  o'  Cromwell  be  on  ye  I**  cried 
die  petitioner,  losing  patience  and  temper  at 
delay. 

*•  But  how  'ill  I  find  my  way  to  ye, 
Esther  Rapparee?"  chuckled  Norah,  with 
comic  mimicry  repeating  his  former  question. 
'*  Och,  'tis  a  dhroU  thing  in  airuest  how  ye 
want  me  to  open  my  door,  tho'  ye  have  the 
kay,  or  else  to  walk  through  stone  walls  to 
your  beautiful  sef,  as  if  the  divil  run  a 
huntin'  wid  me."  Here  another  burst  of 
thunder  interrupted  the  stream  of  Norah's 
eloquence. 

'*  Tundher-a-noons !  Ah,  you  darlin'  ould 
jade,  be  azy  now,  an'  gim  me  the  tallow-boy, 
if  'twas  only  to  let  me  see  your  bright  eyes, 
an'  tlie  big  black  bottle  that  'ill  take  the 
cowld  out  o'  my  heart  that's  down  in  my 
brogue,  this  divil  iv  a  night — there 's  a  dear." 

"  So  that 's  the  way  wid  ye,  is  it  ?  Och 
thin,  since  ye're  so  polite,  Sir,  shure  in 
dacent  manners  I  couldn't  deny*  ye ;  sojist 
wait  a  minnit  till  I  get  at  the  rush  that 's 
bumin'  in  our  bit  iv  a  closet  quite  conva- 

•  Befose. 
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nient;  an'  thin  I'll  putt  it  cheek  by  jowl 
wid  the  kayhole  to  lighten  your  peeperii 
an'  thin  may  be  you  '11  find  your  way  to  me, 
ould  as  I  am,  an'  allow  that  I'm  fit  to  howld 
a  candle  to  the  likes  o'  ye  an'  your  friend 
the  black  dioul,  anyhow !" 

"  Make  haste  thin,  an'  stop  your  jaw,  an' 
good  luck  to  ye!"  bawled  the  Rapparee, 
giving  a  ponderous  kick  to  the  door  he  had 
just  accidentally  reached,  but  which  resisted 
all  his  efforts  to  open  it. 

**Wisha!  the  dickins  take  ye,  have  pa- 
tience while  I  go  for  the  light,"  returned 
Norah,  who  had  purposely  prolonged  the 
preceding  dialogue  in  order  to  gain  time  to 
muffle  Eva  and  herself  in  their  large  dark 
cloaks  and  hoods,  which  having  done,  she, 
with  almost  magical  celerity,  secured  and 
secreted  a  few  necessaries  in  a  small  basket, 
now  hid  beneath  her  mantle,  while,  breath- 
less with  haste,  she  exclaimed, 

"  Shure  if  that  baste  iv  a  shelf  where  I 
putt  the  candle  isn't  as  high  as  the  Hill  o' 
Howth !  Faix,  I  thought  I'd  nivcr  get  at  it 
at  all,  at  all !  Here  now,  here  's  the  light  at 
last,"  she  added,  holding  it  to  the  keyhole^ 
having  first  screened  the  trembling  Eva,  who, 
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fliently  comprehending  her  intentiony  stood 
directly  behind  her ;  *'  an',  Mistber  Rapparee, 
fDflVe  Dothin'  to  do  but  to  turn  the  kay  to  the 
\    ri^    Och,  that 's  iligant,''  cried  Norah,  as 
die  door  flew  open,  ^'  an'  here 's  the  candle> 
pa  jewel  iv  a  boy,"  she  added,  as  holding 
it  oat  to  the  Rapparee  she  contrived  at  the 
instant  he  took  it  to  give  a  sly  whiff  which 
ettinguished  the  light. 

To  glide  noiselessly  by  the  more  than 
half-intoxicated  man  and  to  gain  the  tur- 
ret itair  occupied  scarcely  an  instant.  Eva 
DiUon  and  her  Nurse  flew  rather  than  ran 
down  the  steps,  and,  ere  their  former 
piard  had  half  recovered  his  surprise  or 
luB  censes,  the  agitated  pair  had  reached 
a  subterranean  passage  leading  to  the  sea, 
wbich  Norah  well  remembered  having  tra- 
versed with  Dan  Gonnell,  when  by  order  of 
Murty  Oge  she  secretly  left  the  castle  years 
Wore.  Tliis  passage  now  gave  egress  to 
ber^lf  and  the  lovely  girl,  who  had  then 
beea,  to  use  the  faithful  Nurse's  phraseology, 
''  a  weeny  bit  i v  a  babby  at  her  own  thrue 
Iraut" 
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be  seen  from  it,  mapped  out,  as  it  were,  with 
eyery  creek  and  estuary;  and  beyond  its 
eastern  boundaries  of  mountains,  Cape  Clear 
and  a  large  portion  of  the  southern  coast  of 
Ireland  are  visible,  while  in  the  opposite 
direction  Kenmare  River  and  the  splendid 
Kerry  Mountains  open  to  view,  and  com- 
plete the  romantic  beauty  of  the  landscape. 

The  singular  cascades  of  Hungry  Hill 
shoot  through  an  extraordinary  natural 
groove  which  divides  a  colossal  rock  on  the 
top  of  tlie  upper  fall,  and  then  rush  down 
the  precipice  in  a  splendid  sheet  of  water 
more  than  ten  yards  in  breadth.  This  ex- 
pands as  it  leaps  onwards,  until,  bursting 
against  a  mass  of  stone  midway  down  the 
steep,  the  waters,  from  the  velocity  of  their 
&11  and  resistance  to  such  a  barrier,  rise  in 
volumes  of  vapour  up  a  third  portion  of  the 
mountain.  While  the  sun's  rays  played  over 
those  mists  in  flashes  so  radiantly  reflected  as 
to  produce  the  iris  tints  and  forms  of  mimic 
rainbows,  the  visual  deception  was  so  great 
and  the  brilliance  so  intense,  that  it  seemed 
as  if  unearthly  light  was  flung  abroad  by 
some  invisible  agent,  to  render  the  eflect 
upon  the  eye  almost  overpowering.  From 
rock  to  rocks  innumerable  this  remarkable 
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cataract  dashes  from  its  first  natural  terrace, 
till 9  having  reached  a  second,  its  jets  of  water 
cascade  in  the  form  of  arches  so  enonnoiii 
that  herds  of  goats  feed  tranquilly  beneath 
them. 

Shooting  along  the  minor  declivities  of 
Hungry  Hill,  those  stupendous  streams  rdi 
on  through  scenes  of  awful  beauty,  till  thqf 
mingle  with  the  wide  blue  expBnse  of  the 
Bay  of  Bantry. 

Mountains  of  gigantic  elevation  guard 
that  celebrated  harbour  from  the  western 
storms,  and  within  one  of  their  most  ea« 
chanting  recesses  lies  the  exquisite  valley  of 
Glengariff.  Its  verdant  embowered  glen 
clothed  with  flowering  arbutus,  holly,  birch, 
and  a  thousand  deciduous  trees  that  groir, 
as  it  were,  out  of  the  clefts  of  the  rocks  in 
unpruned  luxuriance,  present  the  loveliest 
contrast  to  the  surrounding  bold  and  craggy 
mountains. 

Seven  hundred  yards  above  the  level  of 
the  bay.  Hungry  Hill,  with  its  stupendous 
cataract,  is  visible  from  Bearhaven,*  though 
fourteen  miles  distant  from  that  locality. 

♦  **  BeaAaven,'*  writes  Mr.  Weld,  "  was  formerly  defended 
by  a  strong  castlo,  and  was  a  place  of  no  small  importanes  is 
the  fifteenth  and  sizteenth  centuries,  when  the  Irish  fi>ii*fityip» 
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The  Gnoul  mountaio,  with  its  narrow  gap 
ind  splintered  peak — the  £sk,   and  a  long 
chain  of  noble  crags,  which,  as  the  traveller 
irinds  on  his  way,  burst  every  nionieut  into 
light  in  endless  combinations  of  novelty,  im- 
meofiity,  and  beauty,  oppose  in  strong  relief 
the  luxuriant  vegetation  and  widely-stretch- 
iag  woods  that  clothe  the  eastern   side  of 
Baotry  Bay.     Its  fine  indentations  concen- 
tr»te  the  harbour  of  Glengariff  into  a  form  so 
perfect,  and  so  depressed  at  the  base  of  the 
mountains,  that  it  looks  like  a  small  silver 
lake  beneath  you,  though  in  reality  of  con- 
siderable size.    All  this^  and  much  more  than 
pen  or  pencil  can  depict,  render  the  scene 
ve  have  attempted  to    describe  a  master- 
piece of  Nature,  scarcely  surpassed  among  the 
lovely  combinations  whicht  with  no  unspar- 
ing hand,  she  scatters  over  earth.     And  yet, 
alas !  even  in  such  a  spot  the  demon  of  Sin 
vas  abroad  to  abuse  the  gifts  of  God  by  con- 
verting this  majestic  creation  into  an  arena 
for  human  blood. 

maintained  a  frequent  intercourse  with  Spain.  The  town 
atands  in  a  convenient  and  pleasing  position,  on  the  banks  of 
a  imall  inlet  of  the  sea.  The  only  objects  of  peculiarity  here 
leemed  to  be  the  tombs  in  the  churchyard,  which  were  of  a 
pyramidal  form." 


iiic  ueaiiier,  looned,  usieiieu,  ana 
lui-iviiiil  like  friyhti'iied  deer  ;is  tl 
a  magniticeiit  tree  were  cimtio 
aside  by  some  one  breaking  on  tl 
The  O'Sullivan,  with  two  ailver-l 
in  his  belt  aod  a  large  cutlass 
emerged  frum  the  shadows  acct 
Dan  Connetl  and  a  few  of  his  ar 
"  The  Exciseman  ought  to 
yonder  path,"  said  The  O'Sulli 
rately  pointing  to  one  which  led 
ing  road  that  conducted  to  the  vi 
of  Bearhaven.  "On,  boys!  0 
me  to  the  Great  Rock,  behind  wh 
lie  in  ambush  till  he  comes.  Bi 
he  added,  turning  sharply  round 
ing  his  followers  in  his  most 
tone,  *'  he  who  stirs  one  inch  to 
of  my  vengeance,  or  to  aid  me  ii 
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;oa  here  to  act  in  case  that  Puxley's  cursed 
png  appear.  Cleave  their  skulls  and  wel- 
eome  if  they  attack  us ! — but  leave  Him  to 
mcr 

**  We  vnUr*  fiercely  ejaculated  the  Bucca- 
neers as  if  with  one  voice>  and  signing  the 
Cross. 

"Then  follow  me r 

The  command  was  obeyed  in  perfect  si- 
lence, and  without  the  utterance  of  another 
word  the  party  proceeded  until  they  reached 
the  perpendicular  rock  indicated  by  their 
Chief.  This  rock  in  a  single  shaft  shot 
upwards  to  the  elevation  of  many  feet^  a 
little  to  the  right  of  a  very  broad  slab  of 
table-land  that  stretched  to  the  verge  of 
•  frightful  declivity,  clothed  with  tangled 
Bhrubs,  and  which  slanted  to  a  wooded  hol- 
low of  profound  depth  below. 

At  tlie  extremity  of  the  level  ground  that 
intervened  between  the  stone  shaft  and  the 
precipice,  one  of  the  most  singular  of  the 
many  picturesque  shapes  with  which  this 
region  of  crags,  clouds,  and  waters  abound, 
presented  itself.  An  enormous  mass  of  dark 
grey  rock  enclosed,  like  a  barrier,  that  side 
of  the  table-land  which  lay  towards  the  sea, 
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and  so  cloaely  as  to  leave  only  a  nanmr  palli 
to  wind  round  the  projecting  dioulder  0f 
the  adjacent  mountain.     This  towering  cni- 
nence  not  only  shut   in  the  area  we  life 
described,  but  curved  downwards  to  the  edge 
of  the  dark  cleft  below,  and  in  such  a  fim- 
tastic  shape,  that  when  the  eye  looked  throngl 
the  aperture  thus  formed  as  through  a  mt 
of  natural  telescope,  nothing  caught  it  bat 
the  dark  blue  sky  beyond,  and  a  small  po^ 
tion  of  the  mountains  in  perspective.    Soch 
was  the  singular  locality  through  which  Mr. 
Puxley  was  obliged  to  pass,  if,  as  was  sup- 
posed, he  visited  the  house  of  God  on  this 
particular  day ;  and,  as  the  Irish  Buccaneers 
crouched  behind  the  lofty  shaft,    where  in 
obedience  to  their  chief  they  were  to  lie  in 
ambush,  each  man  held  his  formidable  cut- 
lass  ready  for  action,   but  without   giving 
utterance  to  the  thoughts  of  blood  that  filled 
his  heart. 

The  O'SuUivan  placed  himself  so  that  his 
keen  eye  could  espy  the  object  of  his  medi- 
tated vengeance  the  moment  he  appeared, 
and  scarcely  had  he  done  so  when  at  some 
distance  Mr.  Puxley,  alone  and  on  horse- 
back, was  seen  slowly  descending  the  moun- 
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lio-path  through  a  woody  rarine,  abouf 
iiree  miles  from  the  church  to  which  he  was 
rending  his  way  to  prayer. 

**  The  Exciseman  is  alona  At  your  peril 
lie  concealed,  and  stir  not  an  inch.  No— not 
if  you  saw  me  weltering  in  my  blood !"  whis- 
pered The  O'SuIliTan  deliberately  to  his  men. 
On  hearing  those  words,  the  Pirates  seemed 
disposed  to  parley;  but  a  glance  at  their 
Chieftain  told  it  would  be  vain,  and,  in  dis- 
pleased and  disappointed  silence,  each  man 
kissed  his  cutlass,  and  signed  tlie  Cross,  in 
token  of  acquiescence. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

<*  Conspiracies  no  sooner  should  be  fonn'd 

Than  executed." 

Adomhi. 

"  Tis  fix'd— 

So  fiz'd  thy  death,  that  'tis  not  in  the  pow'r 

Of  gods  or  men  to  save  thee !" 

Lee. 

"  Here  's  blood- 
Here  's  blood  and  murder !" 

Cato. 

"  Oh,  my  soul's  joy  I 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms, 
May  the  wintla  blow  till  they  have  wakcn'd  death!** 

Shakspeabk. 

**  She  rose — she  sprung — she  clung  to  his  embrace 
Till  his  heart  heav'd  beneath  her  hidden  face." 

Btbok. 

Meanwhile,  the  unconscious  object  of 
such  accumulated  hatred  advanced  at  a  slow 
pace,  and  seemingly  absorbed  in  thought. 

The  O'SuUivan  by  a  violent  eflfort  re- 
strained his  impatience  until  Mr.  Puxley 
neared  the  place  of  his  concealment,  when, 
wildly  rushing  from  behind  the  shaft  of  rock, 
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^^  Uttered  one  fearful  curse,  and  stood — 
^  pistol  in  each  hand -^  right  before  hia 
^etim. 

So  startling  was  the  abruptness  of  this  act 
Qiat  Puxley's  horse  reared  and  threw  his 
tHaster ;  then,  flying  as  if  on  the  wings  of  the 
irind,  the  affrighted  animal  galloped  furi- 
rasly  away,  striking  fire  with  his  hoofs 
from  the  rocks  that  hemmed  in  his  narrow 
path. 

Mr.  Puxley  leaped  to  his  feet  unhurt. 

*^ Villain!  would  you  attack  an  unarmed 
man?*'  he  asked,  with  unflinching  self-pos- 
session. 

"  By  the  soul  of  my  father — No  I**  shouted 
The  O'Sullivan,  thrusting  one  of  the  loaded 
pistols  into  Puxley 's  hand ;  ''And  now,  liar, 
defend  yourself,  or  meet  the  death  you've 
worked  for  and  deserved  so  long  !" 

With  those  words  he  started  back  a 
few  paces  —  raised  his  pistol  — and,  with 
steady  and  determined  aim,  ejaculated, — 
"Fire!'* 

The  suddenness  of  the  act  deprived  the 
unfortunate  Puxley  of  his  usual  self-com- 
mand, and  panic-struck,  he  failed  to  draw 
the  trigger  of  the  weapon  he  received. 

VOL.  !!•  I 
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It  dropped,  without  discharging,  ti 
ground,  unknown  to  Tlje  CSull 
who  fired,  and  shot  his  victim  througt 
heart! 

The  next  moment  he  fell  dead  witb 
groan  at  the  feet  of  his  murderer ! 

The  Chief  rushed  forward  aud  bent  ov£ 
body.  Wiien  thus  leaning  down,  he  * 
tuned  that  Hfe  had  fied  for  ever,  and 
tlitit  Puxley's  pistol  had  never  been  a 
against  himseli^  the  flush  of  hia  £ice 
Succeeiled  by  a  livid  hue— iiis  glazed 
seemed  starting  from  its  socket^  aad 
expression  of  his  features  became  feu 
convulsed. 

On  the  dark  countenances  of  the  I^ 
who  crowded  round  him,  savage  fiiry  mii 
with  wild  triumph  was  depicted,  as 
stood  motionless  gazing  on  the  prin 
actor  in  the  scene. 

The  CSuUiran  dropped  his  pistol,  cla 
his  hands  upon  his  forehead,  and  a 
silt-noe  he  looked  down  upon  the  blec 
wrpse,  it  seemed  as  if  a  feeling  of  rem 
filtered  his  iron  bosom.  If  it  did, 
vSk\-i  was  only  momentary,  for  the 
iusttint.luruing  with  a  steady  and  detenu 
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\      nr  to  Us  followers,  he  said  in  a  low^  hoarse 

iwee — 
^  Speak  sot  a  word  ! — conceal  the  body 

behind  the  rock  till  midnight;  then  take  it 

(0  the  Hooker,  and  plunge  it  fathoms  deep 

iato  the  sea." 

As  Dan  Gonnell  and  the  Buccaneers  obeyed 
fte  first  part  of  this  order,  and  were  in  the 
let  of  drawing  away  the  corpse,  the  dis- 
eordant  shriek  of  a  bird  of  prey  startled  from 
its  dark  haunt  was  heard  abore  the  hills,  and 
tibe  next  instant  a  body  of  armed  men  poured 
in  through  the  natural  arch  we  have  de- 
scribed*  This  unexpected  party  appeared, 
from  their  position,  more  numerous  than 
they  actually  were,  and  struck  such  astonish- 
ment though  not  dismay  into  the  liearts  of 
the  Pirates,  that  for  an  instant  they  paused  in 
their  guilty  task.  At  the  same  moment,  the 
armed  strangers  turned  abruptly  round  the 
comer  of  the  rock  which,  as  we  have  already 
mentioned,  hung  in  a  fantastic  arch  over 
the  furthest  end  of  the  broad  spot  of 
table-land  within  some  feet  of  the  precipice 
beneath. 

The  road  which  lay  between  tliis  sii:gu!ar 
screen  of  stone  and  the  steep  beside  it  was 

i2 
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almost  instantaneoiisly  oocupied  to  die  ferge 
by  the  unknown  group.  How  many  addir 
tional  men  were  at  the  other  side  of  the  crag 
could  only  be  conjectured,  but  the  short 
space  between  it  and  the  angle  of  the  mouih 
tain  was — as  seen  through  the  rocky  arch- 
completely  filled.  All  had  passed  witli  the 
rapidity  of  lightning,  and,  before  the  Irish 
Buccaneers  could  rally  round  and  warn  thdr 
Chieft  who,  wrapt  io  thought,  stood  sullen 
and  apart  upon  the  ground  which  reeked 
with  Puxley*s  blood.  Lord  Ogilvie,  with  his 
band  of  armed  men  just  land^  at  Bearbaven 
from  aboard  '^  Le  VaiUant^  surrounded 
him. 

**  Hah !  Murderer — thus  I  arrest  you !  **— 
cried  our  hero,  as  with  one  glance  of  hoi<-> 
ror  and  amaze,  comprehending  the  whole 
scene,  he  seized  The  O'Sullivan  s  shoulder 
with  an  iron  gripe.  The  strength  seemed 
almost  superhuman  with  which  the  Pirate- 
Chieftain  shook  himself  free  from  the  mighty 
grasp,  while  drawing  his  cutlass  and  whirl- 
ing it  with  a  fearful  sweep,  so  as  to  make 
two  or  three  dej>perate  cuts,  he  shouted 
forth ; — 

"  So ! — as  the    beagle    tracks   the    hare. 
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tliirstiDg  for  blood — ye  dare  me  in  my  own 
AH)ai]tain  pass ! — ^Have  at  ye  all  r  thundered 
Tile  O'SuUivan  as  (seeing  defence  was  useless 
against  forces  so  superior  to  his  own)  he  with 
effective  vengeance  dashed  his  blade  at  ran- 
dom amongst  his  foes,  and,  ere  they  suspected 
liis    intention,   sprang  down   the   precipice, 
vrhich  was  so  overgrown  with  brushwood, 
that  no    eye    could    penetrate    its    matted 
surface* 

No  step  less  practised  than  that  of  The 
O'Sullivan  could  tread  the  dangerous  pass 
down  which  he  had  so  suddenly  disappeared, 
hid  by  the  thick  trees  of  that  dark  ravine. 

Bullet  after  bullet  was  fired  after  him, 
with  what  success  no  man  could  tell ;  while 
the  Pirates,  endeavouring  Uke  their  leader  to 
escape,  all  parties  engaged  in  a  mSUe  of 
broil  and  disorder  which  only  served  to 
stimulate  the  fury  of  the  fight. 

Dan  Connell,  with  the  rage  of  a  madman, 
and  so  taken  by  surprise  that  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life  he  fought  without  skill  or 
method,  flew  at  the  throat  of  Ogilvie,  as  if 
a  demon  had  entered  into  him.  The  thrust 
was  parried,  and  after  a  short  struggle  for 
life  or  death  Connell  was  secured. 
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*^Put  him  in  irons  with  our  prisoners  P 
cried  our  hero  to  a  body  of  his  men,  who 
with  their  united  strength  found  it  no  easy 
matter  tc»  force  the  redoubted  Pirate  back- 
wards ;  ^'  and,"  he  added,  still  more  impera- 
tively, ''  stop  the  women's  horses  in  the  rear 
until  I  can  be  with  them.** 

Then  turning  round  with  his  usual  selt 
command.  Lord  Ogilvie  once  more  stood  his 
ground  against  the  desperate  ruffians,  who> 
some  trying  to  fly,  others  to  assault,  still 
made  him  the  special  object  of  their  venge- 
ance. Maddened  at  the  capture  of  Dan  Con- 
nell,  and  hoping  to  effect  a  diversion  that 
might  further  his  escape,  the  Irish  Buccaneers 
struggled  in  different  directions  to  make  for 
the  various  mountain-passes  which  they  knew 
so  well — success  attending  them  in  some  in* 
stances,  death  in  others. 

The  ground,  under  such  circumstances, 
wns  soon  almost  entirely  cleared.  Ogilvie, 
excited  to  the  utmost,  and  whose  impatience 
was  intense  to  return  to  Edith  O'Moore  and 
the  pseudo  Algerine  captive  (the  individuals 
about  whom  his  order  had  been  given),  now 
rushed  through  the  archway  and  round  the 
shoulder  of  the  mountain  beyond,    Tberet 
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k 'beheld  Dan  Conndl  gazing  in  unspeak- 
«Ue  unase  on  William  Sullivan !  and  so 
pinie-struck  at  the  unexpected  sight,  that 
h  DO  longer  resisted  the  efforts  of  Lord 
(^Fie*8  men,  as  they  forced  him,  manacled, 
to  the  side  of  his  celebrated  Clansman, 
irho,  also   in    irons,   was  surrounded  by  a 

gwrd. 
Amid  the  intricate  windings  of  the  glen 

Mow,  Ogilvie's  quick  eye  espied  at  some  dis- 
tance the  Holy  Fathers  of  the  Trinity,  with 
£dith  O'Moore  and  her  female  companion 
mounted  on  the  horses  hired  for  their  use  at 
Bantry,  and  environed  by  a  small  body-guard 
of  his  most  trusty  men  on  foot. 

In  obedience  to  a  previous  order  from 
our  hero,  who  wished  to  reconnoitre  in  ad- 
vance, this  little  party  had  halted  where  they 
now  stood.  Two  or  three  saddled  horses, 
which,  in  case  of  an  emergency,  it  had  been 
deemed  prudent  to  procure,  chafed  under  the 
restraint  imposed  upou  them  by  the  men  to 
whose  care  they  had  been  consigned,  thus 
leeming  to  participate  in  the  alarm  which 
the  sound  of  distant  shots  created  among  the 
group. 

With  rapid  steps.  Lord  Ogilvie  descended 
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Abe  sinuous  rocky  path  wbich  led  to  the  deep 
hollow,  surrounded  by  scowling  mountainii 
in  the  middle  of  whicli  his  friends  were  star 
tioned.     He  strained  his  vision,  aching  with 
anxiety,  to  ascertain  that  all  in  that  quarter 
was  tranquiL    As  he  did  so,  the  sound  of  a 
shrill  whistle  and  the  report  of  pistols  fired 
in  the  direction  of  the  piurty  who  engrossed 
his  attention,  filled  him  with  such  alarm  for 
its  safety,  that  he  rushed .  at  all  risks  down 
the  tortuous  pass. 

At  this  critical  moment,  the  horse  of  Edith 
O'Moore  staggered  and  fell,  as  a  bullet  from 
an  invisible  assailant  entered  its  side.  At 
the  same  instant  our  hero,  through  the  smoke 
and  tumult,  could  but  just  distinguish  two 
cloaked  figures  rushing  from  behind  an  adja- 
cent rock,  one  of  whom,  regardless  of  dan- 
ger, and  as  if  smitten  with  lightning,  threw 
itself  over  the  prostrate  body  of  Edith 
O^Moore,  and  shrieked  aloud  for 

**  Mercy  !*' 

That  voice — that  head,  from  which  the 
hood  had  fallens-could  never  be  mistaken; 
ai)(l  though  the  sudden  apparition  almost 
deprived  him  of  his  senses,  Ogilvie,  ere  he 
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duped  her  to  Ms  heart,  had  recognised  his 
on,  his  idolized  Eva ! 

The  hills  around  echoed  the  discharges  of 
Mreral  pistols  issuing  from  the  pirates,  who, 
OHicealed  from  human  Iud,  thus,  even  in  the 
let  of  flyiDg  from  their  foes,  took  ambushed 
iCBgeance.  The  contents,  however,  paBsed 
baimlessly  over  the  heads  of  the  agitated 
gnmp,  and  io  a  feiv  moments  all  was  ouce 
more  comparatively  silent. 
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CHAPTER  Xin. 


*  Sane  fedinp  mn  to  moiulg  prca 
TiA  loa  of  EmUi  in  Uwm  tlitu  Heavui." 

■■  A  b^fin  KiOe  iDnnwe  emc)>  brow, 

With  qnickn  qmad  each  heart  midaHA." 

MoOBB. 


1^  whole  of  the  unexpected  and  energetic 
encouoter  we  have  just  described  occupied 
less  time  in  actitm  than  it  has  taken  in  oar* 
ntioa;  and  the  chief  personages  of  our 
dnma  were,  one  and  all,  so  bewildered  by 
its  rafHdity  and  strange  coincidences,  that  it 
was  long  ere  each  could  absolutely  realize 
the  truth  of  the  scene  or  the  change  efiected 
in  dior  relatiTe  portions. 

We  shall  not  trespass  on  our  reader's 
tiioe  by  recounting  the  hair-breadth  escapes 
through  which  Era  Dillon  and  her  faithful 
Xur%  had  passed  in  safety,  on  their  route 
to  the  memorable  spot  where,  in  amazement 


THS  IHATH-FLAa;  1 79 

1  no  words  could  paint,  they  beheld, 

the  cave  they  had  just  reached,  the 

trate  figure  of  Edith  O'Moore,  and  the 

get  that  assailed  her  from  the  random 

tM  of  the  flying  Buccaneers. 

jfeither  shall  we  dwell  on  the  heroic  act 

Eva  Dillon  in  risking  her  existence  in  do- 
nee of  her  friend ;  nor  yet  on  the  amazement 
Ad  the  tide  of  strong  emotions  they  mutually 
ifinced  at  such  an  unexpected  meeting,  when, 
rising  from  the  ground,  they  sprang  into  each 
other's  arms,  weeping  such  a  passion  of  tears 
IS  only  hearts  like  theirs  could  cause  to  fall ; 
while  Norah,  with  overpowering  ejaculations, 
threw  herself  upon  her  knees,  and  wildly 
twined  herself  around  them  both. 

Still  less  shall  we  attempt  to  describe  the 
sensations  of  our  heroine,  when,  clasped  in 
the  first  moment  of  astonished  recognition  to 
the  heaving  breast  of  Ogilvie,  he  whispered,  in 
a  voice  that  quivered  with  condensed  feeling, 
''  Can  I  believe  my  senses  ? — Can  it  be  she  ? 
Yes — ^yes — it  is  my  own,  my  noble-hearted 
Eva!" 

In  the  silence  of  that  long  embrace,  life, 
danger,  all  the  world  were  forgotten.  Their 
young,  pure  hearts,  stirred  to  the  very  depths, 
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were  fillgd  with  happioess,  which  neillier  the 
sufferings  of  the  past  aoT  the  dangers  of  tte 
future  could  shadoiv  for  a  moment. 

Eniotioas  such  as  those  were  not  likelf 
to  find  utterance.  Silence  was  their  most 
natural  eloquence — breathings  from  the  soul 
the  best  interpreber  of  their  passionate  de- 
ration. 

Wbu,  indeed,  that  ever  loved  with  that 
faith,  all-sacrificing  and  divine — that  ideal- 
izing principle  which  exalts  humanity  above 
the  trite  of  life,  and  leads  the  soarings  of  tbe 
spirit  to  purity  and  truth, — could  require 
tcords  to  express  suzh  emotions  ?  Na  Vir- 
tuous lore  is  the  faith  and  devotion  of  the 
heart,  and  its  secret  feelings  ask  no  voice  to 
rereal,  no  language  to  depict,  tbe  light  of 
their  intensity. 

The  glorious  aspects  of  beauty  and  of 
grace,  the  briUiaot  dreams,  the  pictured 
thoughts  which  comhioe  and  harmonize 
within  tJie  lover's  mind,  scatter  the  germs  of 
fancy  and  of  feeling  prodigally  round  him. 
Forms  of  happiness  haunt  his  path,  and 
even  when  dangers  threaten  it,  bright  visions 
of  the  future  cheer  him  on.  His  heart 
clings  to  the  belief  that  time  will  realize  his 
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bpes.  His  worship,  like  some  holy  spell, 
pesenres  his  affections  from  the  hlight  of 
ScklenesB  or  falsehood,  and,  by  its  refining 
power,  retains   them  from  every  species  of 

Love  such  as  this  is,  indeed,  a  beautiful,  a 

liinowed  thing:  so  gentle,  yet  so  strong — 

io  passionate,  yet  so  pure,  it  is  exalted  by 

.  Ae  increase  of  its  own  power,  and  as  death- 

kn  as  the  soul  that  nourished  its  existence 

into  all  that  is  sublime  in  the  respondent 

Wmonies  of  human  nature.     Nor  does  such 

ui  affection,   rare  and  engrossing  though 

^  be,  restrain  the  spirit  within  the  current  of 

its  own  emotions,  so  as  to  arrest  it  in  the 

^dy  of  a  chilling  selfishness.     On  the  con- 

^^,  a  devoted  heart  has  sympathy  to  spare 

lOr  others,  and  can  understand  their  joys  or 

•orrows  even  while  throwing  the    radiant 

bes  of  love  over  the  object  of  its  individual 

lK)mage.     Thus  the  comparison   of  similar 

emotions  re-acts  upon  the  principles  of  truth 

within  us,  and,  like  drawing  by  the  agency 

of  light,  represents  the  real  by  invisible  rays 

emitted  from  the  lens  of  memory  or  reflected 

through  the  prism  of  feeling. 

How  different  the  passion  at  which  our 
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pen  has  glanced  from  that  which  the  mere 
libertine  digoifieB  with  the  name  of  Lotc!— 
Of  the  "  earth,  earthy  " — selfish  inite  nature, 
ignoble  in  its  tendency,  inconstant  in  its 
nature,  the  being  who  becomes  its  heartless 
votary  Uvea  only  for  himself  in  the  fleeting 
fancies  of  the  present,  regardless  of  his  duties 
as  a  Christian  and  a  man,  and  equally  in* 
different  to  the  agonies  he  may  have  caused 
his  victims  in  the  past,  or  of  their  hopeless 
misery  id  the  future. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


"  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all. 

The  elements 
So  mixed  in  him,  that  Nature  might  stand  up 
And  say  to  all  the  world — '  This  was  a  man  1*  ** 

Shakbpeabb. 

"  Och  hone !  by  the  man  in  the  moon. 
Ton  taze  me  all  ways.** 

Samijsl  LOYXB. 

"  What  fire  is  in  my  ears  ? — Can  this  be  true  ?'* 

Shaksfeabb. 


The  recollection  of  the  imperative  points  of 
^uty  yet  to  be  performed  eoon  restored  Lord 
Ogilvie  to  his  usual  self-possession ;    and,  as 
liis  friends  witnessed  his  exertions  in  pro- 
moting the  comfort  and  safety  of  the  party 
for  the  remainder  of   their  journey,   they 
gradually  followed  his  example  in  practising 
that  degree  of  firmness  and  forbearance  which 
was  obviously  the  most  praiseworthy  line  of 
conduct  uuder  existing  circumstances. 
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When  once,  however,  fairly  en  route,  En, 
moUDted  on  the  steed  which  had  {treTiousiy 
been  ridden  by  the  female  stranger,  drew  it 
close  to  the  horse  of  Edith  O'Moore;  and  thus 
placed  beside  «ach  other,  the  devoled  frieiidi 
were  enabled  to  indulge  those  confidential 
outpourings  of  the  spirit  which  absence,  and 
the  extraordinary  fabilities  that  had  attended 
them  since  their  separation  at  the  Skeligs, 
rendered  so  delicious. 

Their  conversation  was  joined  in  by  Lord 
Ogilvie  at  every  moment  he  could  command 
from  the  onerous  duties  that  claimed  his 
attention;  and  he  soon  gained  a  brief  but 
imperfect  sketcli  of  all  he  longed  so  much 
to  know.  As  they  spoke  in  Italian,  and  in 
the  lowest  possible  tone,  there  was  little  or 
no  risk  of  their  being  understood  by  the  per- 
sons surrounding  them  ;  therefore,  they  con- 
tinued their  revelations  with  perfect  unreserve, 
and  ever-increasing  interest. 

As  the  reader  is  acquainted  with  the  rela- 
tive adventures  of  the  party  in  question,  we 
shall  not  occupy  time  or  patience  by  a  recapitu- 
lation of  them.  We,  therefore,  content  our- 
selves by  simply  stating  that  Norah,  haunted 
by  the  remembrance  of  all  the  perils  she  had 
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|M88ed  with  Eva  during  their  flight  from 
Ardea  Castle,  while  proceeding  to  Cork,  in 
Ofder  to  seek  protection  from  the  law,  waxed 
exceedingly  wroth  on  finding  that  her  present 
position  not  only  prevented  her  giving  an  ac- 
count of  their  dangerous  wanderings  through 
]ull  and  dale  to  Eva's  companions,   but  also 
deprived  her  of  hearing  the  particulars  of  the 
escape  of  Edith  from  the  Pirates*  Cave.     To 
the  great  annoyance  of  poor  Norah,  she  had 
been   condemned  to  ride  a-breast  witli  the 
sai'disant  female  captive  from  Algiers^    at 
some  distance  from  her  Mistress,  and  her  al- 
most equally  beloved  Miss  O'Moore,  so  that 
conversation  with  either  was  impracticable. 

The  wisdom  of  such  an  arrangement 
Nurse  could  by  no  means  admit ;  and  he 
little  stock  of  patience  being  soon  completely 
exhausted,  she  sharply  exclaimed:  '^Why, 
thin,  isn't  it  a  cr}'ing  shame  to  banish  me 
here,  cheek-by-jowl  wid  a  stranger  woman, 
not  able  to  budge  a  peg,  an'  widout  being 
let  to  have,  in  sich  a  droll*  buzziness,  as  much 
as  a  bit  iv  a  chat  to  empty  my  heart  wid  my 
darlints,  or  even  a  word  wid  the  Haro  him* 
seT?" 

♦  Extraordinary. 


""We  LsTe  too  munr  terious  aflain 
i^nd  jest  i»ow  to  think  of  lighter  matters,  ibj 
pxd  aiid  tnutr  Nonh,"  said  Liord  Ogling 
kinQh-  pattmg  her  shoulder,  as,  en  pcuaaat 
from  giviag  some  mden  to  the  rear-goardy 
he  heud  ho*  eameet  Todfcntions.  **  We  aia 
all  sife.  as  TOO  see,  thank  God !  and  hy-aod* 
1>T  we  shall  hare  talk  enough.  Mean* 
irhile,  I  pray  fon,  peaee  and  silence  if  pos- 
sihle,^*  be  added  with  a  iSunt  smile,  as  he 
spun^  his  horse,  and  returned  to  head  hit 
party. 

**  By  the  Book  !**•  cried  Norah,  slapping 
her  hand  on  the  horse,  to  the  back  of  which 
she  bad  been  lifted,  nolens  volens,  behind  a 
stout  young  soldier,  whose  waist  she  was 
compelled  to  grasp  for  support,  "  if  that  ain*t 
beyant  the  beyants.  Ethen,  now,  isn't  it 
barbarians  they  are  in  airnest  to  be  sticking 
me  here  behind  you,  ye  great  armed  fire-aterl 
that  Tm  obleeged  to  embrace  in  this  undaoent 
manner  to  save  me  from  falling  while  we're 
rampagin',  an'  romanchin*,  an'  gallivantin* 
about  the  counthry  in  this  quare  way.  Och! 
murther !  ain^t  it  enough  to  dhrive  me  out 

*  A  common  oath  with  the  low  Irish,  mieaning  the  Bomu 
Catholic  Mass-Book. 


THE  DEATH-FLAO.  187 

\       o'  my  fiinses  to  do  that  same,  let  alone  to  see 
I       W  I'm  putt  all  o'  one  side^  wid  this  strange 
I       wfld  hathen  from  forrin  parts,  that  looks  as 
QQch  man  as  woman/'  she  added  in  rising 
wmth,  and  with  an  air  of  offended  dignity, 
IB  she  glanced  contemptuously  at  the  trou- 
sers and   half-Turkish  dress    of    the    un- 
bown  female,  which  the  parting  of  her  long 
white  cloak  revealed,  and  who,  placed  in  a 
position  similar  to  her  own,  seemed  so  provok- 
iogly  quiet,  and  lost  in  thought,  as  scarcely  to 
beed  the  flow  of  Hibernian  eloquence  which 
fell  from  the  lips  of  her  indignant  companion. 
"  It's  no  use  to  make  all  this  noise,  and  to 
be  throwing  your  eyes  to  the  van-guard,  for 
all  orders  must  be  strietly  obeyed,"  bluntly 
ejaculated  her  equestrian  guide. 

"Thank*ee  for  nothin',M  asther  Jackanapes,, 
and  just  keep  your  jaw*  an'  adwice,  you  mod-^ 
haunf  o  the  world,  till  they're  axed  for," 
returned  Norah  indignantly;  and  then  (as 
many  greater  personages  have  done  before 
and  since)  she  fell  into  a  fit  of  sullen  silence, 
mistaking  it  for  a  powerful  demonstration  of 
dignified  self-respect ;  a  mood  which,  strange 

♦  Conversation.  f  An  idiot. 
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to  aj,  lasted  until  the  puty  reached  tb^ 


,•  This  WW  aenHDfiiriied  withoiit  fwdier 
accident*  and  Ijord  Ogilvie^  through  hit 
prompt  instrumentality*  had  aoon  the  happi- 
ness of  seeing  Era,  Edith*  Norah*  and  the 
iemale  who  accompanied  them*  welcomed  in 
amaze  beyond  expression  by  our  old  acquaint- 
ance Mrs.  Saisdale*  to  whose  house  he  con- 
ducted them*  in  accordance  with  the  plan  he 
had  pieriously  arranged  with  his  travelliug- 
compaoions.  Mrs.  Dorothy's  handsome 
villa-residenoe  lay  at  some  distance  from 
Cork*  for  which  city  our  hero  (accompanied 
by  the  Fathers  of  the  Trinity  and  the  ci- 
devant  captires)  was  bound,  in  order  to  deliver 
Wiiliam  Sullivan  and  Dan  Connell  into  the 
hands  of  j  ustice. 

A  few  words  gave  the  necessary  explana* 
tions ;  and,  as  every  instant  was  fraught  wilb. 
vital  importance.  Lord  Ogilvie*  exchanging 
hurried  adieux,  left  all  that  was  most  dear  ta 
him  beneath  the  hospitable  roof  to  which  he 
had  been  so  safe  a  guide. 

Resolving  to  surrender  himself  at  once  to 
Government  as  the  well-known  adherent  of 
the  exUed  Stuarts,  and  to  trust  his  own  fete 
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to  its  future  generosity,  our  hero  journeyed 
npidlyonwards  in  order  to  secure  the  custody 
of  William  Sullivan  and  Dan  Connell  in  the 
pol  of  Cork,  and  to  lodge  informations  in 
Alt  dty  in/ie^rd  to  the  assassination  of 
Mr.  Puxley^  as  well  as  on  other  subjects  of 
nearly  equal  importance. 


TDBDUrB-rua. 


APTKR  XV. 


"  Sow  my  IjMit, 
After  long  deeoUtian^  now  nnfoMs 

Unio  iliii  new  delist — to  kiss  thy  hanib, 
Thon  dearest,  dearest  one  of  all  the  eaiUi — 
To  cUip  thee  with  my  uidb,  which  wwe  hot  Ik 
On  the  void  wiuda  before  I" 


"  Sislera  in  sonl  1  they  hold  their  long  and  deep  cc 
Mingled  emotions  gushing  through  their  hearts." 


iTmaybeeasilyimagioed  that  theastoDish- 
meotof  our  old  friend,  Mrs.  Dorothy  Sarsdale, 
was,  as  we  have  stated,  perfectly  unbounded 
at  the  sudden  re-appearance  of  her  niece, 
whose  extraordinary  fate  the  most  strenuooi 
exertions,  public  and  prirate,  hud  previously 
failed  to  elucidate.  It  would  be  vaiu  to  seek 
fur  words  to  describe  the  amaze  and  horror 
which  filled  her  bewildered  mind  on  learning 
the    sad     sequel  to    the  history    of    Miss 
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O'Moore,   with   wkkh   the    reader   is   al- 
iwly  acquainted.    Step  aftn*  st^  of  that 
Viflelied  reeord  was  chronicled  with  nwery 
Md  crime;  and,  ae  the  good  old  ladf  wept 
•ver  her  mece'a  wrongs,  or  burst  forth  into 
iMHonafce  residues  for  just,  speedjr,  and  public 
iweage  upon  their  author,  her  whole  soul 
teemed  so  absorbed  in  die  one  subject  that 
Jt  was  some  time  before  she  could  emanci- 
fftte  her  thoughts  sufficiently  to  inquire  into 
the  history  of  her  other  guests,  or  to  ascertain 
the  circumstances  which  led  to  their  domi- 
ciliary visit.    Lord  Ogibrie,  from  the  neces- 
iity  for  despatch  in  conveying  his  prisoners  to 
die  gaol  of  Cork,  had  been  uqable  to  utter 
more  than  a  few  hurried  words,  which  could 
Scarcely  be  called  explanation,  subsequently 
to  his  own  introduction  to  Mrs.  Sarsdale. 
Both  our  heroines  were  so  agitated  and  ex- 
hausted that  their  attempts  at  relieving  the 
good  lady's  garrulous  anxieties  and  curiosity 
were  only  just  sufficiently  coherent  to  lead  her 
to  sympathize   in   their  distresses,   without 
enabling  her  to  comprehend  them  as  fully 
as  it  was  natural  she  should  desire.      Im- 
patient and  irritated  at  not  having  all  mys- 
teries  explained    at    once,    Mrs.    Dorothy,. 
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with  the  somewhat  petulant    authority  in 
which  age  is  privileged  to  indulge,  turned 
for  all  further  explanation  to  Nurse  NoraK 
who,  in  ecstasy  at  the  appeal  that  unexpectedly 
restored  the  self-consequence  which  recent 
events,  according  to  her  estimatOj  had  rather 
*'  shorn  of  its  beams,**  instantly  recovered  the 
voluble  powers  which  her  injured   dignity 
had  cast  into  abeyance.     Scarcely  waiting  to 
be  questioned,  she  burst  forth  into  her  wonted 
flow    of   unsophisticated    Irish    eloquence, 
which,  if  it  savoured  too  much  of  the  defects 
incidental  to  that  peculiar  species  of  rhetoric, 
had  at  least  the  merit  of  partially  assuaging 
the   curiosity   of  her    interested    auditress. 
Norah  was  proceeding  rapidly  in  her  enerr 
getic  narrations,  heedless  of  the  interjective 
'*0h  my'sP  "Ah  now's!"  and   '^Goodness 
nie's ! "  which  continually   broke   from  the 
astonished  Mrs.  Sarsdale  ;  when,  casting  her 
eyes  accidentally   on   the   pale  cheeks  and 
wearied  faces  of  her  beloved  Eva  and  Edith, 
she  insisted,  in  her  undisputed  authority  of 
'*  dear  old  nurse,"  on  their  retiring  to  seek 
the  rest  they  required  so  much. 

To  this  Mrs.  Dorothy  consented,  under 
the  proviso  that  the  moment  they  were  settled 
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for  repose^  Norah  should  return  to  resume 
her  wild  and  wonderful  disclosures  of  the 
past  The  ohjects  of  the  Nurse's  tender  care 
very  quickly  released  her  from  the  duties  of 
the  chamber,  during  her  performance  of 
which  Miss  O'Moore  gave  the  anxious  and 
faithful  creature  a  hasty  sketch  of  her  own 
providential  escape  from  the  Skeligs,  and  of 
the  events  that  followed  it. 

The  consequential  step  of  the  now  self- 
satisfied  Norah  was  still  audible  on  the 
staircase  without,  when  the  two  friends,  be- 
loving  and  beloved,  rushed  into  each  other's 
arms,  panting  to  give  utterance  to  the  feelings 
which  pressed  and  crowded  round  their 
hearts. 

Eva  Dillon  was  the  first  to  speak.  Ear- 
nestly looking  upon  Edith's  cheek,  from 
which  the  blood  had  almost  completely  fled, 
she  released  herself  from  the  long  embrace, 
and  said  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh  ; — 

**  My  own,  my  dearest  one,  in  our  rapid 
ride,  surrounded  by  observation,  and  not  free 
from  danger,  we  could  only  exchange  brief 
narratives  of  the  perils  through  which  we 
have  mutually  passed  since  we  parted  at  the 
memorable  Skelig  Bocks.     Say  then,  have 

VOL.  n.  K 
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Toa  told  ice  all  Aat  m  moct  interesting  about 
TOOT  precioas  felf  f* 

The  pale  cheek  of  EdMi  flnshed  at  ^v 
question ;  for  a  moment,  her  lips  uoclosed 
like  those  of  one  who  pants  for  brerth,  i?liik 
the  hand  that  remained  disengaged  iram 
ETa*s  clasp  visibly  trembled ;  but  the  neit 
instant  she  seemed  to  recover  her  usual  sdf* 
command,  as,  fixing  her  deep  earnest  eja 
upon  the  sister  of  her  heart,  she  said — 

**  I  think,  dear,  I  hare  told  you  the  chief 
erents  of  my  deliverance  from  the  Skeligs, 
and  of  the  fearful  battle  on  the  sea,  which 
ended  in  the  capture  of  the  wretched  SuUivafl. 
Blatters  subsequently  occurred  that  may  be 
of  momentous  import  to  the  future;  but, 
before  I  proceed  to  their  details,  say,  have 
you  told  me  all  the  extraordinary  disclosures 
of  Xorah  at  Ardea  Castle  as  respects  your 
own  mysterious  history  f 

'^  I  am  sure  I  have,"  responded  En, 
quickly  ;  '^now  then,  give  me  the  particulars 
I  pant  to  know." 

"  Eva,  dearest  Eva !" 

''  What  ails  you,  Edith  ?  What  more  iitf 
happened  ?  Oh,  tell  me  all !" 

"Come   nearer  to  me,  darling,*'  replied 
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^liss  0*Af oore^  drawing  E!?a  closer  to  her  on 
the  sofa  where  they  sat^  mid  twining  one 
Jiand  rouiid  her  fri^id's  waist,  while  with  the 
other  she  parted  the  tresses  on  her  noble 
bcow^  and  affisetionately  kissed  it^  as  she 

•id — 

-^Did  you  ren^iirk  with  much  attention  the 
European  woman  who  silently  rcide  in  the  rear 
irith  Norah,  and  who,  as  I  told  you,  had  been 
loomed  to  slavery  for  years  at  Algiers,  was 
released  by  'The  Fathers  of  the  Trinity/ 
then  captured  on  the  seas  by  the  atrocious 
(VilUam  Sullivan,  and  subsequently  saved 
pvith  her  companions  from  the  burning 
'  Denth-Flag'  by  Lord  Ogilvie?" 

^^  I  cannot  say  that  I  remarked  her  beyond 
I  passing  glance/'  returned  Eva,  simply ;  ^^  my 
pvhole  soul  was  so  engrossed  in  hearing  your 
idventures,  and  detailing  mine,  that  I  had 
neither  time  nor  thought  for  any  one  on 
earth,  excepting  you  and  my  own ** 

£re  the  name  of  Ogilvie  was  spoken,  the 
blood  had  completely  fled  from  Edith's  face,  and 
a  spasmodic  movement  was  perceptible  in  her 
throat,  as  she  leaped  back  upon  the  sofa,  and 
for  a  moment  closed  her  eyes ;  but,  in  the  next, 
she   conquered  her  intense   emotion,    from 

k2 
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whatever  source  it  sprang,  and,  allowing  no 
time  for  Eva  to  express  the  alarm  depicted  on 
her  features,  she  said  with  a  faint  smile » 
she  upraised  her  head  : 

*'  Fear  not,  it  was  but  a  passing  weaknea; 
I  am  in  truth  fatigued,  and  as  you  seem  I4 
too,  sweet  love,  perhaps  it  would  be  better  to 
postpone  all  further  confidences  till  to-mor 
row," 

"On  no  account,"  said  Eva,  eagerly; 
"  tbat  is  if  yoii  are  equal  to  the  relation 
noir." 

"  I  am,  fully ;  what  I  have  to  say  will  task 
your  tenderest  feelings,  Eva,  though,  if  I 
conjecture  rightly,  the  strange  tidings  I  have 
heard  will  act  auspiciously  upon  your  future 
life." 

"  Lead  me,  then,  quickly  from  suspense  to 
hope ;  does  what  you  have  to  say  concern 
our  beloved  Lady  Tullibardine  ?  Oh,  speak ! 
Will  you  not  ?— Edith,  is  this  kind  ?" 

"  I  mean,  at  least,  to  be  so,  dearest," 
replied  Miss  O'Moore,  passing  her  band 
rapidly  across  her  brow.  *'  And  yet  all  that 
I  have  heard  seems  so  like  a  bewildering 
dream,  I  scarcely  know  how  to  frame  it  into 
anything  like  a  regular  narration.     What  I 


TIIK  DKVTII-FLAG.  197 

kve  to  tell,  does  concern  our  best  friend  the 

MarcbionesSs  and,  if  I  mistake  not  greatly, 

fm  too^  sweet  girl." 

Eva's  eyes  looked  as  if  they  would  start 
from  their  sockets,  as,  riveting  tbem  in  intense 
vaietj,  she  sat  stooping  forward,  every  fea- 
ture fixed  in  an  expression  of  devouring 
attention. 

Making  a  great  and  visible  effort  to  sys- 
tematize her  recollections.  Miss  O'Moore, 
after  a  short  pause,  said  in  hurried  and  irre- 
solute accents, — 

"  If  I  do  wrong  in  raising  hopes  that  may 
be  quite  fallacious,  dearest  Eva^  I  know  you 
will  forgive  me.  Dispel,  then,  I  entreaty 
all  signs  of  agitation  from  your  countenance, 
and  prepare  for  a  confidence  in  which  I 
shall  require  your  judgment  to  assist  my 
own  in  deciding  whether  my  suspicions  be 
right  or  wrong.  As  you  may  suppose,  the 
ci-devant  female  captive  of  Algiers  has  been 
constantly  beside  me  since  her  rescue  from  the 
power  of  Sullivan ;  we  met  in  mutual  mystery 
and  danger,  under  circumstances  that  natu- 
rally banished  conventional  distinctions,  and 
led  us  into  frequent  conversations,  which  on 
her    side  gradually  assumed    a  confidential 
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bearing.  You  wiD  easily  believe  lemstw  as  fo 
the  wretched  past  was  strictly  roainfatin^  if 
me :  consequently,  Jessie  Campbell  (such  u 
this  Scotchwoman's  name)  knows  Itofhiiig  of 
my  history  beyond  wliat  she  has  witnessed. 
^^Ith  the  fineness  of  perception^  howeveri 
which  in  all  ranks  is  so  characteristie  of  oar 
sex,  she  soon  perceived  tliat  the  subject  of 
her  constant  inquiries  created  an  interost  in 
mv  miod  which  could  have  no  common 
origiu — that  subject,  Eva,  was — The  0*Sul* 

Miss  O'Moore  paused,  but  receiving  ouly 
a  gesture  of  surprise  and  impatience  too  great 
to  be  expressed  in  words  from  Eva  Dillon, 
she  said, — 

**Upon  discovering  that  in  some  way  or 
other  my  new  companion  was  connected  with 
the  past  history  of  The  O'Sullivan-Beare,  I 
frankly  told  her  that,  being  personally  in- 
terested in,  and  knowing  much  of  it,  I  was 
willing  to  assist  the  inquiries  she  confessed 
she  was  bent  on  making  the  moment  she 
arrived  in  Ireland,  provided  that  without  any 
mental  reservation  she  would  confide  the 
whole  of  what  she  knew  to  my  discretion. 

"  Surprised  and  delighted  beyond  measure 
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at  having  tlui9  unexpectedly  secured  an  im* 
povtaut  ally,  slia  inimediately  revealed  to  me 
the  following  facts ** 

Editli  O'Moore  ^ain  hesitated;  and  fixed 
a  questioning  glance  upon  her  auditress. 

**G^  OQ — go  onT  cried  Eva,  with  a  de- 
gree of  inpatience  very  foreign  to  her  usual 
manner. 

''  I  will.  In  January,,  1732,  Jessie  Camp- 
bell was  in  Ireland^  attending  as  a  confiden- 
tial servant  on  the  Lady  Janet  Murray*  only 
daughter  of  the  Marquis  and  Marchioness  of 
Tullibardine.  then  on  a  visit  to  her  cousin, 
the  wife  of  a  Field-officer  in  Cork,  whose 
invitation  she  received  in  France,  and  had 
accepted  at  the  urgent  entreaties  of  her 
parents,  who  (the  Marquis  being  attainted 
for  having  joined  the  insurrection  in  1715) 
were,  of  course,  compelled  to  remain  in  exile 
on  the  continent." 

"What! — Do  you  speak  of  the  lamented 
child  of  our  beloved  friend?"  eagerly  de- 
manded Kva  Dillon,  every  feature  beaming 
with  intelligence  and  interest. 

"ITie  same,"  replied  Edith,  making  an 
evident  efibrt  to  appear  perfectly  composed, 
as,   drawing  Eva  still    closer  to  her  side, 


vijit,  lieoaine  acqiminl 
lovid.  Deruiund  O'S 
of  Ardea  Castle,  aad 
O'Sullivaa-Beare,  whi 
(^>enlf  deoouQced,  aac 
ncter  the  honourable; 
chiefiain  of  Ardea  pn 
irast.  Despite  of  this, 
much  attached  to  tbe  1 
Owen,  whom  be  fie 
large  sums  of  money, 
formation  that  never  n 

"But  lady  Janet - 
of  her?"  inquired  Eva 
anxiety. 

"  She,  like  a  true  w 
despite  of  circumstanc 
loved  again ;  she  knew 
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sense  of  filial  duty^  Lady  Janet  Murray  at 
length  yielded  to  the  repeated  solicitations  of 
her  lover,  and,  accompanied  by  a  devoted 
female  servant^  fled  with  him  to  the  most 
sequestered  part  of  GlengariflF,  where  their 
private  marriage  was  solenmized  by  Father 
Syl,  and  witnessed  only  by  the  present 
O'Sullivan-Beare,  Dan  Connell>  and  the 
faithful  Jessie  Campbells  who  resolved  to 
share  her  Mistresses  fortunes  whether  for 
good  or  ilL  At  this  period^  a  litigation  was 
pending  about  the  Ardea  property,  attempts 
having  been  made  to  wrest  it  from  the  lawful 
possessor. 

"  Until  the  termination  of  this  suit,  peculiar 
circumstances  rendered  it  absolutely  indis- 
pensable that  the  marriage  should  be  con- 
cealed from  every  human  being,  except  the 
Priest  who  performed  the  nuptial  rite,  and 
those  who  witnessed  it.  The  Lady  Janet 
therefore  felt  compelled  to  submit  to  the  sad 
step  of  simply  writing  a  most  touching  letter 
to  her  parents,  detailing  the  progress  of  her 
attachment  and  ultimate  marriage,  without 
revealing  the  name  of  her  husband. 

"In  this  letter,  after  supplicating  forgive- 
ness, she  solemnly  promised  to  communicate 

k3 
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everr  particular  of  her  union  with  the  man  of 
her  choice  (whom  she  justly  refireeented  » 
in  every  way  worthy  of  that  distinction),  the 
moment  the  formidahle  dbstaelea  were  ire- 
moved  which  for  a  time  prereilted  her 
revealing  his  name  and  station. 

''  This  epistle,  in  the  unbounded  eoiifidenee 
with  which  the  writer  treated  fertile  Gamp- 
hell,  was  read  to  her  before  the  latter^  under 
every  prudential  precautiozi^  and  at  the  ap- 
plication of  her  Mistress,  privately  proceeded 
by  sea  to  France,  to  convey  the  all-important 
packet  to  its  destination." 

''  But  surely  Lady  TuUibardine  nevet 
received  it? — Surely — ** 

''  Do  not  interrupt  me,  dearest,  and  you  shall 
soon  know  all.  The  successes  at  that  period 
of  the  Irish  Buccaneers  upon  the  seas  so 
much  excited  the  jealousy  of  the  Algerines, 
that  they  meditated  a  descent  on  Ireland,  and 
had  actually  sent  out  a  vessel  oT  observation 
to  reconnoitre  the  coast*  Accidentally  meet- 
ing with  the  ship  in  which  Jessie  Campbell 
had  embarked,  they  attacked  and  conquered 
her,  taking  all  on  board  as  prisoners  to  AI* 
giers,  where  Lady  Janet's   faithful   servant 

*  Historical, 
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ooDsequently  was  detained  for  several  years 
in  sad  captivity.  At  the  expiration  of  a 
long  dreary  period  of  slavery  she  was  re- 
leased by  the  *  Fathers  of  the  Trinity/  The 
vessel  io  which  she  sailed  with  her  liberators 
&r  Ireland,  under  a  determination  to  ascertain 
the  fate  of  her  still  idolized  Mistress,  was  in 
its  turn  encountered  and  captured  on  the 
Atliuitic  by  the  ^  Death«'Flag.'  Her  com- 
mander, William  Sullivan,  having  stripped 
ids  conquest  of  all  the  valuables  she  possessed, 
set  the  Algerine  schooner  adrift,  having  first 
imprisoned  her  former  crew  in  the  holds  of 
his  own  ship. 

•*  Thence  they  burst  forth  to  the  astonished 
view  of  that  of'Le  Vaillant,*  at  the  moment 
when  '  Tfie  Death-Flag '  was  fired,  from 
which — as  I  briefly  told  you  yesterday — they 
were  rescued  by  the  gallant  intrepidity  of 
Lord  Ogilvie  and  his  men.  I  have  now  nar- 
rated nearly  all  that  I  have  heard  from  Jessie 
Campbell ;  but  combining  Iier  communication 
with  the  fact  we  personally  know  of  Lady 
Tullibardine's  reluctance  to  speak  at  any 
length  upon  the  subject  of  her  departed 
daughter,  we  surely  may  conclude  that  the 
strenuous  jefforts  which  doubtless  were  made 
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to  penetrate  the  mystery  of  her  fate  proved 
completely  unsuccessi'iU." 

*'  Oh  one  occasion  only  !"  gasped  Evo,  in 
great  agitation,  fcoin  »  nascent  suspicbn  so 
powerful  as  almost  to  impede  iier  speech,— 
"  I  recollect  her  alluding  in  our  pre&entx, 
and  as  if  involuuturily.  to  her  daughter's 
death,  which  she  said  was  communicated 
anonymously  from  Ireland,  to  Lord  TulIiba^ 
dine.  And  do  you  remember,  Edith,  hoiT 
great  was  our  surprise  at  then  hearing  for  the 
first  time  that  Lady  Janet  Murray  died 
away  from  her  parents  and  in  that  couatry  r* 

"  Perfectly ;  and  I  also  recollect  that  ow- 
ing to  the  extreme  agitation  of  the  Mar- 
chioness, we  refrained  from  inquiring  in  what 
part  of  Ireland  the  sad  event  took  place,  and 
that  we  mutually  concluded  it  must  bare 
occurred  in  Dublin.  Now,  however,  we 
know  that  such  was  not  the  case ;  and,  from  a 
comparison  of  the  facts  related  to  me  by 
Jessie  Campbell,  I  more  than  suspect  that  the 
present  O'Sullivan-Beare,  to  forward  some 
sinister  scheme,  may  have  written  that  ano* 
nynious  letter  to  the  Marquis  months  fte/orc 
the  actual  decease  of  Lady  Janet  Murray!" 

"But  may  she  not  be  yet  alive?     Oh, 
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how  shall  we  discover  all  that  I  would  die  to 
Jcnow?'*  cried  Eva  Dillon,  wringing  her 
hands  in  an  agony  of  agitation,  and  trembling 
like  an  aspen  s  leaf. 

Her  friend  suddenly  caught  her  to  her 
breast.  She  felt  Eva's  heart  beat  against 
her  own,  as  if  it  was  bursting.  In  much 
alarm,  and  speaking  in  low  accents  which 
though  distinct  were  articulated  with  great 
difficulty s  she  rapidly  said, — 

^^  I  have  only  one  more  disclosure  of  Jessie's 
to  reveal.  Lady  Janet,  before  she  sent  her 
maid  to  France  (having  from  months  of  suc- 
cessful concealment  lost  all  fear  of  discovery), 
acceded  to  the  wishes  of  her  husband  in  re- 
moving for  her  expected  accoitehement  from 
her  hidden  retreat  in  Glengariff  to  the 
greater  comforts  of — Ardea  Castle  I " 

The  forced  composure  Miss  O'Moore  had 
assumed  during  the  whole  of  this  trying  scene 
gave  way  as  she  tremulously  pronounced 
those  words ;  and,  terrified  at  the  increased 
workings  of  Eva  Dillon's  features,  she  swal- 
lowed down  her  own  emotion,  as  she  strained 
the  convulsed  form  of  her  friend  still  closer 
in  a  watchful  clasp,  and  thus  prevented  her 
from  falling  to  the  ground. 
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Eva's  eyes,  which  hitherto  had  wandered 
here  and  there  as  if  in  a  state  of  indeeiaon 
and  bewilderment,  instantaneously  fixed  as 
though  they  would  start  from  their  sockets. 
Her  nostril  distended,  her  colour  wavered, 
and  it  seemed  as  if  life  itself  was  making  but 
a  feeble  stand,  when  suddenly  her  pale  cheek 
flushed  to  crimson,  torrents  of  tears  gushed 
from  her  inflamed  eyeballs,  and  in  passionate 
accents  gasping  forth, — 

**  Right  is  my  suspicion — she  teas — I  feel 
she  was — my  mother  !• 

Eva,  quite  overpowered,  sank  almost  sense- 
less on  the  bosom  of  her  friend,  and  lay  in 
silence  there,  for  though  her  lips  moved  ra- 
pidly as  if  in  prayer,  no  sounds  escaped  them. 

Edith  for  some  moments  could  not  speak. 
At  length,  placing  her  hand  on  Eva's  temples 
as  if  to  still  their  wild  tumultuous  throbs, 
siie  whispered  in  a  voice  of  soothing  tender- 
ness,— 

*'  Dear  one,  /  thifik  so,  too  /"  Then,  bend- 
ing closely  over  her  trembling  friend,  she 
whispered,  ere  she  imprinted  a  fond  kiss 
upon  her  brow, — 

"  Let  me  be  the  first  to  greet  Eva  0*Sul- 
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Umh,  the  grand-Hlaughter  of  our  respected — 
loog^loved  Lady  Tullibardine  !'* 

••  Oh,  am  I  ? — can  I  be  truly  such  ?'*  cried 
the  agitafsd  maiden — starting  suddenly  as  if 
faito  aew  life  at  the  idea,  fire  kindling  in  her 
i^ei  and  the  crimson  blood  flashing  over  neck 
tfid  face  as  bhe  stood  up  erect  before  her 
friendj  and  in  proud  and  happy  consciousness 
eawlaimed> — 

**  And  is  my  birth  indeed  as  high  and  pure 
even  as  my  love  for  Ogilvie  ?  and  may  I  now, 
Witliout  one  drop  of  bitterness  to  mar  my  joy, 
be  his  for  ever?— O  God,  I  thank  Thee!" 
she  added  in  more  subdued  accents,  so  deeply 
touching  that  they  seemed  to  issue  from  her 
very  sou],  while  her  lofty  mien  changing  to 
that  of  humble  gratitude,  she  sank  upon  her 
kaeeSy  and  buried  her  face  in  the  lap  of  her 
faithful  friend. 

When  she  next  raised  her  head,  the  holy 
calmness  of  her  countenance  told  that  she  had 
been  in  communion  with  her  God ;  and,  as 
Edith  marked  its  angelic  expression,  a  mur- 
mured thanksgiving  passed  her  own  lips. 
The  voice  that  breathed  it  did  not  falter,  yet 
it  sounded  so  fearfully  hollow,  that  Eva  s 
attention  was  painfully  arrested,  and  as  she 
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marked  the  strange  mixture  of  opposing  feel- 
ings that  were  depicted  on  the  working  fear 
tures  of  Edith  O'Moore,  she  rose^  and,  flinging 
her  arms  round  her  neck,  exclaimed, — 

^^  Oh,  you  have  been  tasked  beyond  your 
strength,  and  I  have  been  so  absorbed  in 
self  that  I  have  forgotten  even— even  you  I 
Dearest,  can  you  forgive  me  ?  ** 

Passionate  feelings,  from  whatever  source 
they  sprang,  came  crowding  on  the  trembling 
Edith  too  fast  for  speech,  and  threatened  to 
choke  her.  Her  breathing  grew  frightfully 
coustraiued,  and,  laying  her  hand  to  still  the 
beatings  of  her  heart,  which  were  painfully 
apparent,  she  gasped  in  broken  words,  while 
a  wretched  smile  gleamed  on  her  corpse-like 
features, — 

*'My  strength  is  quite  exhausted. — Lay 
me  on  my  bed,  dear  girl,  and  speak  no  more 
to-night. — ^To-morrow,  we  will  talk  to  Jessie 
Campbell. — Meanwhile,  calm  yourself — hope 
not  too  much — and,  above  all  things,  breathe 
not  a  word  of  what  has  passed  to  any  one  at 
present,  for  remember  our  conjectures  fnay 
be  false  !  Until  to-morrow  then  try  to  forget 
our  dreams  of  happiness,  or  only  remember 
them  in  sleep.     And  now,  dear  one,  lay  me 
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on  mj  pillow,  and  assist  me  to  my  bed^  for  I 
Woo  strength  to  reach  it  unsupported. "* 

As  Edith,  with   great  difficulty,  uttered 
tliose  words   at  long  intervals,  her  white 
lips  worked  with  the  emotions  of  her  heart 
Efs,  alarmed  at  such  utter  prostration  of 
mind  and  body,  silently  obeyed  her  friend's 
iojauction,  and  watched  beside  her  couch  in 
speechless  anxiety,  until  the  object  of  her 
tender  care  fell  into  a  profound  and  dream- 
less sleep.    Eva  Dillon  then  retired  to  seek 
tiie  repose  which,  overpowered  by  exhaustion, 
she  required  so  much. 


210  THE  mAXH-SL&O. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

"  The  mailed  Mars  shall  on  his  altar  dt 
Up  to  his  ears  in  blood.*^— Shakbpeabb. 


"  A  wretch  is  seen ; 


Some  cursed  him  with  UKariot.** 

Thohas  Datisb. 

Some  weeks  had  elapsed  after  the  date  of 
the  busy  scenes  we  have  just  portrayed,  and 
the  interest  excited  through  the  country  at 
large  was  great  in  proportion  to  their  impor- 
tance. 

In  June,  1747,  the  British  Government 
bad  passed  an  Act  of  Indemnity,  granting  a 
pardon  to  those  who  had  been  engaged  in  the 
rebellion  in  favour  of  the  Stuarts,  from  which 
act  of  grace  eighty  individuals  were  excepted. 
Though  Lord  Ogilvie's  name  was  indited  on 
that  awful  list  of  proscription,  the  ban 
would  doubtless,  had  he  so  wished,  have 
been  instantly  repealed  in  consideration  of 
his  gallant  conduct  at  the  Naval  battle 
that   terminated    in  the   destruction  of  the 
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midtfbte  •  I)eatl>-Flag  *  —  his  intrepidity 
flic  scene  of  the  murdeif  of  Mr.  Puxley — 
Tiestoration  of  Miss  (y}Jioofe  to  her  feinily 
I  friends  through  his  instrHiinentality — his 
lure  of  William  Sullivan  and  Dan  Con- 
— the  nobility  of  his  voluntary  self-sur- 
ier  to  Groverhment,  and  the  importance 
he  depositions  be  had  mad^  in  the  proper 
rten  The  applause  bestowed  by  the 
lest  authorities  in  the  realm  on  such 
alrous  exploits  tras  tmanimous,  and  a 
ie  testimonial  was  tendered,  in  the 
:    delicate    and    respectful   manner,    to 

I  Ogilvie.  It  was,  however,  politely  de- 
^d  by  his  Lordship,  who,  ever  incapable  of 
mulation,  took  that  opportunity  to  avow 

his  political  sentiments  and  devotion 
he  house  of  Stuart  being  perfectly  un- 
iged,  he  held  himself  a  free  agent,  as 
lackled  as  ever  in  thought  and  action, 
eeiug  that  it  was  wisest  to  take  no  notice 
his  open  declaration,  the  Government 
ing  first  repealed  every  political  restric- 
against  Lord  Ogilvie)  bent  all  its  energies 
irds   crushing    the    now    comparatively 

II  remnant  of  the  Hibernian  insurgents, 
as,  indeed,  high  time  to  quell  the  dan- 
us  confederacy  of  the  Irish  Buccaneers, 
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whose  general  character  and  designs  had 
been  so  fully  demonstrated  in  the  recent 
murder  of  Mr.  Puxley  by  their  audacious 
Chief  and  leader. 

As  a  primary  step,  William  Sullivan  was 
lodged  in  the  gaol  of  Cork  to  stand  bis  trial 
at  the  approaching  assizes  of  that  city,  and 
Walter  Fitzmorris,  a  magistrate  of  the 
County,  was  ordered  to  Iveragh  with  a  large 
party  of  soldiers,  in  order  to  effect  the  arrest 
of  the  notorious  O'SuUivan-Beare.  A  large 
price  was  instantly  set  upon  the  head  of  that 
formidable  insurgent,  in  consequence  of  which 
he  had  taken  refuge  with  his  retainers  in  the 
wilds  of  Iveragh,  in  the  West 

Lord  Ogilvie,  though  burning  with  anxiety 
to  return  to  Sarsdale  Villa,  yet  was  com- 
pelled to  defer  his  happy  re-union  with  the 
beloved  of  his  heart  a  short  time  longer, 
owing  to  the  multiplicity  of  business  in  which 
he  found  himself  involved  in  consequence  of 
the  disclosures  he  had  made  to  Grovernment, 
and  which  still  required  his  personal  pre- 
sence for  the  management  of  their  results. 

I-vera,  or  Aoi-vera,  was  originally  the 
name  of  Bearehaven ;  Aoi^  or  /,  signifying  in 
Irish  an  island.  The  extensive  waste  form- 
ing part  of  its  wide-spreading  lands  legiti- 
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mately  belonged  to  The  O'SuUivans  in  those 
by-gooe  days  when  they  ruled  tlie  district 
for  many   centuries.     Though   forfeited   at 
various  periods,   they  still  maintained  pos- 
session of  thousands  of  acres,  peopled  by  an 
able-bodied  tenantry,  with  whom  rights  of 
prescription  ranked  higher  than  those  of  law, 
and  who  voluntarily  yielded   privileges   of 
feudality  which  the  statute-book  refused  to 
recognise.     Thus  their  power  and  influence 
were  so  great,  that  in  point  of  fact  they  were 
still  Sovereigns  of  the  vast  tract,  where  they 
carried    on    piratical     and    other     lawless 
practices,  with  audacious  success,  though  in 
defiance  of  the  established  Government  of  the 
country.     The  history,  indeed,  of  the  chief 
actors  in   our  narrative,  and  that  of  their 
Clansmen,  down  to  the  commencement  of  the 
present  century,    records  a  picture  of  bar- 
barism,  tyranny,  oppression,    and  plunder, 
seldom  paralleled  even  in  a  country  so  fertile 
in  such  lamentable  annals  as  Ireland. 

To  the  enlightened  reader  it  must  appear 
extraordinary  that,  notwithstanding  the  well- 
known  character  of  The  O'SuUivan-Beare, 
and  the  mal-practices  of  wliich  he  had  so 
long  been  justly  suspected,  he  was   yet  a 
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Magistrate  of  the  county,  thougb  he  did  not 
possess  one  acre  of  ground  in  fee  simple !  * 

He  had  boldly  declared  that  in  aooqiting 
that  office  he  performed  an  act  of  the  greatest 
condescension,  for  that  with  the  honorary 
sovereignty  still  attached  to  him,  sod  the 
feudal  devotion  of  his  clansmen,  he  consi- 
dered himself  nearly  as  much  a  fNrince  as 
any  of  his  numerously-recorded  ancestors. 
Under  those  circumstances,  strange  nnist 
have  been  the  principle  that  elected  him  to 
the  office  we  have  named.  Such,  however, 
was  the  fact ;  and  thus  the  popular  power 
which  his  retainers  considered  the  hereditary 
privilege  of  his  ancient  race  was  to  a  certain 
extent  connived  at,  if  not  fostered,  by  the 
Government  against  which  its  attacks  were 
uniformly  directed.  Whether  this  arose  from 
the  policy  of  a  penetrating,  or  the  weakness 
of  an  imbecile  legislation,  we  pause  not  to 
inquire.  But  to  whatever  source  such  pas- 
sive conduct  in  the  then  administration  of 
Ireland  might  be  justly  attributed,  it  could 
no  longer  be  pursued,  as  the  murder  of  Mr. 
Puxley  called  for  unsparing  punishment  and 
immediate  exposure. 

•  Fact. 
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Hie  other  misdeeds,  real  and  imputed,  of 
The  O'Sullivan-Beare  fell  so  far  short  of  his 
reeent  crime,  that  they  were  comparatively 
forgotten  in  the  general  anxiety  to  avenge  it 
In  the  pursuit  of  this  one  object,  a  storm  of 
popular  indignation  burst  forth  upon  the  per- 
petrator with  a  sudden  violence  for  which  he 
-was  not  prepared.  The  civil  and  military 
muliiorities  were  consequently  on  the  alert 
for  his  immediate  apprehension,  as  well  as 
for  that  of  all  persons  privy  to  the  horrid 
deed.  For  weeks  their  efforts  to  attain  this 
object  had  been  unsuccessfiil,  but  private 
infonnation  from  what  had  been  deemed  an 
rathentic  source  determined  Fitzmorris  to 
pioceed  with  a  large  body  of  soldiers  to  the 
peninsula  which  forms  the  Baronies  of  Bear 
and  Bantry,  it  having  been  confidently  stated 
that  the  Irish  insurgent  had  adjourned  there 
with  several  of  his  most  powerful  and  de- 
voted adherents. 

This  peninsula  projects  into  the  Atlantic 
'Ocean  to  a  distance  of  forty  miles.  It  ib,  in 
fact,  a  continuation  of  a  chain  of  mountains 
that  run  from  Macroom  and  end  near  Dursey 
Island,  which  is  only  separated  from  the 
mainland   by  a  narrow  but   deep  channel, 
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through  which  an  impetuous  current  rushes. 
On  this  mainland,  which  terminates  abruptly, 
a  junior  branch  of  the  O'SuUivan  family  has 
resided  time  immemorial,  at  a  place  called 
Garanish.*  This  place  had  been  for  many 
years  noted  for  smuggling,  and  at  the  period 
of  our  tale  was  inaccessible,  except  by  boat, 
or  on  the  back  of  a  mountain-pony  accus- 
tomed to  clamber  over  precipices,  or  to 
struggle  through  bogs,  thirty  miles  of  path- 
way presenting  equal  difficulties- 
Having  with  infinite  fatigue  vainly  scoured 
this  wild  district,  Fitzmorris  resolved  to  pro- 
ceed four  miles  higher  up,  to  a  harbour  called 
Lahanabeg,  which  was  the  last  hold  of  the 
Spaniards  in  Ireland,  and  where  in  former 
days  they  had  a  fishing  establishment  of 
some  consequence.  So  frequent,  indeed, 
was  the  then  intercourse  between  the  Eme- 
rald Isle  and  the  land  of  the  Hidalgos,  that 
to  this  hour  there  is  a  saying  current  among 
the  lower  Irish  in  the  locality  of  which  we 
speak — *'  Lend  me  your  cloak,  it  is  only  to 
go  to  Spain  and  back  again !" 

The  patience  of  the  magistrate  and  that 

*  The  possessor  is  called  Jerry  Oaranish^  to  distinguish 
him  from  other  Jerrys  of  his  connection. 
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of  lu8  military  escort  was  nearly  exhausted 
when,  after  an  arduous  search  through  the 
legion  of  Garanish,  they  again  failed  in  the 
object  of  their  search.  Almost  despairing 
of  success,  they  were  on  the  point  of  retracing 
their  route,  when  suddenly  a  ruffiau-like  man 
qirang  round  the  angle  of  an  adjacent  ^ 
.  mountain,  and  fixed  his  eyes,  gleaming  with 
some  sinister  purpose,  full  on  the  face  of 
Walter  Fitzmorris,  while,  darting  to  his 
side,  he  whispered  a  request  to  speak  a  few 
important  words  beyond  the  hearing  of  the 
soldiers. 

The  Magistrate  shook  himself  free  from 
the  hold  this  stranger  had  taken  of  his  arm, 
and  made  a  step  backward,  as  he  sternly 
said — 

"  Fellow,  speak  out !  Nothing  you  have 
to  say  to  me  can  need  concealment." 

The  man  shook  his  head  without  reply, 
and  again  springing  close  to  Fitzmorris,  he  « 
hissed  into  his  ear, 

"  I'm  ready  to  turn  King's  evidence  and 
bethray  him  y're  sarching  for — The  O'Sul- 
livan-Beare — into  your  clutches !" 

''Hah!"  said  the  magistrate,  scowling  a 
look  of  suspicion, — *'and  pray  who  are  youV 

VOL.  II.  L 
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lie  adfled    fifter  a  pause  of    some  minotcs, 
Hiid  in  an  under  toiit^. 

"Mistlier  Sciilly — at  ytmrsRrvice! — ^now 
tile  retainer  of  Murty  Oge  O'Sullivan,  bnt 
able  an"  wiltiii'  ito  let  you  and  your  Sasse- 
naclis  into  the  Lion's  din,  if  \rell  re>var<W 
for  tUe  bloody  work,"  retorlel  ihe  scoundrel 
fi-om  between  his  set  teeth  wliile  quk^tly  he 
brought  A  buge  cutlafs,  concealed  beneath  fcis 
"  ivrnp-rascnl"— as  tiie  cloalis  of  the  Iwrtr 
Irish  were  tlien  cnlled — to  the  \e\A  of  the 
Magistrate's  side,  itt  the  same  time  dexteroiidy 
hiding  the  gleaming  blade  from  the  mifitaty, 
wIk>  were  somewhat  in  adrance,  wh3e  he 
nittttwed  in  a  deeper  voice,  and  with  ft  power- 
fu!  aspiration,  "1  promise  that  an'nnything 
—everything  if  you  thrate  me  well.  If  turt 
• — by  the  sowl  of  my  fafter  you're  a  dead 
man  !" 

Without  hesFtBtion,  fitimorris  signified  Lis 
readiness  to  receive  the  proffered  evidence, 
and  after  a  brief  parley,  during  which  tlie 
hi  former's  conditioBs  were  accepted,  Scully 
communicated  the  retreat  of  TheO'SnHfvan, 
and  declared  hrs  readiness  to  admit  the  sol- 
diers tliere,  by  treachery,  that  night. 

This  promise  was  sealed  by  a  solemn  oath, 
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and,  making  the  sign  of  the  Cross  with  his 
cutlass  in  token  of  the  contract,  he  again 
concealed  it  within  the  folds  of  his  *'  wrap- 
rascal."  Then,  giving  brief  but  comprehen- 
sive directions  tor  the  ^nost  speedy  and  prac- 
ticable route  to  Quolagh,  a  residence  of  The 
O'SuUivaxis,  where  he  stated  that  their  Chief, 
wearied  of  lurking  in  more  secret  places,  had 
taken  refuge  with  his  Clansmen,  Scully  whis- 
pered to  Fitzmorris  the  necessity  of  gaining 
it  ere  bis  own  absence  woke  suspicion. 

^lo  soooer  were  those  words  breathed,  than, 
with  lk(t  agilky  of  a  hiice»  the  ruff  an  Parted 
ip  a  path  that  wound  along  a  dark  chasm, 
wliiek  no  foot  less  practised  than  his  own 
eould  possibly  have  trod,. and  almost  instantly 
disappeared  among  the  aiauosities  of  tlie  op- 
posite range  of  jnountains. 


l2 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

"  The  watch  was  set,  the  night-roond 
All  mandates  issued  and  obeyed. 
Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hath  need 
Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a  deed 
Of  slanghter.** — Lord  Btbon. 

The  whole  of  the  scene  recorded  in  die 
last  chapter  had  taken  less  time  to  enact  than 
it  has  doDe  to  describe ;  and  when  Walter 
Fitzmorris  announced  to  the  military  that,  at 
length,  he  had  discovered  the  retreat  of  the 
redoubted  Chieftain^  a  shout  of  triumph 
testified  their  eagerness  to  reach  it  without 
questioning  or  delay.  The  men  therefore, 
having  got  their  orders,  moved  onwards  to 
the  scene  of  action,  stepping  out  in  as  gallant 
style  as  a  tiresome  succession  of  steep 
ascents,  extensive  bogs,  and  mountain-paths 
permitted.  Having  forced  their  way  for 
many  miles  through  toilsome  and  often  dan- 
gerous difficulties,  the  retreat  of  The  0*Sul- 
livan-Beare  appeared  in  sight  as  the  soldiers 
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suddenly  turned  round  the  projection  of  a 
hugie  mountain,  hung  with  luxuriant  forest 
trees. 

An  aspect  of  even  unusual  solitude  sur- 
rounded the  old  house  of  Quolagh,  which^ 
though  distinctly  visible^  still  lay  at  a  little 
distance  from  the  party,  who  halted  by  order 
of  their  commanding  officer. 

It  was  the  hour  for  the  setting  of  the  sun, 
trhich  in  indescribable  glory  was  gradually 
linking  down,  amid  a  gorgeous  world  of 
gold  and  crimson.  The  slanting  rays  were 
caught  and  reflected  by  an  enormous  cap 
taract,  and,  as  violent  rains  had  recently 
fallen,  the  mass  of  its  waters  resounded  like 
thunder,  even  at  a  distance. 

The  old  castellated  house  of  Quolagh  was 
of  the  rudest  form  of  architecture,  and  mas- 
sive in  structure.  One  quadrangular  turret 
still  remained,  with  a  portion  of  ivy-clad 
battlements,  which  formerly  had  connected 
it  with  another,  since  fallen,  and  the  exceed- 
ing beauty  of  its  peculiar  situation  rendered 
it  an  object  of  no  ordinary  interest  The 
building  was  partially  fortified,  so  that  an 
obstinate  defence  might  be  expected.  A 
paved  main  court  of  considerable  extent,  sur- 
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rouudetl  by  cloisters,  \»y  in  fruiit  of  tbe 
house,  in  the  centre  of  which  stood  a 
very  high  aiirl  ancient  Gol!iic  cross.  The 
walls  that  enclo5«il  this  sqiuire,  tlioiigh  some- 
what dilapidated,  were  by  no  meniiS  weiik ; 
and  uii(tera{ineoldarch,a  strong  oaken duor, 
thickly  knobbed  with  huge  iron  nails,  pre- 
sented itself  in  a  line  with  another  exactly 
siiiiilur,  which,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
main  yard,  gave  access  to  the  inansioa. 
Nearly  the  whole  of  this  most  antiquutfd 
edifice  was  covered  with  ivy.  It  stood  in  ■  ■ 
small  and  narrow  valley,  flanked  by  a  muge 
of  splendid  nwuntains,  piled  one  upon 
another,  till  their  cragged  outlines  seemed 
lo  touch  the  brilliant  clouds,  now  tinted 
with  the  thousand  colours  of  the  setting 
Bun. 

The  dell  opened  out  from  the  sides  of  tbe 
old  building,  gmduHlly  becoming  more  and 
more  extensive  as  it  sloped  towards  the  spot 
where  the  party  remained  almost  immoveable 
and  screened  from  observation,  as  they 
watched  the  pageant  of  the  heavens  fad« 
away.  At  first,  the  eye  perceivetl  no  Outlet 
to  the  stretch  the  vale  afforded,  excepting 
that  which  the  military  bad  just  passed ;  for 
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liuge  rocks  interBpersed  among  oaks,  birch, 
aad  fir,  not  only  girded  the  Lack  of  the 
houses  in  a  manner  which  appeared  to  allow 
no  egress  from  it,  but  protruded  from  either 
Side  in  a  sort  of  semi-circle,  here  and  there  so 
broken  into  detached  masses  that  it  wus  only 
through  vistas  thus  formed  that  glimpses  of 
The  0*SuIlivaii*s  retreat  could  be  caught. 

Those  outshot9>  aa  it  were>  of  wood,  rocks, 
and  fairy  knolls,  tufied.  with  gnarled  oak, 
so  profusely  scattered  over  the  valley,  lent 
to  the  whole  scene  a  very  peculiar  character, 
and  would  have  served  to  screen  the  military 
most  effectually,  even  had  the  inmates  of 
Quolagh  House  beeu  on  the  alert  to  watch 
the  approach  of  enemies — a  precaution  which 
a  false  security  on  their  part  entirely  pre- 
vented. Yet,  though  uoperceived,  there 
were  many  inlets  to  this  solitary  spot ;  aud, 
while  the  sward  receded  to  the  bases  of 
the  stupendous  mountains,  its  verdure  was 
watered  by  a  wandering  stream,  which, 
roaming  through  the  valley,  lent  a  graceful 
feature  to  its  general  aspect  of  wild  sub- 
limity. 

The  steps  of  the  party  were,  as  we  have 
already  stated,  arrested  as  they  gazed  on  this 


-  -wsarrd  l,el,in, 
'*'  just  [lassed.  1 
^■ulculited  ipould  all, 
refreshment  until  th 
"">  "«reant  Scull, 
most  advisable  for 
prise. 

The  whole  party  y 
tiw  selected  shdte, 
*'"">■"  """Tingobs, 
"dvanced.  the  soldier, 
the  refreshment  tliev 
™ll«s.  became  aimo, 
patient  to  proceed  to  tl 
had  risen,  but  thick  cl 
™  '''y-  »'  times  eclips 
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mysterious  shapes,  as  if  the  Spirits  of  mischief 
were  indeed  abroad. 

The  most  obvious  method  for  surprising 
the  house  was  to  proceed  towards  it  as 
cautiously  as  possible,  and  orders  having^ 
been  given  to  that  effect,  the  whole  party 
at  the  whispered  word  of  command  stealthily 
advanced. 

As  if  to  favour  their  design,  the  luminary 
of  the  night  at  this  moment  veiled  herself 
beneath  a  mantle  of  impervious  clouds,  and  the 
few  stars  that  remained  to  gleam  throughout 
the  sky  afforded  a  faint,  but  sufficient  light  to 
guide  the  steps  of  men  who,  under  stronger 
radiance,  had  previously  decided  on  their  line 
of  march. 


L  3 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 


*'Hark!  "mid the  sdxiing  claDgoor 
That  w(^e  the  edioes  there, 
Loiid  voioBB  high  ^  ^nger 
Rue  on  the  eTening  air.** 

Irish  Ballad. 


IC 


Life  flatten  oonvuleed  in  his  qniTering  limhsy 
And  his  blood-stieaming  nostril  in  agony  swims." 

Tboxas  Campbell. 


(t 


Come  away ; 
The  case  of  that  high  spirit  now  is  cold." 

Shakspeabe. 


Without  discovery  the  Magistrate  and  the 
Military  reached  the  high  arched  entrance  to 
the  main  court  of  Quolagh  House,  and  halt- 
ing there,  the  signal  pre-concerted  between 
Fitzmorris  and  his  Informer,  was  warily 
given.  As  if  by  invisible  hands,  the  large 
knobbed  portal  immediately  and  slowly 
opened. — Scully,  skulking  behind  the  ranks 
of  the  soldiers  who  silently  poured  into  the 


>urt^  pointed  to  the  turret  window  of  the 
ainber  wher^  The  O'Sullivan  slept,  and 
so  emphatically  whispered : — 
'•  Whist ! — bratbe — stir  not  a  fut  till  I  get 
lide  o'  the  house,  where  Til  do  yit  more  to 
Ip  yees,  for  by  dad  an*  by  dad,  I've  wetted 
e  powdher  iv  all  the  pistols  an'  guns,"*"  an' 
rns  on,  they'll  niver  go  off  the  whiff  iv  a 
pe !  an  as  to  the  boys  that  played  Sinteuels, 
ly  they're  as  good  as  stone  dead,  wid  the 
iff  that  I  putt,  unknownst  to  thim  all,  in 
eir  dhrink  this  blessed  night." 
As  Scully  whispered  those  words,  which, 
en  at  such  a  moment,  were  accompanied  by 
e  low  chuckle  of  successful  villany,  he  took 
[Miss-key  from  his  pocket,  unlocked  the  door 
the  house,  and  leaving  it  open  for  the  en« 
mce  of  the  soldiers,  sprang  up  the  stairs. 
]£  next  moment  he  appeared  half-dressed 
the  old  battlements  as  if  just  startled  from 
s  sleep,  and  shouting,  as  he  crossed  and 
umped  his  breast — 

*'  AUilu  !  AUilu  !  munlher  alive  !  the 
my's  down  upon  us!  Misther  Morris  an' 
e  army  I " 

The  cry  was  scarcely  uttered  when  from  all 
larters  The  O'Sullivan  s  adherents  rushed 

•  Historical. 
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to  the  battlements;  some,  half-naked,  had 
caught  up  their  formidable  cutlasses,  but  the 
majority  having  meant  to  go  upon  a  secret 
enterprise  at  daybreak,  had  slept  m  their 
clothes,  and  now,  full  armed,  sprang  in  fury 
to  the  scene  of  action. 

For  a  moment,  high  above  his  Clans- 
men, The  0*Sullivan-Beare  appeared  alone 
upon  the  lonely  turret-top,  the  moon  at 
the  same  instant  shining  brightly  forth,  as 
if  to  light  him  into  view.  He  stopped  but 
a  second  to  gird  on  his  cutlass  and  pis- 
tols; tlien  flashing  a  tremendous  broad- 
sword above  his  head,  he  fushed  to  the  bat- 
tlements, now  crowded  with  friends  and  foes ; 
and  thundering  forth — **  At,  at  them,  boys! 
At  them  for  life  or  death!"  he  attacked 
right  and  left,  with  such  fell  fury,  that 
every  stroke  told  with  fatal  effect.  As  but  a 
small  body  of  the  military  could  clamber  up 
the  narrow  staircase,  by  far  the  largest  por- 
tion filled  the  main  court-yard  below,  per- 
ceiving which,  and  seeing  that  the  soldiers 
were  in  the  act  of  taking  deliberate  aim,  The 
O'Sullivan  in  a  voice  hoarse  with  rage  eja- 
culated,— 

"  Fire  the  guns ! — Fire  on  the  Sassenachs, 
and  welcome  them  with  shot !  '* 
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Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  drew  a 
pistol  from  his  belt,  and  rapidly  levelled  it. 

The  attempted  discharge  was  made  in  vain ; 
—grinding  his  teeth  in  astonishment  and 
fury,  The  O'SuUivaii  tried  to  fire  another, 
but  with  equally  bad  success.- 

**  There's  treason  in  the  House !  "  roared 
the  baffled  Chief,  at  once  perceiving  that 
neither  his  guns  nor  the  pistols  of  his  men 
could  fire :  "  our  pieces  have  been  wetted  by 
a  traitor*s  hand !  " — then  uttering  one  fearful 
curse,  while  even  his  eyeless  socket  seemed 
to  gleam  in  fury,  he  dashed  his  pistol  to  the 
earth,  and  resuming  his  broadsword,  rushed 
to  the  thickest  of  the  fight. 

On  hearing  their  Chieftain's  words,  there 
was  a  desperate  cry  for  revenge  from  his  fol- 
lowers, which  was  as  furiously  reiterated  by 
the  English  soldiers,  when,  having  discovered 
another  staircase,  they  endeavoured  to  crowd 
in,  inspired  with  fresh  hope. 

At  the  head  of  those  steps  The  O'Sullivan- 
Beare  deliberately  took  his  stand,  attacking, 
with  almost  insane  valour,  the  advancing 
foes,  who  were  animated  by  a  spirit  as  brave 
and  daring  as  his  own. 

His  faithful  and  undaunted  Clansmen  co- 
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vered  the  rear  like  a  human  wall,  some  facing 
and  fighting  the  Military  who  had  guned 
the  battlements  by  the  eastern  stair,  oXhen 
turning  towards  and  attacking  the  soldierB 
who  had  resolutely  mounted  the  western  one, 
thus  forming  two  distinct  divisions.  They 
had  just  executed  this  movement  when 
Scully  escaped  unobserved  to  the  £nglidi 
magistrate,  who  stood  in  the  main  court, 
within  the  shelter  of  one  of  the  low-browed 
arches  of  the  cloisters,  which,  overshadowed 
by  a  sp>*eading  tree,  concealed  him  from  all 
other  eyes  than  those  of  the  Informer,  while 
he  watched  the  progress  of  the  fight. 

In  few  and  rapid  words  Scully,  as  screened 
from  view  as  his  anxious  auditor,  suggested 
that  the  only  chance  of  achieving  the  cap- 
ture of  The  O'SuUivari  alive  (which  was  the 
grand  object  of  the  Grovernment)  consisted 
in  forcing  him  to  quit  his  house  by  firing 
it. 

This,  if  Fitzmorris  wished,  the  scoundrel 
undertook  to  do.  The  Magistrate  instantly 
consented  to  the  scheme,  certain  that  nothing 
else  could  force  The  Chief  from  his  pre- 
sent position,  which,  if  once  effected,  he 
thought  must  be  followed  by  his  capture  in 
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the  main  court,  by  the  large  body  of  soldiers 
that  filled  it. 

Scully  waited  no  further  parley,  but  rush- 
ing, still  unobserved,  to  a  part  of  the  house 
that  was  totally  deserted,  he  fired  the  train 
he  had  previously  laid. 

Meanwhile,  the  redoubted  Chief,  firm,  re- 
solute, and  desperate,  not  only  maintained 
his  perilous  post,  but  repulsed  his  vigorous 
asBailants  with  astonishing  effect 

Whirling  his  broadsword  round  him  with 
fearful  sweeps,  he  bad  already  cut  down  many 
of  the  foremost  soldiers,  who  tried  to  force  a 
passage  up  the  narrow  stair ;  but  others  still 
poured  in,  while  the  pistol  shots  aimed  at 
Murty  Oge  had  glided  harmlessly  by  him 
and  given  death-wounds  to  several  of  his 
followers. 

As  he  witnessed  this,  and  heard  of  the 
carnage  successfully  carried  on  by  the  Eng- 
lish soldiers  on  the  western  division  of  his 
men.  The  O'SuUivan's  efforts  became  abso- 
lutely frantic. 

A  volley  of  curses  mingled  with  the  orders 
that  flew  from  his  foaming  mouth,  and  the 
torches  waving  and  flickering  here  and  there 
by  the  inferiors  of  his  household  gave  the 
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muscular  breadth  of  The  0'Sullivan*8  6gure 
distinctly  to  the  view,  looking  as  something 
scarcely  of  this  earth,  so  appadling  was  the 
concentrated  rage  that  worked  within. — 
Drawing  his  breath  hard,  the  rugged  fea- 
tures and  blazing  eye  of  the  Irish  Chief  as- 
sumed the  aspect  of  a  demon. 

Setting  his  teeth,  as  if  steeled  for  a  sudden 
master-stroke  of  vengeance,  he  threw  himself 
slightly  back  to  give  gigantic  force  to  the 
tiger-spring  he  meditated,  when,  at  the  same 
instant,  smothering  shrieks  of  "  Fire  !  fire  !" 
issued  from  all  quarters.  Cries  of  mingled 
rage  and  exultation  succeeded,  as  columns  of 
scarlet  light  rose  high  into  the  air,  and  small 
flames  flashed  through  the  fissures  of  the 
ancient  hou>e,  and  crawled  like  fiery  snakes 
up  its  old  walls,  which  trembled  under  the 
force  of  the  explosion.  The  confusion 
of  all  parties,  their  faces  as  if  bathed  in 
oue  uniform  flood  of  crimson  light,  while 
rushing  to  aud  fro  through  the  flames  like 
madmen,  completed  the  wilduess  of  the  living 
picture.  Amid  its  accuumlated  terrors,  the 
firm,  unyielding  figure  of  The  O'SuUivan- 
Bciire  was  seen  opposing  thews  and  sinews 
to  his  foes  ;  every  muscle  tightened  to  super- 
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iuman  exertion  as  he  shouted  to  his  men 
to  follow   him    while    liibouring    to    gain 
a  low-arched    door    in  the   centre  of  the 
battlements.      Victorious  over    all    impedi- 
meats,  he  reached,  and  forced  it  by  a  blow, 
dealt  with  too   firm   an  intent  to    fail  in 
its    effect.     He  laughed  a  fierce   laugh   as 
the  old   door  flew  open  and  revealed  a  pri- 
vate flight  of  stone  steps^   so   narrow   that 
only  a  single  man  could  possibly  go  down 
them. 

With  unflinching  courage  and  determi- 
nation. The  0*Sullivan  forced  his  faithful 
followers  to  escape  the  burning  death  awaiting 
them,  by  descending,  one  by  one,  this  ancient 
stair,  which  gave  access  to  the  intricate  wind- 
ings of  the  mountain-paths  behind  his  house. 
This  last  act  of  his  lawless  life,  though  it 
could  not  redeem  its  crimes,  most  strikingly 
illustrated  his  stern  and  daring  character ;  for 
here,  with  the  House  of  his  Fathers  burning 
round  him — encom])assed  by  foes,  who  even, 
while  rushing  from  a  frightful  death,  strove 
hard  to  capture  him,  or  take  his  life — here  The 
O'SulIivan-Beare,  brave  as  a  lion,  and  totally 
regardless  of  himself,  forced  on  the  escape 
of  his  Clansmen,  standing  his  ground  with 
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heroic  self-poesessioD,  and  without  loring  an 
inch  of  his  advantage- 
As  apparently  the  kst  of  his  niea  sprang 
down  the  stair,  the  Chief,  through  his  firmly 
set  teeth,  muttered  a  thanksgiving — for  even 
HE  could  recognize  a  GodI  Within  a  briefer 
space  than  sufficed  to  draw  another  breath, 
three  of  his  Clan,  who  loved  him  better  than 
their  lives,  and  who  had  lain  concealed  in 
order  to  be  with  him  to  the  last»  rushed 
round  their  Chieftain,  and  with  prayers  and 
gestures  implored  him  to  escape.  At  the 
self-same  instant,  the  old  turret  of  the  burning 
house  fell  witli  a  fearful  crash,  while  clouds 
of  lurid  smoke  rose  far  into  the  illuminated 
sky,  and  floiited  like  a  pall  above  the  blaiiog 
ruin. 

The  O'SuUivan-Beare  stood  for  one  second 
looking  steadily  upwards  at  the  fiery  firma- 
ment, as  if  expecting  that  some  sign  would 
pass  athwart  it  to  foretell  his  fate.  In 
the  next,  jielding  to  the  solicitations  of  lus 
friends,  and  more  in  the  hope  of  saving  their 
lives  than  bis  own,  he  rushed  with  them  down 
the  stair,  and  succeeded  in  gaining  the  rear  of 
his  house.  There  a  high  wall  opposed  bis 
progress,  but  no  obstacle  could  daunt  the 
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spirit  of  the  Chiefs  and  calling  to  his  follow- 
ers to  spring  over  it,  he  was  in  the  act  of 
doing  so  himself,  when  the  contents  of  a 
pistol  passed  through  his  body,  which  leaped 
into  the  air«  and  the  following  instant,  with  a 
heavy  sound,  The  O'SulIivan-Beare  dropped 
dead  at  the  feet  of  his  Clansmen  !* 

With  convulsive  shrieks,  those  three  brave 
friends  crowded  round  to  shield  and  to  defend 
the  body.  Unaware  that  life  bad  fled  from  their 
Chief  for  ever,  they  furiously  attacked  the 
British  officer  whose  aim  had  been  so  fatally 
true ;  but  his  Englishmen,  through  smoke 
and  flame,  rushed  to  his  aid,  and  overpowered 
by  numbers,  two  of  the  gallant  Clansmen, 
after  being  desperately  wounded,  expired  at  the 
side  of  their  Chieftain,  while  the  third,  in  the 
act  of  hewing  down  a  soldier,  fell  dead  by  the 
stroke  of  another,  on  the  body  of  The  O'Sul- 
livau-Beare ! 

All  had  passed  with  the  quicknei^s  of 
lightning,  and  as  rapid  were  the  move- 
ments by  which  the  corpse  of  the  Chief  was 
dragged  from  under  that  of  his  faithful 
Clansman,  and  borne  to  a  distance  from  the 
tottering  pile  by  soldiers,  wlio,  in  expectation 

♦  Historical. 


336 


THB  DBATn-FLAG. 


of  a  great  reward,  thus  hazarded  their  I 
at  the  most  immirieiit  peril. 

Scarcely  had  tliis  group  gained  a  spatfl 
comparative    safely — previously   readied  \ 
Fitzmorris  and  the  remnaut  of  the  milita 
than  the  Old  House  of  Quolagh  fell  iritht^ 
fearful    critBh,    the  burning    substances  |in)-  ' 
jected  into  tlie  air,  pi-eseiiting  one  enormoiu 
mass  of  flame,  which,  with  pillars  of  smoke,  I 
rose  majestically  upwards  like  a  funeral  pyre  * 
over  the  slaughtered  remains  of  friends  lad 
foes. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


**  How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Makes  deeds  ill  done  T 

Shakbpeabe. 

"  When  two  authorities  are  up. 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both !" 

Idem. 


We  shall  not  occupy  much  of  our  reader's 
time  in  detailing  the  minor  proceedings  of  the 
party  who  had  been  so  signally  victorious  at 
Quolagh,  nor  in  accompanying  them  on  their 
route  to  Bearhaven. 

Suffice  it  to  say  they  reached  that  spot  in 
perfect  safety,  and  there  acted  with  a  brutality 
of  vengeance  which  cast  a  foul  stain  on  men 
who  previously  had  demeaned  themselves  like 
gallant  soldiers. 

The  following  historical  fact  establishes  the 
truth   of  our  assertion.     The  body  of  The 


O^ullirui  Beare — that  onee  redoabted  and 
fennidable  Chieftain — was  tied  to  one  of  his 
o«~s  boikts,  and  thus  draped  throogh  the  set 
fitm  Bearhaieii  to  Coric,  crimsoning  with 
tbe  bkxMi  of  the  Great  Buccaneer  that  Ocean 
whicli  had  heen  the  scene  of  exploits  which 
struck  tenor  into  the  hearts  of  the  very  men 
who  DOW  ferocionsl?  evinced  such  butcher-like 


Our  limits  compel  us  to  state  briefly  that 
on  reaching  Cork,  the  head  of  The  0*SulIivan- 
Be;ire  was  as  a  further  indignity,  instantly 
cut  oC  and  spiked  aloft  upon  the  South  gaol 
with  those  of  two  of  his  most  gallant  Clans- 
men, which  were  affixed  at  eitlier  side  of  it 

The  naked  bodv  of  the  Chief  was  then  cast 
with  qnicklime  into  a  hole  in  the  barrack- 
yard.  For  several  years  his  skull,  a  frightful 
memento,  which,  even  in  death,  looked  as  if 
uttering  through  clenched  teeth  the  language 
of  defiance,  was  suffered  to  remain  exposed 
to  public  viewt — a  sad — most  sad  record  of 
a  history  of  crime,  bravery,  and  bloodshed 
achieved  amidst  an  inefficient  administration 
of  civil,  religious,  and  political  rights.  To  a 
reflective  mind  such  a  memorial  pointed  out 

•  Historical.  f  Fact. 
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only  the  strong  moral  of  individual  delin- 
Qcy  and  its  consequent  punishment,  but 
equally  forcible  one  conveyed  in  the  evils 
cb  inevitably  result  where  the  government 
i  country  is  only  partially  based  on  the 
iciples  of  even-handed  justice, 
i'he  effects  of  a  bad  system  in  any  Kingdom 
ckle  the  power  of  its  rulers,  wiiile  entail- 
the  most  demoralinng  effects  upon  the 
racter  of  the  people :  thus  proving  that 
tical  fallacies  invariably  become  the  fertile 
rces  of  national  corruption. 
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CHAPTER  XX, 


**  And  therein  were  a  thoosind  tongaes  empi^t, 
Of  nmdiy  kindesy  and  sondiy  quality."* 


"  Prodigioas !  bow  the  things  protest — ^protest  !*• 


Pon. 


It  was  some  time  after  the  date  of  the 
events  recently  recorded  that  a  set  of  babblers, 
seated  in  busy  idleness  round  the  tea-table  of 
our  old  acquaintance  Mrs.  Chatterlie,  were 
actively  engaged  in  their  discussion. 

The  lively  widow  was  still  in  high  preser- 
vation, and  as  she  sat  in  conscious  self- 
importance,  the  presiding  goddess  of  the 
rites  of  Congo  mysteries,  she  felt  afloat  in 
her  natural  element — the  full  tide  of  capital 
gossip,  scandal,  and  practical  jokes,  styled, 
in  the  refined  phraseology  of  her  gabbling 
coterie,  "  rollicking  fun." 

Scheme  after  scheme  for  the  elevation  of 
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Mrs.  Chatterlie  to  the  dignity  of  a  second 
nuptials  had  been  baffled  by  the  unrelenting 
hand  of  fate ;  and  yet  she  still  ])uoyantIy  pur- 
sued her  main  object,  cheered  by  hope, 
and  undaunted  by  disappointment.  This  was 
an  instance  of  the  moral  sublime ;  for  various 
had  been  her  defeats  in  the  road  to  matrimony, 
and  cruel  the  rebuffs  by  which  her  overtures 
to  ungrateful  man  had  been  met.  Notwith- 
standing those  misfortunes,  however,  neither 
the  spirits  nor  the  cacoethes  loqumdi  of  the 
buxom  widow  quailed;  and,  as  she  ghmced 
round  her  assembled  clique  with  bright  bold 
eyes,  that  seemed  endowed  with  the  power  of 
perpetual  motion,  she  exclaimed, 

**  Well,  if  I  ain't  the  luckiest  woman  alive 
in  having  had  the  gumsha*  to  refuse  the 
everlasting  proposals  of  that  poor  dear 
murdered  Puxley  !  Oh  !  my  friends"  (here 
the  widow  applied  her  handkerchief  to  orbs 
which  Shakspeare  would  have  justly  termed 
**  speculative  instruments"),  "  if  you  only 
knew  how  often  he  did  pop  the  question! 
and  how — ^" 

"  Fair  and  softly,  Mrs.  Chatterlie — fair  and 
softly!"    cried  Admiral  Colebrook,  who  had 

♦  Wisdom. 
VOL.  II.  M 
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just  droppe*!  in,  fixing  his  large  cold  eyes 
upon  the  widow,  and  puckering  up  his  browB 
and  eyelids  with  a  very  jwculiar  expressioii. 
"  My  poor  departed  friend  had  sins  enough 
attributed  to  him  by  our  well-beloTed  pubHft 
witliout  your  bringing  him  to  the  climax  of 
absurdity  in  asserting  that  he — " 

"  You  must  excuse  me,  my  good  Sir,  for 
interrupting  you,"  retorted  Mrs.  Cliatterlle, 
with  unblushing  effrontery ;  "  but  I  really 
can't  for  the  life  of  mt;  make  out  why 
you  7^)7^  commit  lourself  sometimes  by 
talking  on  subjects — I  mean  tender  sub- 
jects— which  you  cannot  properly  undei^ 
sbind,  and  in  a  sort  of  a  way  that  I  defy 
any  man  or  woman  to  make  head  or  tail 
of!  Every  ivord  I  say  I  could  prove  in 
black  and  white ;  but  what's  the  use  of 
talking  about  a  poor  man  that's  as  dead 
as  a  herring  ?  Faith,  such  a  box  of  cold 
meat  ain't  the  stuff  for  me!  so  Just  be 
aisy  now,  and  tell  us  something  about  that 
fine  darling  fellow,  Lord  Ogiivie,  who,  they 
say,  gave  himself  up  in  downright  airnest 
to  Government  when  he  lodged  informa- 
tions against  that  limb  o'  the  devil,  The 
O'SulIivan-Beare,    and     that     chip    of    the 
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old  block  his  nephew  Will ;  to  say  nothing 
of  Dan  Connell  the  big  blackguard !  Ah 
then.  Admiral  dear,  will  they  have  the 
heart  to  spike  up  that  haro,  Lord  Ogilvie, 
on  the  top  of  Cork  gaol,  as  they've  done 
to  the  skull  of  the  late  would-be  Earl 
o*  Bearhaven  ?" 

"  It  is  neither  intended  to  promote  his 
Lordship  to  such  an  elevated  position,  nor  to 
make  him  emulate  that  of  Mahomet's  coffin, 
though  the  exploit  you  allude  to  has  drawn 
praise  from  every  lip.  Of  course,"  added 
Colebrook,  turning  in  disgust  from  the 
widow,  though  she  had  bitten  her  lips  into 
enticing  redness,  and  addressing  a  gen- 
tleman who  stood  beside  him — "  you  have 
heard  that  the  highest  authorities  of  the 
Government  are  loud  in  their  encomiums  on 
Lord  Ogilvie,  whose  fidelity  to  the  exiled 
Stuarts  is  almost  forgiven,  if  not  forgotten, 
in  consideration  of  his  gallant  conduct,  and 
the  importance  of  his  late  disclosures." 

"  Oh  yes !  His  Lordship  has  justly  reaped 
'golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  men' — ^ 
I  mean  golden  metaphorically,  for,  as  of  course 
you  are  aware,  he  nobly  declined  any  reward 
save  that  of  his  own  conscience ;  and  with 

M  2 
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meutal  courage  avows  and  continues  his 
adherence  to  the  political  opinions  which, 
through  life,  he  has  consistently  main* 
tained,  and  for  which  he  has  sacrificed  so 
much.** 

**  To  my  conception-^moZ^r^  his  errone- 
ous devotion  to  the  Exiled  Family — Lord 
Ogilvie  is  an  incomparable  character :  there 
is  a  spirit-stirring  grandeur  in  the  man 
which  compels  respect  and  admiratioo 
even  from  those  who  differ  essentially 
from  him  on  public  questions" — rejoined 
the  Admiral. 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you ;  and,  if  such  be 
the  effect  on  us  true  Hanoverian  lovaUsts, 
we  cannot  wonder  at  the  species  of  idolatry 
with  which  I  am  told  his  party  and  his 
friends  regard  Lord  Ogilvie.  Even  Mrs. 
Sarsdale  cries  him  up  as  a  model  of  per- 
fection. I  understand  he  has  just  returned 
to  her  villa,  where  it  seems  he  left  some 
ladies,  who,  in  the  most  romantic  manner, 
he  met  and  rescued  from  imminent  danger, 
at  the  peril  of  his  life." 

"Ladies!  —  what    ladies?"    screamed    a 
dozen  female  voices  all  at  once. 

"  Pace,   my   darlings !   pace !      One  at  a 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  245 

if  you  plaze,  an*  thin,  why  I'll  tell 
me  news  that  Imtes  all  since  the 
[>f  Noah  r  cried  our  old  friend  Sir 
n  O'Borer,  as,  suddenly  springing  to 
et,  and  supporting  his  arms  on  the 
of  an  old   high-backed  black  leather 

he  gave  an  emphatic  prefatory 
iV*  and  looked  the  very  personifica* 
f  important  mystery, 
such  a  sieve-like  nature,  however, 
le  mind  of  the  worthy  baronet,  that 
ircely  waited  for  the  expected  solici- 
(  which  immediately  assailed  him, 
4;tually  dying  to  tell  all  he  knew, 
id  not  know,  he  proceeded  to  relieve 
f,  and  the  agony  of  curiosity  that 
round  him,  as,  waving  his  hand  to 
md  a  cei^sation  of  the  stray  syllables, 
uttered  exclamations,  and  confused 
(  of  bis  impatient  auditory,  he  ex- 
d:— 

ow,  my  dearees !  what  I'm  going 
.  ye  is  such  a  sacret — just  heard  from 
Id  friend  Mrs.  Sarsdale,  who  I  left  a 
3  ago,  refusing  to  take  tay  out  of  her 
jhayney    cups,   for  fear  our  beautiful 

(bowing  and   looking   very   sly  at 
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Mrs.  Chatterlie)  might  be  jealous — ^that  by 
my  sowl  I  can't  revale  it  at  ali^  at  all, 
except  ye  gim  me  a  kiss  all  round,  and 
swear  every  one  of  ye  to  be  as  close  as 
a  pill-box." 

"Ah  then  I'll  be  the  fust  to  do  that 
same  !'*  cried  the  widow,  starting  to  the 
side  of  the  Baronet,  and  giving  him  a 
salute  of  the  lips  that  resounded  like  a 
detonating  ball — "  There^  take  that — and 
that — and  that^  as  payment,  with  interest 
for  all !"  she  added,  half  stifling  Sir  Phe- 
lim  by  the  velocity  of  her  caresses,  which 
were  so  ardent  as  to  shake  a  cloud  of 
])Owder  from  his  new  wig  on  the  collar 
of  his  bright  blue  coat— "And  now,  my 
pet  o'  the  house,  and  mouse  o*  the  cup- 
boanl,  leave  off  your  long-winded  rigma- 
roles, and  just  tell  us  your  sacretj  and  be 
sure  neither  I  nor  one  of  my  cronies 
will  pache  on  our  own  Man  of  Wax ! — 
will  we  now  ?" 

"  Not  for  the  whole  world  wide  T 
screeched  a  discord  of  voices — "  Irish  all 
over !" 

Though,  if  possible,  more  anxious  to 
tell  his  ^*sacret''  than  his  fair  audience  to 
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hear  it.  Sir  Phelini  still  coquetted  and 
procrastinated ;  but  after  a  few  seconds  the 
inward  throes  of  the  oracle  became  too 
tremendous  to  bear  further  repression,  and, 
euipiiatically  seizing  one  streamer  of  the 
widow's  *'fly  cap"  in  his  extended  hand, 
he  exclaimed — 

*'  Well  then,  dearees,  who  do  you  think 
one  of  the  ladies  at  Dorothy's  turns  out  to  be?'' 

"Who?    Who?    Who?" 

"Why,  that  beautiful  crature  her  nace, 
Miss  O* Moore,  who  that  rascal  Will  Sulli- 
van— that's  now  rammed  into  gaol,  and  will 
soon,  plaze  the  pigs,  be  at  the  ibot  of 
the  gallows — gallivanted  away  with  from 
our  elegant  *  Dt'um'  and  could  never  be 
caught  hould  of  by  hook  or  by  crook, 
till  Lord  Ogilvie  nabbed  him  in  foreign 
parts,  to  make  him  dance  upon  nothiu'  all 
up  in  the  air  in  ould  Ireland  !" 

"  Now,  darling  O'Borer,  are  you  at  one  of 
your  tricks  and  riddle-me-rees,  or  are  you  for 
once  in  your  life  spaaking  truth?"  gasped  the 
widow  quite  aghast,  and  slapping  the  Baronet 
with  appalling  force  upon  the  shoulder. 

•*  By  the  vartue  o'  my  oath,  I'm  spaaking 
nothin'  else !"   bellowed  Sir  Phelini,  losing 
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some  of  his  self-importance  as  laughingly  he 
was  obliged  to  cry  out  for  quarter  from  such 
a  striking  proof  of  the  \vidow*8  incredulity. 
*'  Now  be  asy,  my  pet !"  he  added,  rubbing 
the  apex  of  his  smarting  member — **  seeing 
there's  more  to  come  ;  for  sure  you  hav'ent 
the  half  of  the  story  yet — ^and  as  I  wa3 
going  to  tell  ye.  Will  Sullivan's  to  be 
thried  for  his  life  by  Judge  an'  Jury  for 
all  his  bowld  doings  with  Miss  Edith 
O'xMoore ;  an'  sure,  while  I  was  sitting 
quite  cozy  with  my  ould  friend,  Mistress 
Sarsdale,  what  should  come  in  but  a  pretty 
bit  of  a  summons  for  her  nace  to  attend 
at  the  Coort  House,  in  Cork,  as  witness 
agin  that  divil  of  a  jail-bird,  Will  Sullivan !" 

"What  fun!  what  fun!"  cried  Mrs. 
Chatterlie,  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight  **  Now, 
Phelim  dear,  if  you  don't  get  me  the  very 
best  place  in  the  whole  Coort  for  seeing  an' 
hearing  the  fun,  why  I'll  brake  every  bone  in 
your  body,  an'  lave  you  no  more  heads  than 
a  horse ;  so  I  will,  you  wicked  decaivour ! " 

"  Faith,  my  darling,  you  musn't  do  thatj 
for  I  must  keep  myself  right  and  tight  for 
my  splicing-day,*  musn't  I,  dearee  ? " 

*  Wcdding-dny. 
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•*  Your  splicing-day,  Sir  Plielim  !  — your 
splicing-day !  Ah,  you  cunuing  pair  of  sweet 
rogues !  ^  ejaculated  ttie  minor  priestesses  of 
the  tea-table,  crowding  round  the  widow  and 
the  Baronet,  with  vociferations,  some  in  glee, 
some  in  envy.  *'  Is  it  come  to  ihaX  with  ye 
both  at  last  ?  " 

The  widow  tried  hard  to  look  modest,  but, 
finding  success  impossible,  she  covered  her 
face  with  her  handkerchief,  and  appeared  to 
tremble  in  sweet  timidity. 

Sir  Phelim  saw  his  danger.  The  long 
slight  qaeue  that  perked  between  his  shoul- 
ders and  his  well-powdered  and  pomatumed 
wig,  quivered  in  visible  agitation  at  their 
owner  s  predicament.  Though  not  in  Scot- 
land, the  Baronet  felt  the  peril  in  which  he 
stood ;  and,  resolving  to  evade  the  possi- 
'*H)ility  of  placing  his  '.single  blessedness  "  in 
jeopardy,  he  deter[pjned  to  indulge  his  ima- 
ginative genius  in  creating  a  fiction,  perhaps 
not  the  most  tremendous  one  that  he  had 
ever  uttered.  Action,  as  in  greater  geniuses, 
followed  thought. 

Sir  Phelim,  therefore,  laughed  more  vi- 
gorously than  any  one  present  at  the  coarse 
jests  and  "  devilish  good  things  "  resounding 

m3 
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upon  ererr  side,  until  at  last,  as  if  exluuisted 
bj  his  jocukiitT,  he  threw  himself,  and  hb 
dirty  boots,  Adl-length  on  a  sofa^  and,  as  if 
in  breathless  astonishnieDt,  asked,  with  a  ma- 
licious twinkle  of  bis  little  deep-set  eyes — 

''  But  how  the  diriL  dearees,  did  ye  guess 
that  ould  Sar^dale  popped  the  question  to  me 
for  her  nace.  Miss  0*Moore,  half  an  hour 
a^,  when  I  fairly  consented  to  make  her  my 
Lady  0*Borer  this  day  week  ?  ** 

Mrs.  Chatterlie  abruptly  paused  in  the 
midst  of  a  mock-heroic  harangue — ^whispered 
to  some  of  her  coterie  on  the  subject  of  ber 
projected  nuptials  with  the  Baronet — her 
hand  became  suspended  in  mid  air,  and  her 
tongue  grew  paralyzed  between  her  open  lips. 
This  miracle,  liowever,  it  was  morally  and 
pliysically  impossible  could  last  above  a 
second ;  in  the  next  she  gasped  forth,  each 
feature  quivering  with  passion — 

"What's  that  vou  sav.  Sir  Phelim  ?— 
M'hat's  that  you  say,  Sir  ? " 

"  Only  just  that  I'm  going  to  marry  Miss 
O'Moore,  that's  all,  darling,"  replied  the 
Baronet,  witli  provokingly  cool  impertinence. 

•*  Marry  Miss  O'Moore  ! "  screamed  the 
widow,  darting  towards  the   object  of  her 
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yengeunce,  and  holding  up  her  arm  as  if 
about  to  fell  him  to  the  earth.  **  If  I'm  not 
downright  ashamed  of  you»  and  your  lies, 
and  your  doings,  you  ould  Knave  of  Hearts  ! 
but  111  not  putt  up  with  them.  Sir.  1*11  have 
you  to  know  I  won  t ;  and  that,  if  you  are  in 
airnest  in  what  you  say,  I'll  make  you  laugh 
at  't'other  side  of  your  mouth  through  the 
Law — so  I  will."  And  knitting  wickedly 
her  awful  eyebrows,  Mrs.  Chatterlie  looked 
magnificently  the  mighty  defiance  she  had 
uttered,  while,  placing  one  arm  a-kimbo,  and 
holding  the  other  still  aloft,  she  stood  right 
before  the  object  of  her  "  rejected  addresses." 

"  Blug-an-oons,  my  darling  sweet  wi- 
dow ! "  cried  Sir  Phelim,  springing  forwards 
and  laying  his  hand  on  the  arm  of  his 
fair  assailant;  ''don't  be  getting  into  the 
heroics,  an'  blustherin'  an'  frettin'  on  my 
account.  I'isn't  but  I'm  grateful  all  over 
for  your  tinder  anxiety  an'  all  that ;  but 
faith,  you  needn't  have  any,  my  darling,  for 
I'll  be  bound  I'll  be  just  as  happy  as  the  days 
are  long  with  sweet  Edith  O'Moore." 

"Happy!  you  great  bag  o'  bones  of  a 
baboon  that's  neither  fish  nor  flesh !  you 
Harry-long-legs  !  tliat,  fool  as  I  am,  I  used  to 
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caJl  my  ovn  pet  spider — yoa  shall  not  be 
Ittp^tT.     Tbe  diiil  a ^ 

~Be  iDL*ie  cxril  to  tout  ould  friend  the 
dirii,  djirling.  an*  keep  that  big  thumper  of 
an  <fkih  iritldn  Toor  tetrth,  an'  faith  'tis  white 
2^  tLe  snow  they  are,  any  how.* 

**  Keep  TOT  your  palaver,  and  get  out  of 
my  si^Lt,  body  and  liones,  aud  out  of  my 
house  this  minute  of  time !  **  Tociferated  the 
enriigeid  widow,  losing  all  power  of  self- 
con^mand.  The  next  instant,  her  furv  found 
Tent  in  a  piassioLate  shower  of  tears,  as  in 
more  subd-ied  accents  she  sobbed  forth — 
"  Oh,  btdieS;  friends,  countrymen  !  I  appalc 
to  ye  all.  Didi/t  that  robber  of  the  heart  put 
his  finger  in  my  eye,  and  stale  my  affections 
by  his  marked  attintions  this  many  a«day  ? — 
didn't  he  pick  up  my  handkerchief  when 
it  dropped  on  the  floor  this  blessed  night, 
and  kiss  it  before  he  returned  it  back? 
— didn't  be  choose  me  for  his  partner  at 
whist,  as  often  as  Tve  fingers  and  toes, 
maniug  to  insinivate  that  he'd  make  me  his 
partner  for  life  ? — didn't  he  ahvays  hand  me 
up  to  my  low-backed  car  from  the  Drums? 
— and  Mhen,  by  pure  accident,  I  trod  on 
his  nasty  great  toe,  didn't  he  say,  in  his  own 
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wbeedliDg  way,  *  If  you  love  nie,  sweet  era- 
ture,  tell  me  so^  but  don^t  dirt  my  stockings  ? ' 
Oh,  oh,  oh !  you  did,  you  know  you  did,  you 
arrant  Knave  of  Hearts ;  and  now  you  j  ust 
want  to  shovel  me  into  my  coffin,  to  be  food 
for  reptiles  as  vile  as  yourself!"  And, 
breaking  forth  into  still-increasing  anguish, 
Mrs.  Ciiatterlie  ended  her  pathetic  appeal 
with  woman's  usual  resource  on  such  occa- 
sions— a  burst  of  tears. 

Thus  admonished,  Sir  Phelim,  beginning 
to  think  a  public  exposure  of  his  past  atten- 
tions to  the  widow,  if  given  au  dessous  des 
cartes^  might  prove  no  joke,  assumed  a  very 
puzzled  and  penitent  air,  looking  vastly  like 
a  resuscitation  of  Apuleius's  ass. 

Men  who  have  no  affections  always  hate 
scenes;  and  the  Baronet,  being  of  that  class, 
and  knowing  he  deserved  one  on  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  was  proportionably  annoyed, 
alarmed,  and  disconcerted. 

Perceiving  this,  Admiral  Colebrook,  who 
had  hitherto  slyly  enjoyed  the  schie  a  Vou- 
trance,  stepped  to  Sir  Phelim's  assistance; 
and,  by  a  bold  stroke,  awakening  the  widow's 
curiosity,  which  he  well  knew  was  one  of 
her  leading  passions,  advanced  and  said,  as 


Ite  <Lpu<ti  Lk  finger  and  thumb  into  the  puu- 
gectr  coofiKits  of  hb  snuff-box  and  sniffi*d 
mzjxz  in  cLe  pneaest  H^j  might  be  termed  a 
y'ip:i0icrJ.*T  pLo^Ii :  '"O'Borer,  are  yon  perfectly 
eertxin  )Ei«  O'Moore  is  the  bidv  Mrs.  Sars- 
dkle  ^rtjp^sed  for  yoor  acceptance?  Take 
care,  mv  firiend.  it  maT  chance  to  be  the  other 
nuLi'ien  at  her  house,  who,  if  fame  says  true, 
is  a&  beLutifol  as  an  an^el,  and  who  will  have 
a  t^::er  fortune  than  Miss  CKMoore ;  at  least 
if  the  canvnt  report  but  this  day  spread 
abri>d'i  prove  cx^rrecr,  namely,  that  in  some 
rou;:intic  way  or  other  she  has  ju^t  discovered, 
and  will  e^tabii^h  her  lawful  claim  to  a  very 
largr:  estate  in  this  country."* 

''A  verr  !ar^  estate! — where  is  it?  and 
who  is  sh'i  T'  cried  Mrs.  Chatterlie,  uncover- 
in*;  her  face,  and  suddenlv  restored  to  won- 
derful  composure  by  the  cravings  of  her 
natural  appetite  for  the  new  or  the  wonderful. 

While  the  widow's  attention  was  thus  divert- 
ed from  himself.  Sir  Phelini  sagaciouslv  slunk 
off,  and,  dreading  a  practical  illustration  of  the 
philosophical  fact  of  current  affitiity  and  its 
associated  forces,  quietly  effected  a  retreat, 
acting  probably  under  the  additional  motive 
of   exemplifying   in   person    an   ad   libitum 
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paraphrase     of    the    adage     of    Hudibras, 
that— 

**  He  who  loveSf  and  runs  away, 
May  lire  to  love  another  day." 

Scarcely  had  tlie  door  closed  on  the  reced- 
iDg  figure  of  the  Baronet,  and  before  the 
widow  was  aware  of  the  abrupt  exit  of  her 
faithless  Lothario^  Admiral  Colebrook,  in 
reply  to  her  question,  quietly  said — 

''  I  understand  her  name  is  Dillon,  and 
that  she  is  the  bosom  friend  of  Miss  O'Moore ; 
but  as  to  her  previous  history,  or  how  she 
happens  to  have  a  claim  on  Irish  property, 
I  am  completely  ignorant.  I  only  heard  by 
chance  an  hour  ago,  what  has  hitherto  been 
kept  secret,  that  eminent  men  of  law 
are  engaged,  by  order  of  Mrs.  Sarsdale,  upon 
the  subject,  but  it  is  one  that,  as  yet,  they  are 
unwilling  to  discuss  in  public.  And  now, 
my  little  *  Revenue  Cruiser,'  waste  no  time  in 
useless  bombardments ; — attack  no  more  that 
practised  man-of-war  the  O'Borer,  who  will 
always  sheer  off  successfully;  but  mount 
the  flag  of  truce  instead  of  the  Blue  Peter, 
and  may  your  next  designs  on  smaller  craft 
be  quickly  made,  and  with  decided  conquest 
over  the  shoals  and  the  shallows  you  may  en- 


25n 


•miixxtdr  ia   inaanc      Agiiig  £Dod  night,  and 
^f/n  'y.'tjta:*:.'     Sltolx  uJs  ^^itli  &  low  bow, 

•MM  m  ' 

uui  1.   lujet  bur  •ixpnsasre  anile.  peculLir  to 
Kimfiftvi.  A  Lziiral  Couecrook  jdi  the  room. 

Hj»  •iii.uzLpue  w:i:i'  ixiniecaieiT  followed 
by  toe  ri£&t  oc  :I&^  eocnpiuiT,  who  erideatly 
crtftiieii  anijtiuer  call  iqicii  their  sympathetic 
j>i^I."r.z?  bT  thi^  desertei  widow,  while  she, 
liki^  i^  ««±ci:-a<i  Aradne,  was  left  either  to 
Wmouii  the  perddy  of  her  Indi  Theseus,  or 
to  Li7  Dew  soLecjes  f->r  the  adrancemrnt  of 
hrrr  riLUriiiiOQial  pnjjects  on  prey  more  gul- 
lible and  less  experienctd  than  Sir  Phelim 
0\R^rer. 


'« 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

"  Trifles  light  as  air 
Are,  to  the  jealoiis,  oonfirmations  strong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ." — Shaxbpeabe. 

**  So  quick  blight  things  come  to  confusion." 

Idem. 

"  0  Love !  how  are  thy  precious,  sweetest  moments 
Thus  ever  cross'd — thus  vex'd  with  disappointments !" 

RowE. 

Before  we  proceed  to  more  important 

scenes,  it  may  be  well  to  state  briefly  that 

>  much  of  the  information  given  by  the  speakers 

whose    conversation  is  reported   in  the  last 

chapter  was  correct. 

William  Sullivan  had  been  formally  com- 
mitted to  prison,  and  Edith  O'Moore  was 
sunnnoned  to  attend  his  trial  at  the  Court- 
house of  Cork  upon  that  important  occasion. 
Every  generous  mind  will  understand  and 
sympathize  in  her  emotions  at  the  call  thus 


-Latiz.  Zat^  Mtaade  mnd  fedings;  bat, 
i:^  zi:  'n.'^r^iK^  c:«jd  portnr  the  cfixrt  with 
vljr*.  «^  s^izjoed  to  its  imperioiis  neces- 
-^t  rtfrkzn  5kx&  an  attempt  that  would 


ve  have  seen — that 
L«:ci  Ozi-ripf-.  af^  haTing  refused  the  testi- 
zlkzLlL  :•:  public  erathude  offered  for  his 
z^:-tzr.  iiupKrtkZit  saTkes,  had  returned  to 
Sarsiile  Vilja  ocyrered  nith  the  apphinse  of 
ihz  Tri^T  tzri  ie  ^Toi  Xo  less  was  it  n.atter 
•:-:'  fisu":  tLit  Ir-^ril  step?  had  bet?ii  taken  by  the 
iiTi-re  A-i  a:  lie  exfieas?  of  Mrs.  Dorothy 
: :  r  the  reoi-rery  of  the  property  of  Era,  her 
rlrv^e"?  "ieirer^t  irien-l:  but  this  proceeding 
hj.i  re^:-,  a*  the  request  of  the  prosecutor, 
conducted  willi  such  extreme  priracy,  thdt  it 
w^  only  l*y  a  singular  accident  that  Admiral 
Colcl*n>:-k  had  heard  the  vague  report 
he  ukrntioned  at   Mr$.  Chatterlie*s   Con;:o 

Tr  l4  .i'.'i. 

The  sagacious  reader  need  scarcely  be  in- 
formed that  Ogilvie's  6rst  act  on  arrinng  at 
Mr?.  Sfirsdale's  was  to  seek  the  fair  being  he 
had  ardently  loved  so  loug,  and  to  implore 
her  to  unite  their  destinies.  Filled  %vith  this 
wish,  almost  to  the  exclusion  of  every  other. 
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Lord  Ogilvie  poured  forth  the  feelings  of  his 
soul  with  all  a  lover's  vehemence,  when,  at 
the  moment  of  his  sudden  return,  finding 
Eva  Dillon  alone,  he  clasped  her  with  trans- 
port to  his  heart,  and  besought  her  to  be  his, 
speedily  and  for  ever.  No  fear  mingled 
with  his  now  happy  love,  and,  anticipating 
success  to  his  petition,  he  strained  his  trea- 
sured idol  still  closer  to  his  heart,  awaiting 
an  answer  to  its  fond  request.  The  beloved 
girl  trembled  with  a  thousand  mingled  feel- 
ings. There  was  a  choking  in  the  throat — 
a  heaving  of  the  breast  thiough  excess 
of  emotion  —  a  burning  blush  upon  the 
cheek.  WJiy  did  she  almost  evade  the 
answer  sought? — Why,  though  she  looked 
unutterable  love,  did  her  frame  tremble 
with  such  agitation  that  she  could  not 
speak  ? 

The  ^happy  spirit  of  Lord  Ogilvie,  stirred 
in  all  its  depths,  asked  not  for  words  in  such 
an  hour  to  confirm  his  hopes ;  and,  taking 
silence  for  consent,  he  poured  forth  his 
thanks  in  language  replete  with  passion 
and  truth,  while  beseeching  his  beloved 
one  to  name  the  day  for  their  immediate 
marriage. 
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"  Not  yet — not  qidte  yet — dearest!"  gasped 
£Fa  Dillon,  suddenly  raising  her  bead  from 
her  loFer  3  shoulder.  *'  Ciraunatanoes— H)h 
how  unexpected ! — hare  arisen  since  you  left, 
whicli  oblige  me  to  postpone  oar  union  for 
the  present     I  did  not  write  them  to  you, 

because" Eva  stopped ,   and   again   there 

was  the  silence  of  a  moment  between  them. 
There  was  a  curl  upon  Ogilne's  lip  which 
almost  frightened  our  heroine,  and,  fearing 
that  it  wrapped  up  something  like  the  canker 
in  the  bud^  she  added,  in  a  hasty  voice  full  of 
smothered  emotion — "  And  now — even  now 
when  you  are  with  me,  I  am  so  bewildered 
by  your  sudden  re-appearance,  and  with  all 
I  have  to  say — all — all  that's  passing  here — ** 
She  faltered ;  and,  pressing  her  hand  to  her 
throbbing  brow,  the  trembling  girl  abruptly 
ceased  to  speak,  and  eloquently  looked  what 
in  such  vague  and  hurried  words  she  had  so 
rapidly  and  imperfectly  expressed. 

With  a  hastiness  of  conception,  not  unna- 
tural though  erroneous,  Ogilvie,  under  the 
quick  revulsion  of  his  feelings,  now  betrayed 
emotions  almost  akin  to  anger  and  suspicion. 
Filled  with  alarm  and  astonishment,  he  gave 
way  to  an  impetuosity  so  nearly  amounting 
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to  distrust,  that  the  gentle  and  exquisite 
being  on  whom  his  unjust  jealousy  fell,  be- 
came otterly  unable  to  refute  them,  except  by 
a  look  of  love,  so  pure,  unmixed,  and  fervent, 
that  nothing  short  of  the  deadly  poison  which 
"  the  green-eyed  monster  "  can  distil  into  the 
recesses  of  the  human  heart,  could  have  neu- 
tralized the  blest  assurance  it  was  intended  to 
con\ey. 

As  it  was,  hovvever,  Ogilvie,  influenced  by 
fears  and  agitation  that  defied  the  power  of 
concealment,  accepted  not  that  silent  pledge, 
but,  in  a  delirium  of  opposing  feelings,  he 
impetuously  required  to  know  distinctly  what 
new  obstacle  had  arisen  during  his  absence  to 
mar  the  hope — dearer  to  him  than  life,  and 
which  had  been  so  often  urged,  to  be  as  fre- 
quently defeated. 

Eva  Dillon  tried  to  frame  some  answer, 
but  though  she  smiled,  as  only  requited  and 
requiting  affection  could  smile,  yet  the  agi- 
tating nature  of  all  she  knew  she  had  to 
impart  ere  her  lover's  mind  could  be  com- 
pletely relieved  was  too  much  for  the  over- 
strained state  of  her  feelings,  and  not  one 
syllable  could  she  utter  beyond  a  few  brief 
words,  which  referred  Ogilvie  to  Edith 
O'Moore  for  all  necessary  explanations. 
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What  this  request  could  possibly  portend, 
the  agitated  lover  waited  not  to  inquire, 
but,  springing  down  stairs,  he  rushed  to  Miss 
0'Moore*s  sitting-room.  The  next  moment 
found  him  in  her  presence. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


**  Why  in  this  famaoe  is  my  spirit  proved, 
Like  steel  in  tempering  fire  ? — ^because  I  loved  /" 

Btbon. 


"  Let  judging  Beason  draw  the  veil  aside.'' 


Ogilvib. 


<i 


And  she  spoke 


In  sighings  wild,  that  fluttering  broke 

From  the  heart's  prison,  where  they  had  slept 

A  long  sad  slumber." — Banim . 

Edith  was  alone.  The  unexpected  and 
onannounced  appearance  of  Lord  Ogilvie  pro- 
duced the  most  startling  effects.  The  marhle 
paleness  of  her  aspect  and  the  corpse-like 
rigidity  of  her  features  were  frightful  to 
behold  in  any  living  being,  as,  unable  from 
emotion  and  surprise  to  leave  her  seat,  she 
extended  her  hand  to  his  Lordship,  her  lips 
moving  mechanically,  while  low  sounds,  that 
were  not  words,  escaped  them. 

Smote  with  unspeakable  alarm  at  an  agi- 
tation which  seemed  to  confirm  his  worst  sus- 
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picions^  Ogilvie,  remembering  nothing  upon 
earth  but  Eva  Dillon,  distractedly  exclaimed, 
"Edith!  Edith!  why  this  dreadful  emotion? 
Speak !  in  mercy  speak !  and  end  suspense  that 
almost  turns  my  brain.  Eva  has  referred  me 
to  you  for  an  explanation  of  the  fatal  cause 
which  leads  her  again  to  postpone  our  mar 
riage.  I  will  not  bear  it — by  Heaven,  I  will 
not,  if  her  affections  still  are  mine !  Oh  God ! 
the  misery  of  that  if  " — and,  scarcely  able  to 
articulate  from  eagerness  and  agitation,  he 
pjiused,  visibly  trembling  in  thought  too  ago- 
nizing for  endurance. 

"  She  loves — adores — ^is  worthy  of  you — 
and  will  soon  be  yours  for  ever !"  said  Edith, 
slowly,  and  fixing  her  large,  dark,  melancholy 
eyes  on  Ogilvie. 

The  solemn  tone  in  which  those  words 
were  uttered,  and  the  evident  effort  that 
attended  them,  startled  his  Lordship,  but 
only  for  a  moment ;  for  their  emphatic  im- 
port brought  such  rapture  to  his  heart,  that 
all  other  considerations  vanished,  and,  seizing 
Edith's  hand,  he  pressed  it  in  convulsive 
transport  to  his  lips. 

Crimson  blushes  mounted  to  the  cheeks  of 
Mis>s  O'Moore,  and  then  as  instantaneously 
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retreated,  leaving  her  if  possible  still  paler 
than  before,  while  her  feiitures  quivered  and 
her  eyes  grew  bloodshot  with  the  intensity  of 
inward  feeling. 

"  Edith — dear  Edith — forgive  me !  I  have 
terrified  you  by  my  wild  impetuosity.  Let 
us  be  calmer.  There — rest  a  moment,  and 
then  tell  me  all,"  he  added,  gently  laying  her 
head  upon  his  shoulder,  and  gazing  with 
tender  anxiety  upon  her  features,  while, 
drawing  her  closer  to  his  side  by  the  hand 
he  still  retained,  he  pressed  it  fondly,  with 
the  privilege  of  ancient  friendship,  holy 
and  pure  as  that  which  brother  feels  for 
sister. 

She  shivered  in  every  limb,  and  without 
uttering  a  word  tried  to  withdraw  her 
hand; — Ogilvie  felt  that  it  was  cold  and 
clammy  like  that  of  the  dead.  The  unmis- 
takable agony  of  the  exquisite  creature  he 
beheld  as,  quickly  raising  her  head  from  his 
shoulder,  she,  with  a  miserable  effort  at  a 
smile,  resisted  his  attempts  to  chafe  her  icy 
fingers,  recalled  to  memory  the  fervent  words 
she  had  breathed  unconsciously  upon  the 
deck  of  "  Le  Vaillant !"  With  their  remem- 
brance came  the  then  half-excited  suspicion 

VOL.  II.  N 
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of  her  attachmeDt  to  himselfp  which  after- 
wards he  had  dismissed  as  perfectly  un- 
founded, so  that  the  circumstauce,  until  the 
present  memorable  moment,  had  almost 
passed  away  from  recollection. 

**  My  precious  friend — my  own — my  Eva's 
sister!"  he  exclaimed,  instantly  relinquishing 
her  hand,  as  a  sickening  chill — an  unutter- 
able feeling,  never  but  once  before  expert 
enced,  came  over  him — "  You  are  ill — ^I 
will  leave  you — will  not  hear  you  speak — no 
— not  one  word  at  present,  sweetest  Edith," 
whispered  Ogilvie,  in  a  voice  of  exceeding 
gentleness,  and  even  more  respect,  while, 
making  a  wretched  attempt  at  a  smile,  in 
agitation  scarcely  inferior  to  her  own,  he 
rose  from  the  sofa  to  depart. 

The  whole  of  this  little  scene  was  so  sud- 
den, so  unexpected,  by  either  party,  that 
both  seemed  to  have  lost  their  powers  of 
self-command. 

Miss  O'Moore's  lips  remained  parted,  as  if 
in  a  vain  effort  to  speak,  for  no  sound  escaped 
them  ;  but,  though  she  felt  as  if  sinking  into 
the  ground  beneath,  and  would  have  been  only 
too  glad  to  have  been  thus  sheltered,  yet  she 
clasped   her  hands  with  intense  eagerness, 
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and,  moving  forwards  a  single  step,  laid  a 
detaining  grasp  upon  the  arm  of  Lord 
OgiFvie. 

The  wretched  expression  of  resigned  de- 
spair about  her  mouth  was  miserable  to  see 
in  one  so  beautiful — so  young.  Her  throat 
filled  up  to  suffocation ;  but  though  a  throe  of 
hopeless  agony  was  labouring  in  her  heart, 
she  made  a  great  and  visible  effort  to  control 
itt  while,  in  a  slow  voice  and  with  eyes  bent 
down  upon  the  ground,  the  single  word 
"  Remain  /"  found  utterance. 

It  is  not  in  the  power  of  language  to 
convey  the  conflicting  emotions  which  shook 
the  usually  firm  nerves  of  Ogilvie,  when 
be  obeyed  the  significant  movement  of 
Edith's  hand,  as  she  motioned  him  into  a 
chair,  and  sank  into  another  at  a  little  dis- 
tance. 

Both  were  for  several  minutes  profoundly 
silent,  each  evidently  labouring  under  intense 
excitement  Miss  O'Moore  was  the  first  to 
speak,  and  the  cold,  deliberate  tone  of  her 
voice,  as,  raising  her  eyes  from  the  ground 
on  which  they  had  been  riveted,  and  fixing 
them  upon  Ogilvie,  she  said,  **  I  will  briefly 
tell  you  all,"  relieved  his  heart,  and  almost 
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conTinced  him  that  his  suspicion  of  her  fatal 
attairhment  to  himself  was  altogether  un- 
founded.  Yet  not  greater  is  the  last  struggle 
of  the  soul  when  parting  from  the  body  than 
that  which  Edith  O'Moore  had  made,  ere 
she  acquired  the  seeming  composure  she  now 
evinced.  She  moved  her  chair  still  more 
into  the  deep  embrasure  of  the  curtained 
window,  so  that  the  expression  of  her  coun- 
tenance could  not  be  easily  detected,  and 
then,  without  the  most  distant  allusion  to 
herself,  the  noble-minded  girl  at  once  re- 
verted to  Eva  Dillon.  She  dwelt  long  and 
fondly  on  the  perfections  of  her  character, 
and  the  true  devotion  of  her  heart.  The 
theme  soon  engrossed  her  to  the  full  exclu- 
sion of  every  other  interest,  and  gradually 
she  kindled  into  such  warmth  of  language 
and  of  feeling,  that  her  previous  constraint 
melted  away  like  ice  beneath  the  sunshine. 
But  as  the  circumstances  she  detailed,  expla- 
natory of  the  recent  conduct  of  her  friend, 
involve  many  singular  events,  the  recital  of 
which  was  continually  interrupted  by  the 
strong  emotion  and  anxious  interrogations 
of  her  auditor,  we  judge  it  best  to  com- 
municate them  by  our  own  matter-of-fact  pen 
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in  the  subsequent  chapter^  unimpeded  by  a 
lover's  impetuosity^  and  accompanied  by  other 
details  indispensable  to  the  perfect  elucidation 
of  our  history. 

Before,  however^  we  proceed  to  do  so,  it  is 
necessary  to  account  for  the  great  embarrass^ 
ment  evinced  by  our  heroine  in  the  first  scene 
with  her  lover  after  his  sudden  return  to 
Sarsdale  Vilht. 

There  are  many  mysteries  in  a  woman's 
hearty  and  perhaps  the  desire  so  frequently 
evinced  by  the  female  sex  (despite  their  re- 
puted garrulity)  to  interdict  communication 
even  on  an  important  subject,  if  delay  holds 
out  the  possibility  of  affording  ^'  an  agreeable 
surprise,"  may  be  classed  among  them.  Be 
this  as  it  may,  certain  it  is  that  Eva  had  re- 
solved to  conceal  her  now  brilliant  prospects 
from  Liord  Ogilvie  until  they  were  crowned 
with  success,  determining  to  await  that  happy 
consummation  ere  she  accepted  his  hand  in 
marriage.  In  this  plan — perhaps  partially 
dictated  by  womanly  pride  —  she  had  with 
some  difficulty  inducted  Edith  and  Mrs. 
Sarsdale  to  participate,  and,  acting  upon  it 
herself,  the  scene  we  have  described  took 
place   which   had   nearly  led  to   unpleasant 
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results.     Be  it  also  mid,  enpaummi,  that  the 
JL-Ie  sffise  of  ^fis  O'Moore,  compre- 


onKi'a?..  trom  the  displeasare  of  Loid  Ogilrie, 
tLe  «;;^pi€ioii«  which  tuat  little  ruse  bad 
ca'..<«d,  «ae  do  knger  felt  henelf  justified 
to  cootinoe  it,  and  therefore  had  revealed 
^ftfry  circumstanee  ccmiiected  with  the  present 
fortunes  c4  her  friend  before  the  close  of  the 
interriew  we  hare  just  narrated. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 


**  Ambition's  boundless  appetite  outspeaks 
The  verdict  of  its  shame." — Young. 


•*  Tutto  h  sdolto." 


"  A  time  must  snrely  oome 


When  each  shall  meet  their  well-adjusted  doom.** 

SoAME  Jentks. 

**  Raise  we  the  curtain  of  the  past, 
What  dreadful  scenes  appear  I 
Mysteries  disclosed — and  wrongs  avenged  I" 

Old  Plat. 

To  accomplish  the  object  we  have  an- 
nounced— namely,  a  recital  of  necessary 
eclaircissemens — wc  must  retrograde  many 
years  in  order  to  convey  succinctly  to  the 
reader  a  train  of  circumstances  as  essential  to 
the  dramatic  course  of  our  history,  a^  they 
were  influential  on  the  fate  and  fortunes  of  its 
leading  personages. 

Tlie  memorable  conversation  recorded  as 
having  passed  between  our  heroines,  and  the 
equally  important  revelations  of  Norah  in 
the  Castle  of  Ardea,  have  doubtlessly  im- 
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parted  so  mucTi  of  the  real  hislorj-  of  Evans 
to  leave  little  novelty  in  the  remaining  iDfor* 
matiun  which  we,  as  a  faithful  Chronicler, 
and  with  the  privilege  couferred  on  us  ia 
that  capacity,  fet^l  culled  upon  to  give.  It 
must  be  evident  to  the  peruser  of  the  past 
pages — imprimis — thwt  she  is  the  legitimate 
grund-daughter  of  the  Marchioness  of  Tulli- 
bardine,  through  the  union  of  the  Lady 
Janet  Murray  with  Dermond  O'SuUivan, 
the  former  Chief  of  Ardea  Castle,  and  the 
first  cousin  of  tlie  notorious  psettdo  Earl  of 
Bearhaven,  whose  final  fate  we  have  recently 
recorded. 

Tiiking  as  authentic  (which  vpe  empower 
the  reader  to  do)  all  the  circumstances  col- 
lected  by  Miss  O'Moore  from  Jessie  Camp- 
bell, and  detailed  by  the  former  to  Ijord 
Ogilvie,  it  will  be  equally  clear  that  tbe  devo- 
tion of  that  attached  domestic  was  unques- 
tionable. 

So  convinced  was  Lady  Janet  O'Sullivan 
of  her  fidelity,  truth,  and  intelligence,  that 
she  had  despatched  her  on  the  all-important 
mission  to  the  Marchioness  of  TullibardJne 
without  a  doubt  of  the  speed  and  zeal  which 
would  be  exerted  in  its  execution. 
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Jessie  had  sailed  for  France  four  months 
previously  to  her  beloved  mistress's  premature 
accouchement^  and  under  the  full  belief  that 
her  own  return  to  Ireland  would  long  pre- 
cede the  appearance  of  an  infant  scion  to 
the  ancient  genealogical  tree  of  the  chieftain 
of  Ardea  Castl& 

As  time,  however,  rolled  on  without  the 
re-appearance  of  the  absent  servant,  great 
anxiety  was  created  in  the  minds  of  Lady 
Janet  and  hqr  husband;  and  when,  after 
prolonged  inquiries,  no  tidings  whatsoever  of 
the  vessel  in  which  Jessie  embarked  had 
been  received  in  any  quarter,  the  natural 
conclusion  of  her  death  by  its  destruction  at 
sea  was  in  grief  reluctantly  believed  by  them, 
and  mentioned  as  a  certainty  to  the  Chief  of 
Boss  Mac  Owen. 

Tbe  constant  agitation  of  mind  which 
under  such  circumstances  Lady  Janet  expe- 
rienced, brought  on  her  sudden  and  pre- 
mature confinement  in  Ardea  Castle,  where 
she  had  lived  in  conceahnent  quite  as  strict 
as  that  observed  in  her  former  retreat,  while 
so  successlully  had  it  been  practised,  that  no 
individuals,  excepting  her  husband,  one 
female   attendant,   and   the  Chief  of  Ross 
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Mac  Owen  were  aware  t>f  the  fact  of  lier 
Liadyship  residing  there.  A  few  momiagB 
previously  to  the  birth  of  the  infaBt  Eva,  the 
Chieftain  of  Ardea  (not  expecting  that  event 
for  many  weeks)  rode  out  with  a  few  Clans- 
men on  important  business  *coiifiected  witk 
the  litigation  respecting  his  property,  then 
drawing  rapidly  towards  a  'ikvourable  termi- 
nation, and  expecting  to  be  some  days  absent 
from  his  Castle. 

In  one  of  the  rude  mountain-districts 
through  which  he  was  obliged  to  pass,  he 
was  surprised  and  dismayed  at  finding  his 
Cousin  of  Ross  Mac  Owen  (beloved  despite  of 
all  his  errors)  alone,  surrounded  and  attacked 
by  a  party  of  revenue  officers,  under  the 
accusation  of  having  carried  on  illicit  traffic 
with  the  coast  of  France,  To  see  this,  and 
to  rush  to  the  aid  of  his  kinsman,  were 
simultaneous  movements.  In  conjunction 
with  his  brave  followers,  the  Chief  of  Ardea 
succeeded  in  effecting  the  retreat  of  the  assail- 
ants ;  but,  as  they  were  in  the  act  of  flying 
from  the  scene  of  conibat,  he  received  a 
random  shot  which  felled  him  to  the  earth, 
and  proved  eventually  fatal. 

The  wounded  man,  feeling  that  death  was 
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r,  requested  the  Clansmen  who  crowded 
jKmad  him  to  retire  to  a  distance,  stating 
tfaftt  be  urgently  wished  to  speak  4o  his 
Cousin  in  private.  The  order  was  obeyed  in 
«Bent  grief.  The  few  moments  that  then 
«€maioed  were  employed  by  the  dying  Chief 
in  impbriug  his  kinsman  to  break  the  intel- 
ligence of  his  death  with  the  utmost  precau- 
tion to  his  wife,  who«  with  his  expected  child, 
iie  solemnly  confided  to  the  giunrdianship  of 
the  Chief  of  Ross  Mac  Owen,  appointing  him 
his  sole  trustee;  and  further  supplicating 
him  to  see  them  put  into  possession  of  Ardea 
Clastley  which,  as  his  nearest  surviving  re- 
latives, would  be  their  lawful  inheritance. 

With  almost  superhuman  efforts  he  pro- 
ceeded, at  broken  intervals,  to  entreat  The 
O'SuUivan-Beare  to  escort  to  France  the 
Lady  Janet  and  her  babe  as  soon  as  it  was 
bom,  in  order  to  consign  them  both  to  the 
care  of  the  Marchioness  of  TuUibardine,  after 
which  he  besought  him  to  return  to  Ireland 
to  expedite  the  long  pending  litigation  re- 
Bpecting  the  Ardea  estate. 

The  struggle  of  departing  life  almost 
checked  the  power  of  further  utterance ;  but 
making  a  desperate  effort,  the  dying  Chief- 


^T^  need  hhwwrff  npon  his  mrm^  and,  colled* 
ififf  jJl  the  raniunt  of  his  fleeting  streogtbi 
he  ejaculated  in  a  hoarse,  fiunt.  Imt  distinct 
Toxe.  tnll  of  condensed  emotioni, — 

^'  CSnlliTan-Beare !  I  know  yon  to  be  a 
roan  of  error:  bat  never  will  I  believe  tou  a 
cttn  of  crime!  I  eoald  not  snnunon  my 
Cluiacen  to  witness  my  last  wosds,  because 
as  yet  I  do  not  wish  my  marriage  known. 
Kinsman !  the  darkness  of  the  dying  gathers 

TO'^iid  nke.     GiTe  me  vow  hand  in  token  of 

• 

tnith  ard  cetermination  to  do  all  I  have  im- 
plored. Co::vey  my  dying  blessing  to  my 
wife  *::d  unborn  child , — and  swear — in 
irercv  sirear.  to  be  their  faithful  Guardian. 
Tbe3  I  will  die  in  peace  T 

The  hand — the  oath — were  given.  A 
cle^ni  of  unutterable  gratitude  lighted  up 
the  feaiures  of  the  expiring  Chief,  and,  press- 
ing ;h:'  hand  he  held  with  the  firm  grasp 
of  dissolution,  a  convulsive  shiver  passed 
thn>ugh  his  body  as  he  fell  back  upon  the 
ground,  gave  two  or  three  deep-drawn  ^asps, 
and  then,  without  a  struggle  or  a  moa!i»  his 
spirit  wingeti  its  flight  to  another  and  a 
belter  world ! 

For  several  moments  The  O'Sullivan^Beaie 
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stood  gazing  on  the  corpse, — many  more 
elapeed  before  he  summoned  the  Ardea 
Clansmen,  who,  unconscious  of  the  death  of 
their  Chieftain,  stood  at  a  distance. 

During  that  awful  pause,  dark,  dangerous 
thoughts — thoughts  fraught  with  the  peril 
of  his  immortal  soul — mingled  with  others 
of  a  far  different  and  better  nature,  rushed 
through  the  mind  of  The  O'SuUivan-Beare. 
There  was  a  strong  mental  struggle  between 
good  and  evil ;  but  it  was  a  short  one,  and 
eventually  the  dictates  of  conscience  suc- 
cumbed beneath  the  diabolical  suggestions 
of  self-interest.  The  Chief  of  Ross  Mac 
Owen,  goaded  by  the  master-passion  of  his 
soul — ill-regulated  ambition — resolved,  after 
a  brief  contest  with  his  better  nature,  to 
sacrifice  every  feeling  of  honour  and  duty 
at  its  shrine.  The  temptation  of  succeeding 
as  heir-at-law  to  the  estate  of  Ardea  Castle 
(to  which  he  would  have  been  entitled  had 
its  late  Chieftain  left  no  legitimate  issue) 
was  too  great  to  be  resisted;  and,  ere  he 
quitted  the  side  of  the  man  who  died  in  his 
defence,  he  secretly  resolved  to  usurp  the 
rights  of  those  so  solemnly  intrusted  to  his 
care,   and  whom  he  had  sworn  to  protect. 
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Hypocrisy  which  affects  the  air  of  Virtue  is 
ia  itself  the  worst  vice. 

Tiie  dissimuhition  of  tbe  Chief  of  Ross 
Mac  Oweos  character  now  found  an  ample 
iield  of  action,  and  nerer  had  been  more  suc- 
cessfully exerted. 

SuQimoniag  the  Clansmen  of  his  late 
Cousin,  he  affected  to  more  than  share  the 
grief,  surprise,  and  horror  they  expressed  at 
the  lamentable  death  of  their  beloved  Chief- 
tain. He  caused  the  corpse  to  be  taken 
immediately  to  Ross  Mac  Owen,  where  the 
greatest  display  of  respect  for  the  deceased 
was  publicly  shown,  ere  the  body,  attended 
bv  the  whole  Clan  of  The  O'Sullivans,  was 
committed  to  the  grave. 

The  next  act  of  the  wily  Chief  was  to 
reveal  his  iiitended  plan  of  usurpation  to 
Father  Syl  and  Dan  Connell,  both  of  whom 
(believing  Jessie  Campbell  dead)  he  was 
convinced  were  the  sole  depositaries  of  the 
secret  marriage  of  the  Lady  Janet  Murray, 
an  event  which  was  never  communicated  to 
\>'illiam  Sullivan  in  after  life.  At  the 
period  of  which  we  speak  he  was  of  tender 
years,  and  resided  with  a  relative  high  in 
power  at  the  Court  of  Spain. 
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It  was  quite  unknown  to  The  O'SuUivan- 
Beare  that  tlie  confession  and  certificate  of 
that  union  had  been  intrusted  to  Jessie 
Campbell  for  delivery  to  the  Marchioness 
of  Tujlibardine;  as  the  newly-wedded  pair 
had  fully  resolved  to  conceal  the  most 
important  of  its  contents  until  the  answer 
arrived  which  would  acquaint  tbem  with  the 
result.  It  had,  therefore,  been  briefly  stated 
in  general  terms  to  The  0*Sullivan-Beare 
that  the  despatch  had  been  sent  to  Lady  Tul- 
libardine  merely  to  assure  her  that  her 
daughter  was  alive,  in  health,  and  in  most 
honourable  hands;  leaving  him  to  imagine 
that  the  disclosure  of  the  marriage  would 
not  be  revealed  until  after  the  birth  of  the 
expected  infant,  who  it  was  naturally  sup- 
posed would  be  an  irresistible  claimant  to 
the  affections  of  its  grandmother,  as  well  as 
to  the  forgiveness  of  its  parents.  However, 
even  had  'Ihe  CSullivan  been  aware  of  the 
^lole  nature  of  the  transaction,  it  would 
probably  have  had  but  little  influence  on  his 
proceedings,  since,  finnly  crediting  the  death 
of  Jessie,  he  would  have  consequently  con- 
cluded that  the  packet  containing  such  ini- 
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portut  docamenU  Iiad  perished  with  tlie 
beu«f  in  a  waterj-  grave. 

Aware  of  th«  extraordiDary  precautions 
which  had  been  so  successfully  taken  to 
conceal  his  Cousin's  nuuriage  not  only  from 
the  public,  but  from  erery  indiridual  except 
Hate  witnesses.  The  O'SulHvan  felt  not 
the  slightest  apprebeosion  of  its  discovery 
but  from  one  source — the  lips  of  Lady  Jaaet 
herself.  To  avoid  this  danger,  a  tliousanj 
expedients  suggested  themselves  to  bis  fertile 
bniin ;  but  he  left  the  adoption  of  the  most 
advisable  one  to  a  future  time,  and  maturer 
reflection. 

Feuiial  obedience  to  the  wishes  of  their 
Chieftain,  and  wild  devotion  to  his  person, 
were  too  omnipotent  over  the  hearts  of 
Father  Syl  and  Dan  Comiell  to  allow  prin- 
ciple to  raise  even  the  shadow  of  an  objection 
to  the  nefarious  project  which,  with  a 
just  confidence  in  their  co-operation,  The 
O'riulliviin,  under  oaths  of  secrecy,  commu- 
nicated. On  the  coutrary,  his  confederates, 
6reil  with  umbitioQ  to  achieve  a  scheme 
which  would  replenish  the  diminished  coffers 
of  their  Chief,  and  add  considerably  to  the 
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number  of  his  vassals,  as  well  as  to  their 
own  self-importance,  urged  the  danger  of 
delay,  and  insisted  on  the  necessity  of  instant 
action. 

After  much  discussion  it  was  finally  agreed 
that,  to  give  a  colour  to  their  proceedings, 
and  to  enhance  the  character  of  their  Chief, 
he  should  immediately  adjourn  for  a  short 
time  to  Ardea  Castle,  under  pretext  of 
doing  penance  for  the  death  he  had  so 
innocently  caused,  and  to  pray  for  the  soul 
of  the  beloved  kinsman  who  had  lost  life 
in  defending  his.  In  announcing  this  inten- 
tion to  his  Clan,  The  O'SuUivan  expressed 
bis  desire  (ever  obeyed  as  a  command) 
that  the  unbroken  solitude  necessary  for 
those  purposes  might  be  uninvaded  until  they 
were  accomplished ;  adding,  that  Father  Syl 
as  his  Confessor,  and  Daniel  Connell  as  his 
servant,  were  the  only  individuals  who  could 
be  permitted  to  accompany  him.  Escorted, 
therefore,  solely  by  them.  The  O'SuUivan 
commenced  his  journey  to  Ardea  Castle, 
amidst  the  fervent  benedictions  of  his  serfs, 
who  regarded  the  self-imposed  penance  of 
their  Chief  as  an  additional  and  irrefragable 
proof  of  his  attachment  to  the  ties  of  blood, 
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as  well  as  of  his  pious  reverence  for  the  A'do 
of  tiie  Roniiin  Catholic  Church. 

En  route,  future  schemes  were  more  fully 
arranged  between  the  Master  of  Ross  MtA 
Owen  and  his  devoted  companions,  subject, 
however,  to  finy  alterations  which  after-cir- 
cuiiistiuices  might  require. 

TJie  course  of  vice  is  alwiiys  progressive,  aiid 
at  this  comparatively  early  epoch  of  the  life  of 
The  O'Sullivan-Beare  his  mind  rejected  with 
horror  the  idea  of  uctual  murder  as  au  agent 
in  achieving  his  ambitious  and  diehonoiiriihlc 
design.  Relatively,  however,  it  seems  to 
have  entered  his  thoughts,  ;is  amuoig  other  pro- 
jects hereafter  to  be  perfected  he  adopted  the 
barbarous  plan  of  suddenly  aonounciDg  the 
death  of  the  Chieftain  of  Ardea  to  his  wife 
ill  tlie  hope  that  such  a  shock  might  prove 
fatal  in  its  effects. 

On  arriving  at  Ardea  Cuslle,  the  consterna- 
tion of  tile  conspirators  was  great  at  Bnding 
that  Lady  Janet  O'Sullivan  had  given  birth 
safely  but  prematurely  to  the  beitig  we  have 
hitherto  designated  as  Eva  Dillon.  Not> 
withstanding  this,  Tlie  O'Sullivan,  under 
pretence  of  being  the  bearer  of  a  moet  im- 
portant message  from  her  absent  husband, 
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sought  and  gained  a  tHe^h'tete  with  the  young 
mother,  when  lie  communicated  the  death  of 
her  liord  with  such  cruel  abruptness,  that,  as 
he  expected,  the  sudden  shock  thus  barbarously 
given  eventually  terminated  her  existence. 

While  his  Master  was  thus  employed,  Dan 
Connell  descended  to  the  kitchen  to  exercise 
his  penetration  in  ascertaining  whether  the 
Lady  Janet's  only  personal  attendant  (the 
faithful  hcum  tenens  of  Jessie  Campbell)  was 
aware  of  the  fact  of  her  mistress's  marriage 
with  the  late  Chief  of  Ardea  Ciistle,  a  point 
he  deemed  it  essential  to  know  under  exist- 
ing circumstances. 

In  consequence  of  the  Lady  Janet's  situa- 
don  it  had  been  necessary  to  trust  and  to 
continue  the  services  of  the  girl  in  question, 
who,  devoted  heart  and  soul  to  her  Mistress, 
was  the  only  female  domestic  at  Ardea  Castle. 
No  other  servant  ever  saw  its  Chieftain's 
wife,  or  suspected  her  existence,  so  inviolable 
was  the  secrecy  maintained  on  her  behalf. 
The  few  humble  Clansmen  whom  the  Master 
of  Ardea  retained  about  his  perso2i  were 
in  equal  ignorance  upon  the  subject,  and  had 
all  accompanied  him  on  the  memoi*able  ex« 
pedition    which    terminated    his    existence* 
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Thus,  the  attHched  attendant  of  the  Lady 
Janet  O'Sullivan  was  the  only  domestic 
n'ithin  the  waits  of  the  Castle  at  the  moment 
of  which  we  treat. 

The  uncorrupted  fidelity  of  this  poor  girl 
had  afforded  the  greatest  comfort  to  hec 
Mistress  ;  but,  as  the  web  of  feeling  is  ever 
of  "  mingled  yarn,"  so  this  potent  source  of 
consolation  was  damped  by  constant  solicitude 
regarding  the  health  of  her  faithful  Servant, 
as  tVoiu  t:liildhood  she  had  been  afflicted  \rilh 
epileptic  fits.  On  the  occasion  of  the  sufMen 
accouchement  of  her  Mistress,  the  attached 
creature  had  suffered  extraordinary  agitation ; 
and  when,  at  the  command  of  The  O'Sullivan, 
aij<l  by  the  desire  of  Lady  Janet,  she  left 
them  to  a  tete-d-tete,  anxiety  was  excited  to 
Bu<-)i  ;iii  unusual  pitch,  and  previous  fatigue 
of  mind  and  body  had  been  so  great,  that,  on 
reaching  the  untenanted  kitchen  of  tlie  castle, 
she  had  merely  had  power  to  throw  herself 
into  a  chair  when  she  was  seized  with  a  dread- 
ful fit  which  instantly  ended  her  existence. 
In  this  state  Dan  Connell  found  her.  As 
soon  as  convinced  that  slie  was  actually  dead, 
he  flew  to  his  Chief,  and,  drawing  him  aside, 
revealed  the  fact,  it  must  be  confessed  with 
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DO  feelings  of  dismay,  as  he  considered  the 
irrevocable  removal  of  an  important  witness 
to  the  proceedings  at  Ardea  Castle  in  no 
other  light  than  that  of  a  signal  and  import- 
ant benefit. 

With  a  ghastly  countenance,  and  in  hoarse 
guttural  accents.  The  O'SuUivan  sternly 
inquired  whether  death,  had  been  dealt  by 
the  hand  of  God  or  Man  ?  On  receiving  the 
solemn  and  true  assurance  that  the  girl  had 
expired  in  an  epileptic  fit,  the  Irish  Chief 
was  instantly  tranquillized,  and  even  ex- 
pressed his  satisfaction  at  an  event  which 
guiltlessly  removed  an  individual  who  might 
have  interfered  materially  with  the  accom- 
plishment of  his  projects. 

A  few  words  of  kindness  from  The  O'Sul- 
livan  soon  pacified  the  indignation  Dan  Con- 
nell  had  expressed  at  the  suspicion  of  having 
— to  use  his  own  words — **  murdhered  the 
poor  innocent  who  had  naither  done  harum 
to  kith  or  kin;"  and,  with  the  energy  of 
his  singular  character,  he  the  next  moment 
appeared  almost  to  forget  the  circumstance, 
and  began  to  evolve  a  thousand  new  schemes 
for  the  future  benefit  of  his  Chief,  without 
deciding  upon  any.     The  trains  of  thought 
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which  meanwhile  passed  through  the  miDd 
of  The  O'SuUivan  were  such  as  to  defy 
description.  At  lengthy  bewildered  by  a  host 
of  unformed  phantoms  of  the  brain,  he  de- 
termined to  return  to  Lady  Janet's  apart- 
ment, and  to  be  guided  in  his  future  proceed- 
ings mainly  by  the  force  of  circumstances. 

On  re-entering  the  chamber,  he  found  her 
sunk  in  a  sleep,  which,  from  the  expression  of 
her  countenance,  he  clearly  saw  preceded 
that  of  death. 

Tiie  dreadful  intelligence  of  her  husband's 
decease  so  cruelly  communicated  had,  as  cal- 
culated, proved  too  much  for  her  gentle  spirit, 
which  in  a  few  short  hours  was  destined  to 
return  to  Him  who  gave  it.  Whether  re- 
morse, that  gangrene  of  the  soul,  or  the  milder 
attribute  of  pity,  filled  the  breast  of  The  0*Sul- 
livan  while  he  gazed  on  the  beautiful  being 
who  lay  before  him  as  his  dying  victim,  we 
have  no  means  of  deciding ;  but,  whatever  was 
the  cause,  he  sternly  rejected  the  diabolical 
suggestion  which  for  one  moment  rose  to  his 
mind  to  destroy  the  new-born  infant  after  its 
mother's  death  ;  and  mentally  swore  that 
banishment  to  a  foreign  land,  not  murder, 
should  be  the  fate  of  the  unconscious  babe 


THB  DSATfl-FLAG.  287 

who   lay  upon   the  bosom   of  an   expiring 
mother. 

No  sooner  was  the  Chiefs  determination 
formed  on  this  point,  than,  summoning  Dan 
Conoell  to  the  door  of  the  apartment,  he  in 
a  low  but  firm  voice  announced  it,  when  the 
devoted  Valley  de  cham,  not  daring  to  offer 
any  objection,  immediately  proposed  to  bring 
his  lately  widowed  sister,  Norah,  to  Ardea 
Castle  in  the  vi-ef-armw-way  already  men- 
tioned, in  order  to  act  as  future  Nurse  to  the 
unfortunate  infant. 

This  plan,  being  approved  by  llie  O'Sulli- 
van,  was  instantly  executed,  and — as  detailed 
in  Norah's  confession — she  arrived  just  in 
time  to  witness  the  closing  of  the  solemn 
scene  she  described  so  faithfully  to  Eva  at 
Ardea  Castle.  With  the  majority  of  the  inci- 
dents which  followed  that  event  the  reader 
is  already  acquainted.  The  pretended  Cap- 
tain Smith  has  been  long  since  recognised 
as  the  veritable  O'Sullivan-Beare.  Per- 
fectly unconscious  that  the  Marchioness  of 
Tullibardine  remained  in  France  after  the 
decease  of  her  Lord,  in  order  to  fulfil  his  last 
injunction  to  aid  the  Jacobite  party  there, 
the   Irish   Chief,    even    before    the    secret 
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burial  of  the  Lady  Janet  O'Sulliyan,  de- 
spatched Dan  Connell  and  his  sister,  with 
her  infant  charge,  in  one  of  his  Cutters,  to 
the  Gallic  shore.  There  the  trusty  Valley 
de  cham  settled  them  in  a  small  cottage  on 
the  coast  of  Bretagne,  which  he  little  ima- 
gined lay  at  a  short  distance  from  the  re- 
tired Chateau  occupied  by  the  Marchiouess 
of  TuUibardine. 

Delighted  at  having  the  heiress  of  Ardea 
Castle  placed  in  what  seemed  perfect  security 
from  all  danger  of  discovery,  Dan  Connell 
returned  to  Ireland,  where  his  Master  re- 
warded him  with  honours  and  thanks  innu- 
merable. 

After  the  farce  of  grief  for  the  death  of 
the  Chieftain  of  Ardea  had  been  duly  en- 
acted, The  O'Sullivan-Beare,  as  heir-at-law, 
took  possession  of  his  late  Cousin's  estate, 
litigation  having  terminated  in  favour  of  the 
deceased.  But,  probably  from  remorseful 
associations,  he  always  resided  at  Ross  Mac 
Owen,  in  preference  to  the  more  stately  edi- 
fice of  Ardea  Castle,  which  hence  fell  into  a 
state  of  utter  dilapiilation.  Incessantly  en- 
gaged in  illicit  traffic  with  most  of  the  coasts 
of  Europe,  "  Murty  the  Rover,"  as  he  was 
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often  popularly  called,  found  no  time  to  visit 
the  youthful  cousin  he  had  thus  shamefully 
defrauded,  for  whose  use,  however,  he  regu- 
larly sent  an  annual  stipend  to  Norah,  which 
was   always  brought   by  her  brother  Dan, 
who  in  his  capacity  of  confidential  ^^  Valley 
de  cham "  never  failed  to  insinuate  that  the 
sobriquet  of  "  Smith,"  addpted  by  his  Master, 
was  rendered  necessary  from  the  fact  of  Eva 
being  his  illegitimate  daughter  by  the  lady 
whom  Norah  had  seen  expire  in  the  Castle 
of  Ardea.      That  hint  was  ahvays  accom- 
panied by  an  injunction  never  to  breathe  it 
to  the  child,  who  was  ordered  to  be  brought 
up  in  the  belief  that  The  O'Sullivan   was 
her  legitimate  guardian,  appointed   by  her 
deceased   parents,  who,  owing  to  most  mys- 
terious and  dreadful  circumstance^^,  had  on 
their  death-beds  commanded  the   perpetual 
concealment  of  their  names  from  their  only 
surviving  offspring.     This  obligation,  sealed 
by  a  forced  oath,  was,  as  we  have  seen,  held 
binding  by  the  faithful  Norah,  though  men- 
tally she  questioned  the  truth  of  her  brother's 
insinuations,  and  doubted  the  veracity  of  the 
statements  she  received.      It  was   not  until 
her  lovely  charge   had  attained  the  age  of 
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ten  years  that  Ttie  O'SulHvan  coiilrl  with- 
draw himself  from  his  biwless  pursuits,  even 
for  the  visit  of  a  few  hours,  which  he  made 
alone  under  the  assumed  name  of  Captain 
Smith,  and  in  the  character  of  Era's 
guardian. 

On  tliat  occasion  futile  had  been  the 
Btrenuous  and  private  efforts  of  Norah  to 
arrive  at  the  truth  of  the  real  relation 
in  wliich  her  Cliiei'tain  stood  to  her  infant 
cliarfie.  The  ohi  story  was  insinuated  in 
stronger  terms  tlian  ever,  as  the  Chief  of 
Ross  Mac  Owen,  with  much  apparent  kind* 
ness,  stated  (witiiout  actuallj/  asserting  liis 
paternity)  a  determination  never  to  cast  the 
slur  of  illegitimacy  upon  Eva  Dillon.  This 
was  followed  by  a  repetition  of  his  resolution 
to  keep  her  always  in  a  foreign  country, 
and  to  act  Wie  part  of  a  generous  guardian 
through  future  life,  under  the  fictitious  name 
whicli  circumstances  never  to  be  revealed 
had  compelled  him  to  assume  towards  her. 
Though  the  sagiicious  Nurse  found  it  impos- 
sible to  school  her  mind  into  a  positive  belief 
of  all  her  Chief  so  studiously  endeavoured 
to  impress  upon  it,  jet,  unable  to  disprove 
his  assertions,  and  influenced  by  the  oath  she 
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had  been  forced  to  take  in  Ardea  Castle,  the 
faithful  creature  suffered  coustant  and  in- 
tense solicitude,  without,  as  she  conceived, 
the  power  of  gaining  certainty  or  alle- 
fiation. 

The  vicinity  of  the  Cottage  to  the  residence 
of  Lady  Tullil)ardine  had,   while  Eva  was 
yet  an  infant,  thrown  her  under  the  notice 
of  the   Marchioness,   who,  struck   with  her 
remarkable  beauty,  and  the  likeness  which 
each  revolving  year  more  fully  developed  to 
her  own  lost  daughter,  became  eventually  as 
much   attached  to  her  as  if  she   had  been 
aware  of  their  strong  ties  of  consiinguinity. 
The  mysterious  hints  which  Norah,  in  the 
beautiful  simplicity  of  her  character,  some- 
times let  fall  respecting  Eva's  history,  com- 
bined with  the  neglect  the  lovely  child  expe- 
rienced from  every  human  being  excepting 
her  devoted  Nurse,  increased  the  Lady  Tulli- 
bardine's  interest  in  her  behalf.     To  such  an 
extent  did  this   feeling  progress,  that  ulti- 
mately the  little  Eva  had,  as  the  reader  is 
aware,  almost  lived  at  the  Castle,  and  par- 
ticipated in  all  those  advanbiges  of  a  first- 
rate  education  received  by  Edith  O'Moore, 
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and  to  which,  on  the  score  of  birth  and  for- 
tune, the  latter  was  entitled. 

Those  circumstances,  however  favourable 
to  their  object,  it  was  deemed  prudent  to 
conceal  from  the  soi-<lisant  Captain  Smith 
and  Dan  Connell,  lest  any  interference  migbi 
be  made  to  deprive  the  youthful  Eva  of  sucl. 
important  benefits.  Besides,  as  long  as  the 
Marquis  of  Tullibardine  lived,  it  was  im 
portant  to  avoid  any  person  from  Greai 
Britain  who  might  report  his  political  acts 
and  conduct.  Hence  the  vicinity  and  ac- 
quaintance of  the  Lady  Tullibardine  had 
been  kept  a  profound  secret.  It  was  no 
slight  gratification  to  that  amiable  woman 
to  watch  the  exquisite  affection  which  Edith 
and  Eva — those  two  dear  children  of  her 
heart — evinced  towards  each  other.  Her 
own  sensibility,  and  acute  perception  of  all 
that  was  excellent  and  noble  in  character 
and  conduct,  led  her  to  set  a  just  value  on 
the  benefit  which  the  daughter  of  her  de- 
parted friend,  Lady  O'Moore,  would  derive 
from  comj)ai)ionship  with  and  attachment  to 
the  sweet  creature  whom  Providence  had 
thrown  in  her  path.     She  felt  the  cultiva- 
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tion  of  80  dear  a  tie  would  prevent  the 
growth  of  egotism  and  that  undue  self- 
importance  which  are  so  frequently  ob- 
servable in  the  character  of  an  only  child. 
The  result  was  in  exact  accordance  with 
her  calculations,  for  never  perhaps  were  the 
hearts  of  two  beings  more  closely  knit  to- 
gether than  those  of  Eva  and  Edith. 

As  years  rolled  on,  this  attachment  ac- 
quired a  solidity  beyond  the  power  of  any 
of  those  circumstances  which  influence  the 
ordinary  tide  of  human  affairs  to  subvert  or 
diminish^  and  was  a  sacred  bond  against 
even  an  approach  to  those  wretched  rivalries, 
vanities,  and  weaknesses  which  so  frequently 
prevent  the  existence  of  real  friendship  be- 
tween individuals  of  the  female  sex. 

Happy  in  the  confidence  and  love  of  those 
dear  children,  and  constantly  engaged  in 
developing  the  forces  of  their  minds  while 
studying  their  individual  characteristics. 
Lady  Tullibardine  found  balm  even  under 
the  anguish  her  husband's  death  inflicted, 
and  eventually  cherished  the  hope  of  re- 
flected happiness  in  days  to  come.  When 
the  precious  objects  of  all  this  care  and  soli- 
citude had    attained   the   age   of  girlhood. 
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Lord  Ogilvie,  in  the  early  prime  of  life  and 
genius,  made  a  visit  for  political  purposes 
to  the  Marchioness  of  Tullibardine.  Distin- 
guished— as  we  have  seen — ^in  the  victories 
that  attended  many  of  the  enterprises  of 
Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  the  perils  he 
had  thus  encountered,  and  the  constancy  he 
had  evinced,  justly  elevated  him  to  the  rank 
of  a  hero  in  the  estimation  of  the  young  and 
enthusiastic  beings  who,  under  the  chape- 
ronage  of  Lady  Tullibardine,  enjoyed  his 
companionship. 

Having  mixed  in  the  first  circles  of  the 
court  of  Louis  XV.,  then  the  focus  of  every- 
thing brilliant  and  attractive,  his  Lordship's 
manners  had  acquired  the  most  exquisite 
polish  and  refinement,  without  injury  to  the 
truth  and  purity  of  his  heart  He  had  that 
chivalric  and  heroic  perception  of  the  good 
and  the  beautiful  which  belongs  to  lofty  and 
idealizing  spirits,  and  when  thrown  into  the 
constant  society  of  all  that  was  enchanting 
in  feminine  beauty,  and  feminine  tenderness, 
the  natural  consequences  followed.  As  we 
already  know,  the  whole  force  of  passion 
and  depth  of  feeling  which  belonged  to 
Lord  Ogilvie*s  noble  character  were  called 
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forth,  and  fixed  upon  the  captivating  Eva. 
This  attachment,  we  need  not  say,  was  reci- 
procated with  intense  devotion  by  its  object. 
The  affections,  the  taste,  the  intellect,  the 
imagination,  all  entered  into  and  enhanced 
the  love  thus  mutually  shared ;  and  Nature, 
asserting  her  rights  as  superior  to  all  con- 
ventional distinctions,  gave  her  own  im- 
perishable talisman  to  guard  it  from  caprice, 
or  change,  or  blight.  Our  readers  have 
already  seen  that  Eva,  even  in  the  first 
moments  of  the  fairy  dream  of  poetry  and 
passion  which  met  her  on  the  threshold  of 
youth  to  lead  her  through  the  charmed  re- 
gions of  romance,  had  evinced  that  heroism 
of  character  which  rendered  the  welfare  of 
Lord  Ogilvie  far  dearer  than  her  own.  Ac- 
tuated by  this  sublime  feeling,  she  persisted 
in  a  determination  not  to  bestow  her  hand 
upon  the  man  she  so  fervently  loved,  until 
the  mystery  of  her  birth,  which  fell  like  a 
blight  upon  the  bloom  and  freshness  of  her 
heart,  should  be  removed.  Her  influence 
over  the  mind  of  Ogilvie  was  so  omnipotent, 
that,  unable  to  refuse  any  of  her  requests, 
he,  after  many  fruitless  efforts  to  alter  her 
resolution,  yielded  to  a  steadiness  belonging 
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to  her  character,  rather  than  to  Iter  years, 
and  consented  to  conceal  their  attachment 
eren  from  their  dearest  friends,  until  cir- 
cumstances should  prore  more  propitious  to 
its  aTowaL 

Thus,  for  many  months,  during  which 
our  hero  availed  himself  of  the  ever  hospi- 
table invitations  of  the  Marchioness  of  Tul- 
libardine  to  domesticate  beneath  her  roof, 
neither  her  Ladyship  nor  Edith  0*Moore 
was  in  the  slightest  degree  aware  of  the 
secret  of  the  lovers.  At  the  end  of  that 
time,  a  ''  trifle  light  as  air  "  accidentally  re- 
vealed it  to  both. 

Far  different  to  each  were  the  effects  of 
this  unintentional  disclosure. 

To  the  Marchioness,  notwithstanding  the 
poverty  and  mystery  which  still  surrounded 
her  beloved  protegee,  it  brought  extreme 
happiness,  from  the  conviction  that  a  bright 
future  awaited  the  child  of  her  adoption. 

To  Edith  O'Moore  it  revealed  the  hitherto 
unsuspected  fact  of  her  own  perchance  too 
great  idolatry  of  Ogilvie,  but  which  she  knew 
to  be  the  life  of  life  within  her!  In  that 
one  fatal  moment,  she  seemed  to  feel  the 
tangible  pressure  of  the  hand  of  fate,  direct- 
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iog  her  henceforth  through  the  desert  of 
existence  with  no  deeper  nor  more  earnest 
interest  to  lighten  its  gloom  than  that 
afforded  by  the  reflected  destinies  of  those 
she  loved.  Yet^  even  amid  the  agonies  of 
hopeless  passion,  this  consolation  was  hers 
— a  conviction  of  the  dignity  of  soul,  the 
moral  vrorth  of  its  object ;  for,  though  Edith's 
loss  was  great  in  proportion  to  the  pre-emi« 
nent  qualifications  of  the  man  she  loved,  yet 
her  tstrong  intellect  and  high  spirit,  even 
under  the'pressure  of  silent  anguish,  acknow- 
ledged the  vast  increase  of  suffering  which 
would  have  been  her  lot,  had  she  had  to 
endure  that  bitterest  of  earthly  miseries — 
the  bestowal  of  the  wealth  of  the  affections 
on  one  so  wholly  undeserving  of  the  trea- 
sure as  to  bring  the  blush  of  shame  to  the 
cheek — ^the  throb  of  burning  scorn  to  the 
heart !  This  must  ever  be  the  case  where 
the  certainty  exists  of  having  lavished  the 
richest  stores  of  feeling  upon  one  who  ought 
to  be  an  object  of  contempt  to  the  woman 
lured  on  and  wronged,  were  she  but  able  to 
despise  him — could  she  but  bestow  that 
wretched  requital  for  the  practised  hypocrisy 
which,  under  the  mask  of  love,  won  the  deep 
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devotion  of  her  heart  to  wrench  it  unto 
death !  A  woman  of  proper  spirit  will — at 
least  eventually — do  this ;  a  weak  one  never. 
But  from  such  a  humiliating  trial  Edith 
0*Moore  was  spared ;  and,  though  her  whole 
aspect  spoke  that  happiness  was  no  more 
within  her,  yet  she  bravely  bore  up  against 
the  blow,  which,  while  it  crushed  her  affec- 
tions, gave  strength  to  her  mind.  There 
was,  in  truth,  a  rare  nobility  of  power  in  the 
character  of  the  generous  Edith,  which,  at 
this  particular  point  of  her  history,  sustained 
her  in  a  manner  absolutely  inconceivable  to 
minds  differently  constituted  from  hers.  She 
but  too  well  knew  that,  in  as  far  as  self  was 
concerned,  the  event  so  unexpectedly  re- 
vealed laid  prostrate  all  her  dreams  of  future 
happiness.  She  felt  as  much  bereaved  of 
Ogilvie's  love  as  if  she  had  lost  it  by  the 
irrevocable  hand  of  death.  It  never  entered 
into  her  imagination  to  turn  to  new  ties,  or 
to  seek  in  another  that  love  which,  in  fond 
faith  and  delusion  of  heart,  she  had  hoped 
from  The  One  to  whom  the  virginity  of 
soul — the  youth  of  her  heart — the  treasure 
of  her  affections,  had  been  sacrificed !  But 
did  she  therefore  cease  to  watch  over,  and  to 
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pray  for,  the  happiness  of  that  dear  other 
selff 

No — unscathed  by  time,  unchanged  by 
circumstance^  the  devotion  of  her  lieart  rested 
upon  his  felicity  as  the  anchor  of  her  hopes. 
She  gloried  secretly  in  his  success — in  privacy 
poured  forth  her  sorrows  when  it  was  checked 
or  darkened  by  the  inevitable  troubles  of  life, 
and  felt  that  Ogilvie  would  ever  be  to  her  the 
all-in-all  of  earth — her  fondest  dream,  the 
hope  of  meeting  him  in  Heaven  !  The  moral 
power  of  a  love  like  this  was  so  exalted — it 
led  to  such  an  unbending  and  heroic  forget- 
fulness  of  self — that  Edith  O'Moore,  so  far 
from  feeling  jealous  of  the  sister  of  her 
heart,  was  animated  by  a  pure  spirit  of  affec- 
tion, which  enabled  her  to  rise  above  all  the 
baser  propensities  of  our  nature.  In  creating 
for  herself  the  blissful  hope  of  happiness  for 
Eva  and  Ogilvie  in  their  future  union,  she 
was  almost  indemnified  for  the  ruin  of  her 
own  human  visions,  the  memories  of  which 
she  hived  within  her  soul  uncommunicated 
to  the  world's  cold  ear,  and  treasured  with  a 
something  of  the  feeling  which  leads  us  to 
hang  garlands  on  the  tomb.  Her  resolu- 
tions were  in  accordance  with  the  loftiness  of 
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her  character.  She  continued,  therefore,  to 
pour  forth  the  devotion  of  her  feelings  upon 
Eva,  wiiile  shai-ing  all  her  youthful  hopes 
and  fears.  In  exercising  the  treasures  of  her 
own  exalted  mind  by  turning  that  of  her 
innocent  rival  to  the  cultivation  of  those 
tastes  and  pursuits  which  her  unerring  judg- 
ment indicated  as  most  likely  to  contribute 
to  the  respective  happiness  of  Eva  Hnd  Lord 
Ogilvie,  Edith  O'Moore  also  found  supremest 
consolation. 

Thus  the  two  superior  beings  who,  un- 
consciously, had  doomed  her  to  drain  the 
cup  of  unrequited  love  even  to  its  bitterest 
dregs,  became  the  objects  of  her  tenderest 
solicitude,  most  constant  care,  and  deepest 
comfort. 

But  though  the  mighty  source  of  hallowed 
affections  which  so  peculiarly  belonged  to 
Edith's  character,  thus  found  an  outlet  at 
once  so  noble  and  so  rare,  yet  the  perpetual 
effort  to  tear  from  her  heart  the  ruling,  and 
— when  TRUE — the  most  enduring  of  its  pas- 
sions, eventually  destroyed  her  health,  which 
drooped  and  withered  in  the  contest ;  for  the 
arrow  is  only  mortal,  when  winged  with  the 
agonies  of  unrequited  love.  As  soon,  therefore, 
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as  Mrs.  Sarsdale's  unexpected  invitation  ar- 
rived, Edith  at  once  accepted  it,  in  the 
hope  that  total  change  of  scene,  and  a 
cessation  from  constant  conversations  con- 
cerning him  whose  image  filled  her  thoughts, 
might  in  many  ways  prove  beneficial. 

Alas !  how  little  can  we  look  into  futurity, 
or  justly  anticipate  the  joys  or  sorrows  it 
may  bring !  That  fatal  visit  to  Ireland,  in 
giving  her  into  the  power  and  possession  of 
a  villain,  inflicted  a  blow  to  which  even  the 
agonies  of  her  young  heart,  when  first  it 
knew  the  pangs  of  blighted  hopes  and 
crushed  affections,  were  comparatively  light ! 

From  the  hour  of  that  fearful  era  in  her  his- 
tory, Edith  O'Moore  felt  that  the  last  gleams 
of  the  sunshine  of  the  heart  had  fled  for  ever. 

In  the  months  which  rolled  on  (how  hea- 
vily !)  during  her  wretched  captivity  in  the 
Pirates'  Cavern  at  the  Skelitr  Rocks,  she  had 
from  time  to  time  poured  forth  the  record  of 
her  feelings  upon  paper  to  relieve  their  fer- 
vent intensity,  which  she  had  been  enabled  to 
do  by  having  accidentally  discovered  writing 
materials  there.  But  her  main  occupation 
had  been  to  prepare  in  deep  humility  for  the 
last   great   change   from   time   to   eternity, 


woicii.  s  'Tne  ^fnnaM'J  to  the  bitterness  of 
surii  X  dise  jfi  ka%  could  €»ly  be  considered 
AS  'sitt  noise  LijetstmuMe  blessing. 

Ytfc  ff^rei  toe  solemn  daties  in  which  she 
wntf  ':h.d»  alincet  constantly  engaged,  never 
cbLnitfrxceii  the  united  images  of  £ya  and 
O^Tie  Dnxn  her  heart.  She  felt  she  would 
aa^e  *2i£d  a  itkHMand  deaths  to  give  them 
happiness — tieir  names  erer  mingled  with 
her  prayers  and  with  the  memories  of  the 
pa^t,  while  the  misery  of  the  present  found 
relief  in  the  fervent  supplications  she  was 
woot  to  offer  up  to  Heaven,  that  before  her 
tninsition  to  another  world  she  might  yet 
i^aze  once  more  upon,  and  know  the  fate  of, 
the  beloved  ones  in  this. 

How,  almost  miraculously,  that  ardent 
prayer  was  fulfilled,  the  reader  knows.  With 
the  grave  yawning  beneath  her  feet,  and 
under  the  deepest  pressure  of  the  dark  doom 
that  had  awaited  her,  the  holy  aspirations  of 
Edith  O'Moore  were  heard  and  granted  by  a 
merciful  Providence,  in  the  unexpected  man- 
ner which  has  been  recorded  in  the  pre- 
ceding pages.  The  result  shall  be  commu- 
nicated in  the  following  volume. 


NOTES. 


Note  L    See  page  63. 

The  "Fathers  of  the  Trinity"  were  a  religious  order 
founded  in  most  Catholic  countries  soon  after  the  Crusades  for 
the  purpose  of  exhorting  the  charitahle  to  contribute  what- 
erer  they  could  afford  to  the  relief  and  liberation  of  Christian 
ciptives. 

"  Numbers  from  this  benign  association  were  constantly 
employed  in  promoting  the  object  of  their  benevolent  calling 
by  preaching  and  other  means ;  and  the  money  collected  was 
placed  in  a  fund,  to  be  afterwards  devoted  to  the  ransom  of 
those  who  had  been  longest  in  captivity 

"  These  beneficent  ministers  of  peace  and  consolation, 
arriying  at  Algiers,  notify  their  pious  mission,  state  the  sum 
of  money  they  have  brought,  and  on  this  3|  per  cent,  is  paid 
when  landed,  besides  tuanza  to  the  Dey  and  his  ministers : 
without  the  scrupulous  performance  of  this  last  ceremony  it  is 
of  no  use  to  visit  the  coast  of  Barbary.  When  over,  the 
•Fathers'  are  provided  with  a  convenient  habitation  and  g(X)d 
interpreter.  Their  first  object  is  that  of  liberating  women  and 
children,  as  those  who  are  least  able  to  bear  the  sufferings  of 
captivity  ;  the  slaves  longest  in  Algiers,  and  whose  characters 
are  most  irreproachable,  become  the  second  care  of  the 
'  Fathers,'  each  bringing  forward  his  little  savings  to  com- 
plete the  sum  required  for  his  ransom :  this  is  fixed  by  the 
Dey. 

"  When  the  ransom  is  paid  the  slaves  are  given  up  to  their 

deliverers ;  upon  which  a  white  cloak  is  presented  to  each. 

.  This  is  followed  by  the  celebration  of  a  solemn  mass  in  the 


1  pfWMaion  is  Ihen  fonned  to  the  Fuel- 
Bdk,  ^HV  a*  Uirit,  or  attntatioQ  of  freedom,  is  delimei 
to  (he  'rUkOB^'^u  take  their  lorwil  leave  of  bii  Uighna. 
nd  dtortlr  allgr  emtintie  tbe  procession  to  llie  place  of 
aalaABtiOD,  deody  Tslcfaed,  however,  hf  the  Turfai,  M 
|f>ereat  tnj  slave  vbe  naj  not  have  paid  the  ranaom  gl>^ 
iBU  iL" — Sw  Paunti'i '  Besiiknoe  in  Algicra.' 


Kvtx  IL     See  page  CB. 

**  n>  CVfb'* — An  aoaHmt  oT  that  extnoidinaty  Iu>IiU> 
tim,  Scteted  V*  lE*C[ifaenas  of  Oirar.  haa  been  preserved. 

TW  diT  after  Chur  arrired,  thiaking  it  time  ia  nmore 
&aoi  MalUcioir.  he  o.-:ii!ncit\i  tlie  Priiiw  and  his  atlendaati 
tk?  a  li"'e  shieling  termed  L'iskcliibra,  which,  though  dmd- 
fc'ly  sTsokr  and  cnciMnfortable,  was  more  eligible  in  other 
Ksmtj  as  a  place  of  concealmeDt.  Charles  expressed  no 
i;i-r:ECiijur  a:  the  daayremeiu  of  this  miserable  abode,  in 
whii-h  thfv  remained  two  days  and  nights.  They  then 
leii^'^veil  to  a  habitation,  the  most  remarkable  in  nbidi 
Char'.es  hid  yet  been — a  curious  half-aerial  boose  called 
TV  C-Nf,  sitoated  in  tbe  wild  recesses  of  the  greftt  mo)m- 
tai^  ■>!  Benalder,  and  which  seemed  to  promise  the  most 
eSv^uii  I'TWeciion  that  could  be  desired. 

i.'Iuny~£  own  deacriptku  of  "  the  Cage  "  has  fortnnalely 
Iwea  prescrred. 

"  It  was  siloited  in  tbe  face  of  a  very  rounh,  high,  and 
T>vkr  mountain  called  Letlemilich,  a  part  of  Beoalder,  foil 
t-f  ^twil  5toces  and  crevice;*,  and  some  scattered  wood  int«r- 
.«;vrs«d.  The  bouse  was  wiibin  a  small  thick  bush  of  wood. 
The:^  were  first  some  rows  of  trees  laid  down,  in  order  to 
levol  a  SvV*  for  ihe  habitation,  and,  as  the  place  was  steep, 
thi«  raised  the  lower  side  to  an  equal  height  with  the  other; 
and  these  trees,  in  tbe  way  of  joists  or  planks,  were  leveUed 
wi;h  Mrth  and  gtaveUed.    There  wer«  betwixt  th«  trew, 
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growing  naturally  on  their  own  roots,  some  stakes  fixed  in 
tlie  eaitli,  whichy  with  the  trees,  were  interwoven  with  ropes, 
made  of  heath  and  birch  twigs,  up  to  the  top  of  the  cage,  it 
being  of  a  round  or  oval  shape ;  and  the  whole  thatched  or 
oorered  over  with  fog  (moss).  This  whole  fabric  hung,  as  it 
were,  by  a  large  tree,  which  reclined  from  the  one  eud  all 
along  ihe  roof  to  the  other,  and  which  gave  it  the  name  of 
the  Cage. 

*'  By  chance  there  happened  to  be  two  stones  at  a  small 
distance  from  one  another,  in  the  side  next  the  precipice, 
resembling  the  pillars  of  a  chimney,  where  the  fire  was 
placed.  The  smoke  had  its  vent  out  here,  all  along  the  face 
of  the  rock,  which  was  so  much  of  the  same  colour  that  one 
eoold  discover  no  difference  in  the  clearest  day.  The  Cage 
was  no  larger  than  to  contain  six  or  seven  persons,  four  of 
whom  were  frequently  employed  playing  at  cards,  one  idle 
Inddng  on,  one  baking,  and  the  other  firing  bread  and 
cooking. 

**  Charles  resided  in  this  romantic  retreat  from  the  2nd  till 
the  13th  of  September,  and  it  was  destined  to  be  his  last 
place  of  concealment  in  Scotland." — Chambers, 


Note  III.    See  page  101. 

Of  some  of  the  individuals  belonging  to  the  Ardca  branch 
of  this  family  the  following  curious  particulars  are  given  by 
Mr.  M'Gee  in  his  interesting  *  Gallery  of  Irish  Writers  of 
the  Seventeenth  Century :' — 

**  In  the  year  1600  the  castle  of  Dun-buidhe  hung  on  the  rocky 
eoait  of  Bantry  like  an  eagle'i  eyrie,  covering  with  iti  loopi  the 
ntrance  into  Bearhftven.  A  noble  brood  were  fhey  who  nestled 
mder  its  roof,  rocked  in  their  youth  by  the  ocean  blast,  piped  to  by 
the  curlew,  and  buffeted  by  the  breakers  to  make  them  sturdy,  and 
fctiless  offence  with  the  elements.     The  0*Sullivans  Beare  were  a 
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high  nee  once,^-eTen  then  they  were  not  to  be  jcited  wilk,  TW 
O'Brien  and  M'Caara  in  earlier  timet  had  acaice  deeper  rooli  in 
Mnnster,  or  more  nnmeroui  ofbhooti,  than  had  the  lorda  of  Dun- 
kerron  and  Dun^buidhe.  Of  the  latter  branch  wai  bom  the  tailor- 
author  whote  name  ttandt  abore,  whoee  hittory  followt. 

«  While  a  youth  he  wai  tent  to  Santiago  de  Compottella  for  the 
benefit  of  a  Spanish  education.  Here  be  contracted  to  tCrong  a  |iar- 
tiality  for  the  Spanish  nation,  that  he  entered  into  its  naTal  serrice^ 
and  was  soon  distinguished  for  bravery  and  ability.  At  that  time 
the  ill-judgment  of  one  man,  Don  Juan  de  Agaila,  by  hit  treaty 
with  Mountjoy  in  1602,  gave  a  death-blow  to  the  protperity  of  thai 
league,  and  caused  the  destruction  of  the  &mi]y  of  DoD4midbfr 
It  was  in  this  manner : — Don  Juan  in  his  Kinsale  caintalationt  had 
agreed  to  admit  Spanish  garritont.  Amongst  tlMoe  wat  Dan4iaidbe, 
but  herein  the  Spaniard  had  reckoned  without  his  host.  The  0*80!- 
livan-Beare  was  then  an  old  man  of  more  than  ninety  years ;  but  he 
had  for  castellan  one  M'Geoghan,  as  brave  a  soldier  as  ever  broke 
bread.  When  he  was  summoned  to  give  up  the  key  to  BearhavcD, 
he  boldly  refused ;  and  while  the  height  of  a  breast-work  remained 
of  its  walls,  he  and  bis  brave  fellows  fought  behind.  The  site  of  the 
fortress  was  at  last  won,  and  the  few  survivors  of  its  garrison  cmdly 
extirpated.*  This  loss  led  to  the  flight  of  the  chief>ain*s  family, 
who,  following  the  example  of  Hugh  Roe  ODonnell  ami  his  com- 
panions, sailed  for  Spain.  They  consisted  of  Donald  O'SulIivan- 
Beare,  the  patriarchal  chieilaiu  and  his  wife,  his  son  Daniel  or  Do- 
nald, and  two  daughters,  Helen  and  Norah.  They  arrived  safe  in 
the  harbour  of  Corunna,  where  they  took  up  their  abode,  and  Donald 
followed  the  fortunes  of  his  brotlier  Philip  upon  the  sea.  But  one  death 
after  another  at  last  left  Philip  alone  in  the  world.  IX>nald  was  killed 
in  an  encounter  with  (be  Turks ;  his  father,  in  his  hundredth  yetr, 
died  at  Corunna,  and  was  soon  followed  by  the  life-long  partner  of 
his  care* ;  Norah  entered  a  convent,  and  assumed  the  veil ;  and 
Helen,  returning  to  Ireland,  was  lost  at  snu  It  is  hard  to  imagine 
a  more  tragic  dispersion  of  a  household. 

**  Walter  Harris  blames  this  man  for  hating  England.     If  he  did 
not,  he  would  be  more  than  mortal,  or  baser  than  the  brute.    From 


"  Mitchel's  Aodh  O'Neill,"  p.  317. 
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his  earliest  life  he  bad  seen  nothing  but  treachery  and  blocdthirsti- 
nesi  among  the  people  of  that  coantry>  Why  should  he  not  luite 
them  with  an  intense  hate?  He  did  so,  as  was  natural  to  his 
homit  heart ;  and  this  antipathy  was  to  him  a  holy  feeling — what 
ambitioD  has  been  to  othen,  an  inspiration  and  a  stay.  It  wai  to  him 
fnands,  family,  inducement,  and  rewanl.  With  his  ship  upon  the  sea, 
^th  hu  pmi  in  peace,  it  was  the  guiding  spirit  of  his  labours.  How 
hm  rantt  hafv  longed  to  square  accounts  with  England  by  gun  and 
ttwl !— bat  the  Spanish  wan  in  the  Netherlands  and  in  Italy  rose  to 
fnvcDt  the  gratification  of  his  desire.  Though  now  a  captain  iu 
tfw  Spanish  navy,  he  seems  to  have  been  much  in  the  harboun  of 
Am  Peninsula,  and  Tery  busily  engaged  in  the  composition  of  bit 
Urtorical  works.  The  spirit  of  the  age  had  ofUn  placed  the  historic 
pen  and  the  chart  in  the  same  hands.  Cervantes  had  lefr  an  arm 
bdund  at  I«epantio— Lopei  had  sailed  in  the  Armada — Camoens  had 
doubled  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  with  De  Gama — and  Raleigh  had 
ooMted  Eastern  America  from  north  to  south.  O'SuUivau  may 
jnatly  be  added  to  the  list  of  those  inspired  marinen. 

**  In  1621  was  published  at  Lisbon,  after  having  passed  the  ordeal 
of  eanoonbip^  the  Latin  work  of  O'Sullivan  known  as  'The  Catholic 
History/  It  is  now  a  rare  work."  A  brief  summary  of  its  contents 
may  not  be  considered  as  irreleranL  It  is  in  one  Tolume  quarto, 
dirided  into  four  tomes,  subdivided  into  books,  and  dedicated  to 


^  "  In  the  4th  tome  of  his  *  Catholic  History  *  he  gives  a  graphic 
•eeount  of  his  uncle^s  asnssination  by  Brown,  an  Englishman. 
This  man  had  been  fostered  in  his  uncle's  house  and  protected,  and 
yet  he  offered  his  protector  insolence  and  indignity.  Philip  thereon 
challenged  him  to  the  duel,  and  they  were  accompanied  to  the  field 
by  an  immense  concoune  of  people ;  amongst  othen  by  the  old  chief, 
who  stood  by  during  the  combat.  They  fought  with  swords,  and  the 
Englishman  was  disarmed  and  craved  his  life.  He  then  turned  from 
the  spot,  and  walking  over  to  where  stood  his  unsus{)ectiEg  benefactor 
he  pulled  a  dagger  from  his  belt  and  struck  him  to  the  heart. 
Why  should  Pliilip  O'Sullivan  be  blamed  for  an  antipathy  to  the 
country  of  such  wretches  as  tliis,  and  as  the  butchers  of  the  brave 
M-Geoghanf 

'  **  There  are  copies  in  the  library  of  the  R.  I.  Academy,  and  in 
Msith's  library,  Dubluu" 


Pbilip  rfq  nbo  tikd  jiut  ueemlrd  (he  Sp>Duli  Ibroiu.   U  W 
nmr,  ve  bclicTT,  beta  tnnitatetl  inla  Kngliib. 

•■  Tome  i.  coulmioa  «  iapop*fA<J  of  Ixltud,  hj^hl J  ctWllld  bj 
Bairi*.  vbo  tematlii  that,  Aotn  nailing  it,  oiie  •rould  ■on*'*  '^ 
Mitboi  pcnoia.ll]'  acqnAidtAl  ■)<ti  rrrrir  |iaiuli  iu  Inland. 

"TotDt  ii.  U  iliToted  to  h  m-nl  inl««fing  MBoont  rf  il«  pil- 
fiimage  ol  Don  Bunun  de  Pfril  I«  hi  St.  Putrick'i  PoijBUt;,  w 
•  nlatioo  of  bo*  he  then  |bbhI  tbr  Di^hl,  and  wbal  itnaiKe  lifUl 
b*  ■■«.  Nor  miBl  we  ■upjuac  (Hinelis  priiUfged  ID  dtm  11  tin 
gnriiT  Tiih  which  he  ileUil*  Uw  nunUite.  The  funoui  oueot 
Lgngti  Derg  bail  long  been  bq  Dli|ecl  uf  t-«i«nt>oii  and  •  mhJNt 
Ibc  leuiu  tbnogboul  Europe.  Il  i*  nid  by  ibe  Isu-ned  Faiha  Pioot. 
■bal  Mnie*  concm  of  Id  waaden  in  Italy  gare  Dame  llie  ISn>  hint 
W  Ua  *I1  Puisanria'*  AiioMo  give*  it  a  tuiua  la  liii  '  Orltmla 
hrioB;'  and  Cildeiun,  at  a  Bninhal  Ulet  day,  maijf  il  dx 
pnuadrak  for  a  drama  playni  bvfore  the  cutifl  of  the  EicuruJ- 
AieuWuiW  n^soTKingltdirard  IhfThiid  of  £1,^1^,(1,  •royal 
cenilkale  wat  gixo  to  Malalola  Unganu  de  Armenio,  a  roRipi 
Boblff&an,  Htting  forth  that  be  had  boaajidt  beai  a  lodger  in  ttl 
mnlical  dcplhi  from  muet  until  ninnK.*  O'SuiliTan  wn  not 
bchiitd  hii  age  in  writing  fail  nanatiTe,  noi  wai  Don  Bamoodt 
Perilltw  io  undettatiog  bit  pilgrimage^ 

~  Tome  ill.  ontains  an  accouot  of  tbe  Eogliih  in  Ireland,  from 
ibe  inraiiim  of  Henry  Fiti-  Emjnii  Iu  the  year  of  grace  I SSS— tba 
dale  of  the  Toyagc  of  the  Amada. 

-  Tocoe  ii.  amtiniMt  tbi*  aanaliuD  up  (□  (he  year  of  grac* 
16  IS, 

'  Hw  iwd  LutR  dirisioDa  of  die  work  are  Ihwe  moit  worthy  to 
be  calleJ  huiufiral.  Many  TaluaLle  documeuU  are  therein  gi*ea, 
wiikoul  >)ucb  DO  cue  can  tightly  uodtnUiHt  the  naCme  of  tba 
UibeiTM-Siani^  alliaiKe.  Tbe  letter  of  Donald  O'Sulli ran- Bean 
to  tbe  King  of  Spatii,  aunplalning  of  tbe  terma  of  De  Agnila'i 
CiiNale  rap'flaiigD ;  tbe  itatement  of  Catholic  gtierancca,  by  Flo- 
mm  C<an>T  ;  and  other  moat  inttmtiug  papen,  are  included  iu  it. 
Hr  alw  beXDvi  miicb  attention  upoo  tbe  wan  of  O'Neill  and 
OUomII  agaiiM  QiMRi  Elinbtth.     ■  He  it  the  only  writer,'  aya 
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Mr.  Milchel,  '  Iriih  or  foreign,  who  giref  id  intelligible  account  o 
O'Neili'a  bAttlo.'  Ai  Aodb  O'Neill  had  been  bimeelf  but  a  few 
ymn  belbce  in  Spain,  it  it  not  unlikely  that  be  had  iiiformatioc 
upon  tbcM  oceumoofli  from  the  veteran  warrior  bimaelf.  Yet  thi* 
ii  high  prain  tar  a  work  written  in  Portugal,  and  by  one  who  could 
havt  no  petional  knowledge  of  the  battlei  he  hai  deieribed. 

*  A  gvMt  feature  in  0^ullivan*t  story  it  hit  controreny  witl 
UihCT  abont  the  aneieDt  Irish  church.    He  had  written  a  life  o 
81.  Mocfana,  an  ancient  Bishop  of  Meath,  which  work  fell  under  tlu 
caiiauie  of  the  antiquarian  Primate,  then  occupying  the  same  set 
hfantrif.     On  the  publication  of  Usher's  work,  *  The  Antiquities  o* 
tfw  Irish  ami  British  Churches,*  O'Sullivan  retorted,  and  Usher 
rqoined.    The  controversy  was  bitterly  personal.    '  He  [O'Sullivanl 
n,'  sayt  Usher,  *  as  egregious  a  liar  as  any,  I  believe,  that  this  day 
hraatbeth  in  Christendom.*    Lynch,  in  accounting  for  him,  remarki 
tiiat  he  was  a  man-of-war,  and  '  wrote  as  fiercely  as  lie  fought.*    In 
the  University  library,  in  Dublin,  among  other  of  Usher's  books,  ii 
a  copy  of  0'Sullivan*s  reply,  with  every  epithet  disparaging  to  the 
Primate  (and  they  were  not  very  thinly  sown)  carefully  cut  out  fron 
beginning  to  end.   A  singular  illustration  of  the  soreness  of  offendei 
ttlf-love  in  great  writers. 

*'  Growing  out  of  theTormer  discussion,  and  connected  with  it,  were 
his  contests  with  tome  learned  Thebaiis,  natives  of  North  Britain.— 
lliete  bad  lately  opened  up  a  new  field  of  historic  controversy. 
pioneered  by  Buchanan.  It  was  all  about  the  terms  Scota  Majoi 
and  Seota  Minor,  the  Caledonians  contending  that  the  lesser  wa: 
the  greater  country.  They  would  have  it,  that  every  man  recorded 
witli  credit,  as  a  Scot,  was  bom  north  of  the  Tweed  and  educated 
at  St.  Andrew's.  I'hey  even  laid  bands  upon  the  Calendar  ot 
Saints,  and  Dempster  and  David  Camerarius,  with  iconoclastic 
teal,  began  to  untenant  every  niche  in  the  national  temple  of  Ire- 
land, and  thence  to  build  up  a  pyramid  of  piety  and  learning  on 
their  own  soil.  The  O'SuIlivan  Beare  could  not  see  these  profane 
doings  unmoved,  and  so  he  knotted  a  scourge  of  caustic  argument 
and  strong  proofs,  and,  bundling  together  Richard  Staniburat  and 
the  Scots,  scourged  them  vigonnuly.  This  work  he  entitled 
'Zoilumastii.'  It  was  licensed  with  great  unclion  by  the  censors 
of  the  Portuguese  Inquisition,  and  Mendozo,  a  native  poet,  prefixed 
some  laudatory  Latin  lines  to  its  contents. 
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tmi..  xnc  tiier 
-vizici  UkUmn  tik. 


-:r   :f»  PL"iy 


at    LiiboB  a  fnrtlMr 

"  Actumii:  nf  Sc  Pcnck't  Pajgaami."  Ptfnck  Ljbca,  m  bit  *ljfe 
•of  Si.  fus-icc'a  «^:n  of  CDDBAcrMt^e  renKrck,  u ji.  *  ke  wrote  hk 
-  Ph.'T^rtai.  Decki.'  ar  "LiJ*  of  St.  Paa^lck.'*  ia  elcfant  L^in; 
i:  KiijThiitf  '.€£  iiDCttL  fcxid  vai  Tvi&ted  ax  Madnd  in  1629.'  Tbit 
wax  If  aOK-  aautimed  tj  Hairii  iu  hu  Toesnoir  of  our  vl«'i 
■:a«:>«  :iu:  rhUie;  hj  d«s-;in:vT  tcrziu.  U«  oonsiden  O'SuUiraa 
virv  :niT  cif  c:«i>  *  i«caaf«  he  adduce*  xm>  ansikoritT  ;*  bat  Lmcb 
STi  riia:  >«  uai  before  him,  vh  Je  vriTioy  bit '  Deead.*  *  tvo  of  the 
■wet  kZiciezAi  Lres  of  tue  wiat  probabl  j  in  csigtence.  ai  creditable 
TiiQcbcvV  AlmctTift  far  frooD  baring  cKapcd  t:«e  feerailin;  cr^ 
dn'.irT  tit  rsit  oid  eccMsiacr^cal  writm^  bif  vork  b  rerv  often  nxn- 
tijaed  tj  tiie  vki^Atrat  aiy  iu  tbe  main,  a  depeiid^ble  aad  well-coD- 
siderei  pnfonnazKv. 

■^Tbe  ti!i»*  cf  Rrenl  fnritire  pieces  hare  been  pfcaerred  ai 
vnr.eii  by  Lim.  *  A  Leitcr  to  Father  Caiitvell,  of  the  Socierr  of 
Jesus'  tirprip  bim  to  complete  and  publisb  an  emhrro  Iriib 
bisU'nr :  and  *  A  Latin  Elegr  upon  tbe  deatb  of  bij  father  and 
mother,  azjd  ttje  Hid  fate  of  hit  familr,*  were  oi  tb^t  number. 


•  **  For  a  bi/iilr  interetiin;  account  uf  tbese  renerable  penou, 
ttt  Tod  i'i  •  Hitiory  of  tbe  .\iicient  Cburch  in  Ireland.*  "—London, 
1bl5. 

f  "'LifeofSt.  Patrick,-'  p.  72.^Dublin,  ISIO. 
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*'  Little  more  lemainf  to  my  of  this  gallant  pentmao.  Where 
liie  cyee  were  closed — whether  a  friendly  hand  imoothed  hia  death- 
bed pillow — are  ai  yet  leereta.  Whether  he  fell  in  naval  battle  or 
disd  oo  land  whether  he  retained  his  Spani^  captaincy,  or,  enter- 
%a§  a  eomrcnt^  became  a  mortified  reduie,  may  yet  be  determined. 
Bat  be  tbe  "**""—'  cf  hit  death  what  it  might,  he  haa  daimi  upon 
■OMmbrance  which  no  fteak  of  fortune  could  diminish  or  take 

ly.  He  ftands  before  us  a  simple  and  easily  understood  character 
«— ftuk,  and  betimes  choleric,  with  great  ikith  in  his  own  religion, 
and  gnat  devotion  to  his  country.  He  is  almost  the  only  Irish 
layman  who,  living  abroad  and  serving  a  foreign  monarch,  never 
fiHgot  that  bis  first  duty  was  to  his  birth-land — never  forgot  that  his 
gifts  and  fortune  were  to  be  used  for  her  benefit  and  honour.  And 
let  ua  be  just  to  the  Kings  of  the  House  of  Hapsburg,  who  were  the 
fticnds  of  the  .Irish  soldier  and  the  Irish  scholar  in  those  daya 
Thsir  line  is  gone,  their  throne  is  crumbled,  their  palaces  and  gar- 
dens and  wealth  survive  but  in  romance,  yet  they  were  friends  to 
our  lathers^  and  their  misfortunes  shall  not  chill  our  gratitude 
Itowards  tbem.  Their  tombs  may  be  destroyed,  tlieir  inscriptions 
ifiued :  but  while  Irish  hearts  abide  in  the  world  their  memories 
win  find  dwelliDgs;  and  who  will  dislodge  them  thence  Y** 
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"Has  Godlike  Charlai  (lodi  matdtlea  floriM  pMt) 
UmqacT'd  ao  oft,  to  be  nbdoed  at  Uit  ?" 

Odb  it  a  Scotch  Owwiomm  n  1746. 

**  A  nre  of  nigfed  marinen  are  theae, 
UnpolUi'd  men,  and  hoist*roaa  aa  tlwlr  aeaa ; 
The  native  lalandm  alone  their  care. 
And  hateful  he  that  breathea  a  foreign  air." 

FbPB. 

*  ril  read  yon  matter  deep  and  danaerona ; 
Aa  fUl  M  peril  and  advent'roaa  ajNrit, 
Aa  to  o'er  walk  a  cnrrent,  roaring  loud. 
On  the  anateadfaat  footing  of  a  apear  .** 

Shaupiahi. 
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THE   DEATH-FLAG. 


CHAPTER  I. 

**  Oh !  who  the  exquisite  delight  can  tell, 
The  joy  which  mutual  confidence  imparts  ? 
Or  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakahle 
Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  faithful  hearts  ?** 

TlQHE. 


**  How  rich  that  forehead's  calm  expanse ! 
How  bright  that  heaven-directed  glance  I" 


WORDBWOBTH. 


*'  Her  joyous  presence  and  sweet  company 
In  full  content  he  there  did  long  epjpy." 

Spenser's  Faerie  Quebne. 

"  Love,  such  as  young  hearts  and  noble  natures  sometimes 
Teel,  what  poets  have  imagined,  what  philosophers  have 
Icmbted,  and  the  worldly-minded  have  scoffed  at  and  denied.'* 
—Ada  Rbis. 

From  the  moment  Miss  O'Moore  was  re- 
stored to  the  hosom  of  her  friends,  a  ray  of 
peace  from  heaven  settled  on  her  soul,  and 
the  matchless  beauty  of  her  character  shone 
forth  hallowed  and  purified  by  the  ordeal  of 
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affliction  she  had  passed,  until  it  attained  a 
degree  of  perfection  nearly  allied  to  that 
which  beatified  spirits  possess  beyond  the 
tomb.  She  well  knew  that  her  days  were 
numbered,  and  would  soon  close  on  earth, 
which  conviction,  confined  as  it  was  exclu- 
sively to  her  own  breast,  awoke  such  an 
intense  anxiety  to  bring  the  fate  of  the  lovers 
to  H  happy  climax  ere  she  was  summoned  to 
leave  them  eternally,  that,  with  a  zeal  and 
activity  which  blinded  every  one  to  her  real 
state  of  health,  she  incessantly  employed 
every  measure  calculated  to  promote  her 
dearest  earthly  object. 

This  it  was  which  led  the  heroic  EMith  to 
hold  the  conversation  with,  and  to  impart 
the  details  to  Lord  Ogilvie,  which  we  have 
communicated.  She  concealed  nothing  from 
him,  except  the  history  of  her  own  heart; 
that  she  buried  in  its  inmost  and  most  sacred 
recesses.  Extraordinarv  excitement  and  ha- 
bitual  self-control  lent  her  not  only  strength 
to  act  thus,  but  gave  a  stinmlus,  which, 
though  transient,  was  sufficiently  powerful 
to  sustain  her  to  the  close  of  the  trying  scene 
we  have  described.  When  all  that  was  ne- 
cessary had  been  revealed  to  the  astonished 
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and  delighted  Ogilvie,  Edith  summoDed  Eva 
to  their  presence,  and,  opening  the  interview 
by  frankly  acknowledging  all  the  confidential 
disclosures  she  had  made  in  order  to  relieve 
our  hero*8  mind,  she  solemnly  joined  the 
hands  of  the  enraptured  lovers,  and  having 
breathed  a  short  but  fervent  blessing  on  their 
future  union,  she  left  them  to  the  revelations 
of  the  past,  the  felicity  of  the  present,  and 
tbe  brilliant  expectations  of  the  days  that 
were  to  come ! 

Hours  passed  as  moments  in  this  delicious 
communion  of  mind,  during  which  the  now 
bappy  Ogilvie,  not  only  succeeded  in  inducing 
Eva  to   forgive   the   betrayal    of  her   little 
secret  in  regard  to  the  prospect  of  her  suc- 
cession to  the  Ardea  estate,  but  even  secured 
ber  promise  that  the  solemnization  of  their 
nuptials  should  antedate  the  termination  of 
^be  delays  so  customary  with  the  tedious  tor- 
^s  of  the  law.     Love  is  a  potent  enchanter, 
^^iy  using  his  arrow  as  a  magic  wand  over 
^*^e  hearts  enthralled  and  subjugated  by  his 
power,  makes  them  forgetful  of  all  but  the 
^'^toxicating  rapture  of  that  spell. 

Ihus  was  it  now — thus  has  it  ever  been, 
*'^U  despite  of  human  wisdom  thus  will  it  be 
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to  the  end  of  time !  Eva,  with  the  true 
unselfishness  of  woman,  was  the  first  to 
remember  tliat  henealh  the  roof  whicli  wit- 
nessed the  removal  of  so  many  doubts  and 
fears,  were  other  hearts  fervently  praying  far 
her  felicity,  and  yet  in  ignorance  of  much 
that  had  promoted  it.  With  this  recollection, 
our  heroine  found  courage  to  resist  the  sup- 
plications of  her  lover  to  prolong  still  further 
the  outpouring  of  their  souls'  euiolions. 
Shaking  her  pretty  head  in  playful  auger, 
she  persisted  in  her  deterjiiination  to  end  the 
tete-a-tete,  and  with  the  buoyant  step  of  youth 
and  happiness  she  flew  on  the  wings  of 
hope  and  joy  to  summon  Edith,  Mrs.  Sars- 
dale,  "  dear  old  Nurse,"  and  Jessie  Campbell, 
to  the  room.  Looking  absolutely  radiant  in 
her  bashful  sweetness,  Eva  soon  returned 
and  ushered  in  her  companions,  who,  sur- 
prised at  the  unexpected  presence  of  Lord 
Ogilvie,  manifested,  each  in  her  own  peculiar 
manner,  the  pleasure  it  occasioned. 

Edith  came  not ;  a  headache  pleaded  her 
excuse, — that  never- failing  apology  when 
the  heart  of  woman  is  "  disquieted  within." 

In  smothered  accents,  and  tears  which 
struggled  witli  a  soft,  bewitching  smile,  Eva 
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l^esought  Lord  Ogilvie  to  withhold  no  con- 
fideoces  from  the  friends  arouud  her.  Scarcely 
had  this  request  escaped  her  lips,  ere  with 
sobs  of  joy  and  thankfulness  she  threw  her* 
self  upon  the  bosom  of  her  faithful  Nurse 
and  hid  her  blushes  there.     Jessie  Campbell, 
who  long  since  had  been  made  au  fait  to 
previous  and  existing  circumstances  when, — 
io  return  for  her  memorable  disclosures, — she 
had  been  admitted  to  the  hearts  and  con- 
fidences of  all  the  family  at  Sarsdale   villa, 
now  gazed  in  unbounded  delight  upon  the 
daughter  of  the  noble  Mistress  she  had  loved 
and  served  so  well.     The  respect  and  atten- 
tions ever  shown  to  her  were  shared  without  a 
spark  of  jealousy  bv  the  excellent  and  faithful 
Norah,  who,  to    use  her   primitive    phrase- 
ology,  "just  doted  down  upon   the  darlint 
kidnapped  crathur,  now  she  was  agin  o'  the 
Catholic  artology,*  though  once  she  did  wear 
undacent   breeches,    an'   lived    alongside   iv 
them    outlandish    forrin    man-monsther    he- 
retics, wid  big  turbotsf — purtect  us ! — cock'd 
on  their  crazy  numsculls." 

Mrs.  Sarsdale,  with  stately  primness,  but 
with  not  less  sincerity  than  that  which  ac- 

•  Theology.  t  Turbans. 
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tuated  the  humbler  personages  of  our  drama, 
offered  her  congratulations,  as  Lord  Ogilvie, 
having  briefly  given  every  information  to  his 
sympathizing  auditors,  concluded  the  dis- 
closures which  announced  him  to  be  the  hap- 
piest of  men. 

But  on  the  various  feelings  of  the  joyous 
group  we  have  not  time  t^  linger.  Suffice 
it  to  say,  that  our  hero's  iclaircissement  gave 
pleasure  and  peace  to  every  bosom,  mingled 
with  thankfulness  to  that  beneficent  Provi- 
dence who  had  brought  the  long  and  weary 
trials  of  true  and  honourable  love  to  such  a 
felicitous  conclusion. 

Gently  disengaging  Eva  from  the  arms  of 
her  Nurse  as  he  ended  his  short  but  blissful 
avowal,  Lord  Ogilvie  clasped  her  in  his  own, 
with  a  long  fond  embrace,  which  included 
the  passionate  tenderness  of  years,  mingled 
with  the  remembrance  of  past  sufferings, 
anxieties,  and  disappointments. 

The  next  instant,  in  all  the  pride  of  happy 
love,  his  whole  aspect  redolent  with  the  feel- 
ings of  his  heart,  he  gazed  with  rapture  on 
the  blushing  creature  who  had  softly  extri- 
cated herself  from  his  encircling  arms.  With 
eyes  beaming  the  light  of  intense  affection, 
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he  seemed  as  it  were  to  drink  in  the  mur* 
mured  wonis  with  which  in  sweet  confusion 
she  answered  the  gratulations  of  her  friends ; 
and  while  thus,  in  the  rush  of  heaven-born 
feelings,  the  enraptured  Ogilvie  dwelt  on  the 
perfection  of  Eva's  beauty  and  her  polished 
grace,  he  looked  the  emotions  with  which 
the  grateful,  young,  and  loving  hearts  of  both 
were  full  to  overflowing, — so  full,  that  no 
words,  however  eloquent,  could  paint  them. 

Those  inexpressibly  soft  and  exquisite 
feelings  were  understood  in  silence  by  all 
the  little  group ;  for  the  beautiful  images  of 
hope,  constancy,  and  truth,  irresistibly  make 
their  way  to  unsophisticated  hearts,  with  all 
the  force  of  natural  and  sacred  feeling,  inde- 
pendently of  conventional  distinctions.  When 
that  hallowed  pause  was  over,  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  a  letter  containing  lull  parti- 
culars of  all  the  important  events  of  by-gone 
years,  and  of  recent  circumstances,  should  be 
instantly  despatched  by  a  special  courier  to  the 
Marchioness  of  TuUibardine,  requesting  her 
to  crown  the  bliss  of  the  affianced  lovers,  by 
coming  to  England  to  attend  their  nuptials, 
and  to  reside  with  them  for  evermore. 

This  missive  was  sent  on  the  following 


Kqoested  that 
thitmgb  tbe  mi 
to  His  Koyal 
Ftcp*  w«nils( 
sAle  speed  thi 
■ucedfwtlii 
IB  t^  mine  o 
liTaa  (i«  we 
htr'^,  oCirlucli, 
Inc.  iailia^  am 


So  indbpati 
cUiok! — SDtstU 
&ea.i*  ukI  pipi 
hfil.  If  veil  at 
Mckxe  to  eoDi 
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l?ed  upon  the  present  fair  representative 
le  Ardea  branch  of  The  O'SuUivans ; 
se  which,  however  recently  sullied  by 
of  its  sons,  stood  high  in  the  annals  of 
id»  from  its  great  antiquity,  and  the 
tr^  bravery,  and  excellence  which  had 
iguished  many,  though  not  all,  of  its 
adants. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


»*^ 

im-m 

ta*  «h  Ui  i^fai^  mu  r 

blKBlUI- 

-B«««dVG» 

M»*§fm^m 

nd'hnr^ditMdhvdkt: 

ru> 

tor  MTttC  ryt  I.Add  toA  bwT'alT  ^r»M." 

SnysEE-s  Fictt!!  Qcraw. 

5«  = 

■IDKK 

oiiOT  nntJDdlr  shpcts, 

-CU 

Mrs.. 

ikoi  tie  saJing  eanh :" 

riac 

:=i«:n 

-TO-it  »ai  chMtd  vow  blood 

tXx  pra  rFtQins  to  William  Sullivan — or 
neier  &.»  The  O'SulliraD,  as  since  the  dealb 
rt  is  isde  be  w»s  popularly  called. 

TW  m$i<  t^  the  fate  of  that  misguided 
ZBu  ««^  iaowil  nigh  at  hand,  as  the  day 
jiiw-'^w^  K-r  hi?  trial  tor  the  abduction,  ill- 
t^wjooeat-  and  false  iniprisoDmeat  of  Miss 
IVJIaw  bad  arrired.  The  most  intense 
jjaiffT  *5  to  the  result  o(  this  trial  was  ex- 
t-OKC  ^  tbe  public  mind;  and  ;miong  the 
nxSl^vie.  vkidi,  like  a  heaving  human  sea, 
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waved  backwards  and  forwards  outside  the 
city  Court-house  of  Cork,  great  agitation  was 
perceptible  as  the  hour  approached  when  the 
doors  were  to  be  opened.  At  ten  o'clock, 
Judges  Caufield  aud  French,  attired  in  their 
scarlet  and  ermine  robes,  took  their  s^ats 
upon  the  bench.  The  gentlemen  of  the  law 
stationed  themselves  at  a  long  table  before 
the  bar  with  their  usual  paraphernalia.  The 
avenues  to  the  Court  were  thronged  to  suffo- 
cation, and  the  rushing  current  of  the  throng, 
struggling  to  gain  entrance,  was  so  tre- 
mendous, that  in  a  few  instants  from  the 
time  the  doors  were  opened  every  corner  of 
that  part  of  the  Court  allotted  to  spectators 
was  occupied,  and  literally  wedged  with  men. 
Persons  of  rank  mingled  indiscriminately 
with  their  inferiors  among  this  living  mass, 
filling  every  inch  of  room,  so  that  the  floor 
and  galleries  up  to  the  very  ceiling  presented 
a  perfect  mosaic  of  human  faces,  whose  eyes, 
lustrous  with  excitement,  were  simultaneously 
fixed  upon  one  spot — the  Prisoner's  dock ! 

As  yet  it  was  vacant.  The  Clerk  of  the 
Arraigns  went  through  the  usual  forms,  and 
then  in  a  clear  loud  voice  directed  that  Wil- 
liam 0*Sullivan,  of  Ross  Mac  Owen,  in  the 


I 


BmmfvfBuitrj^  sboold  be  plaml  at  tlie  bar.  { 

Al  ife  Bandxte  rrery  eye  was  strabed  tou 

cMKk  tie  Bist  riew  of  the  notorious  prisons. ' 

ViA  im    tn»d  kod   lofty  mien.    The 

OSaimv,    MCDinpcDied    by  ttro    gaolers, 

mmtt^ii  tkiiMigh  the  dark  passage  lending 

fc«K  \»  pHMO.  ud  took  his  place  wJUiifl 

ife  4Ki;  af  be  did  so,  be  drew  up  his  re- 

maAakke  tgmt  lo  its  fullest  height,  and 

vtt  a  tuf!^  uotioa  bowed  to  tlie  Court. 

TW  vnt  BStut  be  osl  &  keen  scrutinizing 

£u*;or  i.-'vcd  it,  »m!.  folding  his  arms  across 

Ic?  f'^KSS.  stood  as  still  as  marble,  while  a 

ioujf  of    sarcastic   dgnitication   curled  his 

jcvA  lip  with  ao  expression  which  those 

wi,»  eaw  it  mrer  could  forget.      For  one 

iaet  Micueat  lie  sternly  6xed  his  eyes  oo 

T3in>«  £TV*I  arifiters  of  life  and  Heath — the 

Jioip»  iad  the  Junr.    Profound  and  solemn 

*£iM«cw  al  life  instant  fell  over  the  whole 

C^tn.  kT  ibe  moment  which  preceded  the 

oNoatieacvMeiit  of  the  trial  seemed  so  fraught 

w-i»  i3»(vst.  tbat  ex|iectalion  amounting  to 

ii*«e^^  "*P*  thriilingly  through  ihe  nio- 

6i\LNss  asiHeoce,  and  like  a  universal  spell 

lEsiKC  <T«rT  whi^r. 

The  itfriag  and   resolute  expression   of 
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The  O'SuUivaa's   fine  features  appeared,  if 
possible,  to  increase,  as  he  marked  the  numb- 
ing   anxiety  of   those    around    him.      No 
mortal  leaven  betrayed  the  slightest  sign  of 
fear ;  but  crime  seemed  to  have  written  its 
awful  characters  upon  his  still,  cold  counte- 
nance, with  a  hideous  distinctness   that  de- 
tracted from  its  singular  beauty,  and  repelled 
the  sympathy  which  his  youth,  undaunted 
bearing,  and  moral  firmness  might  otherwise 
have — at  least  partially — created  in  the  minds 
of  the  spectators. 

The  Clerk  of  .Assize  called  upon  the  pri- 
soner to  tiold  up  his  hand. 

The  traverser  obeyed. 

The  indictment  was  then  read,  and  the 
challenge  to  plead  put  thus : — 

'*  How  sayest  thou,  William  O'Sullivan, 
art  thou  guilty  of  the  crimes  with  wliich  thou 
standest  indicted,  or  not  guilty  ?" 

At  the  awful  question  all  eyes  were  eagerly 
bent  upon  the  prisoner,  and  the  general  sen- 
sation reached  its  climax  when  he  answered 
in  a  distinct  unfaltering  voice, — 

"  Not  guilty — so  help  me  God !" 

"  How  wilt  thou  be  tried  ?" 

*'  By  God  and  my  country." 


"  ~™» or  *«  "'■"' 


*  *  **TJ^Lv  lie  •nil™"-     -  ■    _„ 
„«  --■•»«'^-r^«„Ue.l   (the  ?«»" 

TV  '«""' 
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Incid^  and  impartial;  and  being  clearly  based 
on  truth,  oot  all  the  ingenuity  of  the  pri- 
soner's Counsel  could  shake  the  slightest  por- 
tion of  it,  although  the  cross-examination  of 
the  witnesses  was  conducted  with  even  more 
than  ordinwy  legal  subtlety  and  acuteness. 
It  had  been  a  difficult  matter  to  collect  the 
essential  ones  upon  this  occasion ;  but  the 
abduction  of  Miss  O'Moore,  and  the  subse- 
quent conduct  of  William  O'SuUivan,  were 
clearly  proved  by  the  testimony  of  some  of 
his  own  vassals,  who  had  turned  king's  evi- 
dence ;  and  now  the  proofs  of  Miss  O'Moore's 
imprisonment  at  the  Pirate's  Cavern  on  the 
Skelig  Rocks  alone  remained  to  be  examined. 

When  the  trial  had  proceeded  thus  far,  a 
slight  movement  was  observable  in  a  very 
small  and  obscure  gallery  at  one  end  of  the 
Court,  hitherto  kept  empty,  and  into  which 
two  ladies,  attended  by  a  gentleman,  now  en- 
tered as  noiselessly  as  possible. 

The  former  seemed  sensible  of  the  sin- 
gularity and  embarrassment  of  their  position, 
for  their  faces  were  completely  enveloped  in 
large  hoods  of  black  silk — then  the  fashion 
of  the  day — while  their  persons  were  as  en- 
tirely muffled  in  cloaks  of  the  same  material. 


16  THB  DEATH  JUG. 


^ 


irhich  had  the  effect  of  entirely  coiiceiilii 
them.  Notwilhataiiding  the  great  cautioa 
with  which  t!ib  entraoce  hud  been  made,  it 
attracted  some  attention  in  the  Court,  but  , 
this  was  almost  instiintuneously  diverted  to 
another  quarter,  as  the  exquisite  figure  of  ■ 
Era— ivhich  even  her  thick  veil  and  mautle 
eould  not  altogether  hide— appeared  in  ihe 
witness-box  to  give  evidence  as  to  llie  sub- 
terrjoean  imprisoanieat  of  Miss  O'AIoore,  ' 
being  compelied  to  do  so  in  consequence  of 
the  sudden  and  dangerous  illness  of  Norah, 
who  was  the  only  other  person  who  could 
have  borne  ocular  testimony  to  that  event. 
Even  the  solemnity  of  the  occasion  could 
not  repress  the  munimr  of  admiration  which 
ran  through  the  Court  when  the  trembling 
girl,  obliged  to  raise  her  veil,  revealed  her  pale 
but  most  lovely  countenance,  and  stretched 
forth  her  right  hand  to  take,  upon  the  Book 
of  God,  that  anful  oath  which  enjoined  her 
to  speak  "  the  Truth,  the  whole  Truth,  and 
nothing  but  the  Truth." 

Deep  silence  again  reigned  throughout  the 
auditor}"  as  in  low  but  unfalteriug  acceuts 
Era  pronounced  it  The  effect  of  her  ap- 
pearance on  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  was  most 
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remarkable.  His  eyes  fixed  and  settled  on 
her  ia  a  bold  stare  of  admiration,  which 
seemed  mingled  with  some  other  feeling,  so 
strange,  unaccountable,  and  strong,  that  even 
the  precincts  and  rules  of  a  Court  of  Justice 
were  scarcely  sufficient  to  restrain  its  verbal 
exhibition. 

As  the  evidence  proceeded,  it  was  observ- 
able that  The  O'SuUivan  became  more  and 
more  excited ;  and  when  at  length  its  circum- 
stantiality brought  conviction  to  his  mind 
that  his  sudden  surmise  was  correct,  and 
that  in  the  beautiful  being  before  him  he 
beheld  the  betrothed  of  his  hated  foe — the 
beloved  one  for  whom,  in  the  madness  of 
ungovernable  impulse,  he  had  mistaken  Edith 
0*Moore,  and  thus  placed  his  life  in  its  pre- 
sent perilous  position — the  remarkable  change 
which  took  place  in  the  whole  appearance  of 
the  man  was  evident  to  every  spectator.  The 
sudden  start — the  wild  glare  with  which  he 
continued  to  rivet  his  gleaming  eyes  upon 
the  agitated  Eva  increased  her  confusion, 
which  previously  had  been  so  distressingly 
awakened  by  the  painful  couspicuousness  of 
her  situation.  To  judge  from  her  quivering 
lip,    blanched   cheek,    and  trembling  form, 


tar  rne  most  important  portion 
:ui  irirls  evidence  had  been  gi 
prisoner  acted  thus ;  for,  unat 
to  Rstnin  ha-  feelings  Eva 
paler  than  hdbn,  itaggered, 
ncniea  spon  toe  point  cf  t 
grodBd.  At  tlds  uilkal  nn 
bntan  ihridc  of  angmih  fn 
galkfy  we  ban  nentioDal 
fleetmg  aann,  thoo^  only  to 
into  greater  tuml^  wben,  to  be 
alann,  and  tiie  amaKment  of  I 
Edith  OVoore  itaited  to  h 
arrtAed  her  aim  towards  bei 
with  fips  ^af^  and  erety  featu 
statne-fflDB  ngi£^.  Btood  ^kbcI 
monable  bdbn  Ae  Cwit! . . 
had  UlcB  oC  ^BT  &oe  was  wl 
*«  if  <nm^  fiwAil  rawer  bad  eh 
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All  this  had  been  the  work  of  an  instant, 
but  in  its  brief  passage  The  0'Sullivan*s 
aspect  again  underwent  a  visible  change. 
He  sprang  forward  in  the  dock  at  the  un- 
expected sight  of  Edith  O'Moore,  who, 
though  bereft  of  speech  and  motion,  never 
had  borne  a  stronger  stamp  of  intellectual 
power  on  her  noble  countenance  than  at  this 
critical  moment,  when  she  looked — what  she 
was — the  descendant  of  Kings. 

The  finely-chiselled  lip  of  The  O'SuUivan 
curled  with  the  passionate  vehemence  of  his 
iuward  feelings,  but,  as  if  determined  to  con- 
quer his  violent  irritability,  and  to  master 
his  emotions,  he  re-assumed  his  former  reck- 
less insolence.  With  a  bitter,  discordant, 
and  convulsive  laugh,  he  crossed  his  arms 
over  his  chest,  while,  playing  his  right  foot 
up  and  down  upon  the  floor,  he  riveted  his 
glaring  eyes  upon  the  distant  gallery,  as 
ironically  he  exclaimed,  through  teeth  that 
cranched  against  each  other — 

"  Edith  !  shall  I  wed,  or  die  ?" 

The  audacity  of  the  question — the  dis- 
gusting assurance  with  which  it  was  uttered 
— the  infraction  of  judicial  etiquette — all 
were  lost  in  the  chill  that  crept  through  the 


TVnt  vas  a^ 
saw.  amihabw 
^Mttflj  likr  a  Sla 
TW   tettd  once 
zxvs  of  ^  litid 

:C  ^t  thrmt  Wai 

o«vr  tbe  niliiu;  ol 
fOMkalT  at  Tbe  O 
xsv'c  him — het  q 
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the  Court-house  at  this  terrible  catastrophe. 
So  hrief  was  its  crisis— caused  by  an  inward 
power,  which,  sudden  as  a  galvanic  shock, 
forced  Eldith  to  her  feet,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment burst  a  vessel  of  her  heart — that  the 
aged  Mrs.  Sarsdale  rested  panic-struck,  while 
Lord  Ogilvie,  seated  at  her  other  side,  and 
thus  separated  from  Miss  O'Moore,  had  been 
as  incapacitated  by  position  as  astonishment 
from  flying  to  her  assistance. 

The  whole  mass  of  people,  moved  with  one 
instantaneous  impetus,  waved  to  and  fro  in 
indiscriminate  confusion,  audible  consterna- 
tion, and  anxious  expectancy,  towards  every 
point  that  seemed  to  promise  a  hope  or  pos- 
sibility of  information.  The  Judges  on  the 
bench  made  no  attempt  to  torture  their  fea- 
tures into  an  expression  of  composure,  but 
from  their  elevated  seats  bent  forward,  strain- 
ing their  eyes  in  the  direction  which  their 
messengers  of  inquiry  had  taken. 

The  Jury  were  equally  affected,  and  were 
evidently  seized  with  sudden  horror  and  un- 
disguised dismay. 

In  vain,  for  several  moments,  the  Officials 
strove  to  repress  the  universal  movement. 
The  voice  of  the  Crier,  at  its  loudest  pitch. 


ejaculating  "  Silence!  sileuce  iu  thft 
was  wholly  disregarded ;  nor  was  ) 
like  order  restored  until  it  was  li 
generally  conipreliended  that  life  wij 
extinct  in  Miss  O'Moore,  and  that,  1 
and  her  distracted  friends,  slie  hai 
the  universal  tumuli,  been  remofl 
the  Court-house  unperceived  by  thfl 
number  of  its  occupants.  The  prj 
the  bar  alone  had  been  apparently  i 
by  the  singular  scene  and  extra 
excitement  iirouiid  him,  or,  if  any 
had  been  awakened,  it  seemed  that  of 
exultation  at  the  lamentable  cat 
which  had  occurred. 

In  the  first  moments  of  tumultuoi 
which  pervaded  the  vast  and  misce 
audience,  The  O'Sullivan  attempted 
the  dock,  evidently  in  the  ho|)e  of  * 
through  the  accumulated  crush  and  ; 
of  th«  crowd.  On  finding  himself  toe 
guarded  to  admit  of  this,  however, 
uttered  malediction  and  an  exclanu 
rage  ]iassed  his  li|is,  while  his  limb: 
in  a  convulsion  of  passion,  as,  affe« 
conceal  his  disappointment  under  tl 
of  levity,    he    burst    into    another 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  23 

laugh,  andy  haughtily  shrugging  his  shoul- 
im,  recrossed  his  arins  and  looked  up  in 
scornful  contempt  upon  the  Judges  and  the 
Jury,  as  if,  in  so  far  as  his  life  was  concerned, 
it  was  of  no  sort  of  con^^equence  in  what  way 
the  trial  terminated. 

The  deserted  galleries  and  arena  of  the 
Court-house  now  refilled,  and,  order  being 
again  restored,  the  Trial  proceeded.  The 
evidence  already  given  and  its  counter  testi- 
mony were  then  examined,  and  when  all  was 
folly  summed  up,  the  weight  of  proof  against 
the  accused — notwithstanding  Edith's  inca- 
pacity— was  so  heavy  and  damnatoiy  as  to 
present  such  a  convincing  and  revolting  pic- 
ture of  his  indubitable  guilt,  that  each  man 
agreed  in  his  own  breast  upon  the  judicial 
verdict  which  must  confirm  the  public  con- 
demnatiou. 

The  Counsel  for  the  defendant  had,  as  we 
have  seen,  been  utterly  unable  to  shake  one 
item  of  the  evidence  for  the  Crown,  in  any 
part  of  a  long  and  acute  cross-examination  ; 
and  notwithstanding  the  great  ingenuity  of 
^'>e  eminent  lawyer  who,  as  soon  as  order 
^as  completely  restored,  raised  many  plau- 
^^We  casuistries  on  the  part  of  the  accused. 
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BO  sobtletj  of  a^unient  could  for  &  motBCOt 
parfail  kguast  tbe  eridence  cf  truth. 

Tfae  l«anied  Counsel  ceased  to  speak,  A 
4ccp  and  awful  sileoce  followed,  and  not  a 
w»s  heard  among  tire  aeserablei] 
when  (the  prisoner  having  de- 
cBiti  to  oAer  »iij  defence)  Jodge  CauGeld 
ffveeeded  to  dtarge  the  Jury. 

1^  aodienre  rose  to  a  man.  and  a  fimu- 
Beot  of  eager  eyes  were  fixed  upon  Iiim. 

Kever  w»s  a  charge  delivered  with  greater 
hiiparti»iitT.  or  more  judicial  dignity.    His 
liL-v^ship  wanied  the  Jury  not  lo  allow  tbeir 
ja^ignient  to  be  prejudiced  by  any  rumours 
whii-h  they   might    have  heard  against  ibe 
aoni<ed  out  of  the  Court  wherein  they  sat- 
He  wiroed  them  that,  so  far  from  allowing 
their  ntiods  to  l»e  warpe<l  hy  reports,  or  un- 
diilv  eicited   to  the   detriment    of  a  sound 
opicion  by  the  lamentable  ontastrophe  whicb 
bJu:    a"   uaespectedly    occurred    within   the 
Ha".,  ii  was  tlieir  duty,    if,  after  a  caiidid 
ivc*:  i^rjtioa  of  the  evidence  on  Wth  s^ideSi 
en»2  «  iJoubt  exbieil  of  the  traverjer's  guil*-' 
ro  c>e  hiiii  the  benefit  of  that  doul)t.     Tt» 
lear::;\J  Juiige  then  recapitulated,   uui  una^ 
Kiev!  mois-l  minutelv.  the  evidence  botii  Ci^ 
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the  Grown  and  the  Defence,  concluding  liis 
luminous  charge  by  again  admonishing  the 
jury  to  a  calm,  unprejudiced  consideration  of 
the  important  case  before  them,  expressing 
a  fervent  hope  that  they  might  find  it  pos- 
sible to  reconcile  Justice  with  Mercy  in  their 
verdict. 

The  Jury  rose  to  retire  to  their  consulta- 
tion, and,  as  they  were  leaving  the  box,  The 
0*Sullivan,  whose  countenance,  though  per- 
fectly  bloodless,  had   not   moved    a  muscle 
while  listening  to  the  Judge's  charge,  now 
started  closer  to  and  grasped  the  bar,  while 
crushing  with  his  clenched   hand   the  em* 
bleinatical  Rue  placed  on  the  front  of  the 
dock.     His  features  worked  with  a  species 
of  frightful  vehemence  as  the  next  moment, 
turning  his  head,  he  looked    long,   eagerly, 
and  as  it  were  with  a  half-delirious  eye,  after 
the  retreating  Jurymen,  his  livid  lip  for  the 
first  time  quivering,  and  his  breath  coming 
short  and  quick,  as  if  a  bolt  of  ice  had  been 
struck  into  his  heart.     But  almost  instan- 
taneously his  bold  spirit,  accustomed  to  out- 
face circumstances  however  perilous,  roused 
into  full  action,  and,  compelling  his  features 
into  a  fearless  expression  of  scornful  indif- 
VOL.  m.  c 


39  THE  DE&Tn-FLAG. 

ference,  The  O'SuUivan  assumed  an  aspect 
of  prelerniitiiral  and  etruined  composure 
which  never  aftenvartis  deserted  him. 

Tiie  Judges  withdrew  for  a  short  respite  ,1 
from  their  onerous  duties,  but  in  less  tlian  a  I 
quarter  of  an  liour  returned  to  their  seats. 
The  Sheriff  then  resumed  his  official  waud, 
and  ahnost  at  the  same  moment  the  Jurymen 
were  re-seated  in  their  places.  The  barris- 
ters— the  whole  audience — then  became  slill 
and  mute  as  death,  and  not  even  a  bri-atk 
could  be  heard  in  that  multitudinous  assem- 
bly, wlien  this  important  question  was  put  in 
a  solemn  voice  by  the  proper  Officer  of  the 
Court — 

*'  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,  have  you  agreed 
upon  your  verdict  ?" 

"  We  have,"  was  tlie  reply. 

"  Who  answers  for  you  ?" 

"Our  Foreman," 

*'  How  then  say  you,  Gentlemen  of  the 
Jurj',  is  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  guilty  or  not 
guilty?" 

The  Foreman  instantly  stood  up,  and  in  a 
firm,  decided  voice  gave  tlie  awful  words, 
"  On  all  counts,  Guilty  !  " 

They  fell  upon  the  ear  like  a  knell !     The 
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prisoner's  Counsel  made  no  attempt  to  arrest 
the  judgment ;  but,  notwithstanding  a  unani- 
mous belief  in  the  justice  of  the  sentence, 
the  assemblage  heard  it  not  unmoved :  neither 
was  this  feeling  diminished  when  the  usual 
solemn  interrogatory  was  put — 

"William  O'SulIivan,  you  have  by  due 
form  of  law  been  tried  and  convicted  of  the 
several  counts  of  the  indictment  preferred 
against  you.  What  have  you  now  to  say 
why  judgment  of  Death,  and  Execution, 
should  not  be  awarded  against  you,  accord- 
ing to  law  ?  ** 

All  hung  intent  on  the  reply,  and  every 
eye  was  fixed  upon  the  magnificent  figure 
and  daring  countenance  of  The  O'SulIivan. 
Drawing  up  his  tall  frame  to  its  fullest  alti- 
tude, he  riveted  his  lurid  eyes  with  stern 
significance  upon  the  Judges,  and  rapidly 
making  a  haughty  motion  of  the  right  hand 
extended  towards  them,  exclaimed  in  a  voice 
of  taunting  sarcasm,  whose  energetic  tones, 
despite  the  bitter  laugh  which  accompanied 
them,  were  heard  in  the  remotest  corner  of 
the  crammed  and  suffocating  edifice, — 

"AJy  Lords,  I  will  not  trespass  on  the 
time  and  patience  of  this  most  humane,  im* 
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fMtkl.  wad  itmcvrabU  Court.    I  have  in  fwt  ' 
Wl  one  appal  to  make.     G^DtlemeD  of  the  < 
JMh  >•«*  •ell  on  The  O'Sulliran— on  me 
w^Me  vadiu  vou  bare  just  pronoaoced— 

Am  lattice  Jate a felliw  to  he gihbeiedV 
ll  B  nifoadbie  to  describe  the  effect 
«iic&  tkis  extzeme  e&ontery,  aoij  the 
forafal  bi^  which  acconipatiied  it,  pro- 
^toA  upoQ  th«  aatchful  audience.  A 
mttnn.T  cf  in-iiiTDition  ran  through  out  the 
Cccit.  twi  Bothiag  but  respect  for  its  de- 
KOXt  TYCiilations  could  have  prevented  a 
ZkYV  eXf'Iicii  OLtbur^  of  the  public  feeling. 
A  sijsiiiier  of  dj<£U5t  and  horror  at  such 
bt:^irtkJ  iT.peniteace  came  orer  the  SeDior 
Jjii^,  ind  he  Kv4rti  long  aud  earnestly  upon 
a*  :v»^*r.  As  joou,  howeier,  as  liis  Lord* 
iii?  rftfV'Tifferi  frvm  his  first  emotion,  lie 
iDir-£«;  ^  .Xs  (external  signs  into  the  grave 
v-,-(r^o^ire  !e~itius  the  respousibility  of  his 
sv-ifirz  o4of-  and  standing  up,  with  inipres- 
s^Tj  seri.'csoe?*  he  placed  the  fatal  black 
i-;I»y5  dr  cp.a  his  bead. 

Tbf  »i:;-i  of  an  enchanter  could  not  have 
jo.ev  saiifnly  coo.nianded  silence,  ami  each 
ntx.  W.^  kb  breath  to  listen,  when  Judge 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  29 

Caufield,  in  a  voice  the  clear  tones  of  which 
broke  distinctly  on  the  deepness  of  the  silence 
round  him,  thus  addressed  the  unfortunate 
prisoner  at  the  bar : — 

"  William  0*Sullivan,  I  wish  not  to  aggra- 
vate the  feelings  which  at  this  awful  moment 
must  possess  your  mind,  therefore  will  spare 
you  the  rebuke  your  shameless  effrontery  de- 
serves. I  feel  it,  however,  due  to  the  twelve 
men  who  have  been  empanelled  at  your 
trial  to  declare  publicly  from  this  seat  of 
Justice,  that  no  Jury  could  have  shown 
greater  impartiality,  discretion,  patience,  and 
intelligence  than  they  have  done.  In  their 
verdict  the  Court  entirely  concurs,  and  in 
following  up  that  solemn  decision  it  be- 
comes my  most  painful  duty  to  pronounce 
the  sentence  which  the  law  adjudges  to  the 
crimes  of  which  you  have  been  convicted. 
In  doing  this,  I  deeply  feel  my  own  re- 
sponsibility and  the  horrors  of  your  position. 
May  the  Great  Being  in  whose  presence 
you  will  shortly  stand  sanctify  that  decision 
to  your  eternal  good,  by  softening  and  con- 
verting your  heart,  which  I  lament  to  say, 
as  yet,  has  seemed  so  hardened  and  impe- 


30  TUE  DEATH-ILAO. 


I 


uilent!  Had  there  been  a  doubt  on  this  poiut, 
it  would  have  been  removed  this  day  by  the 
cold-heai'ted,  nay,  the  brutal  iiiditTereiiee 
with  H'hicli  you  witnessed  the  sudden  death 
of  the  vicliin  of  your  iniquity  before  your 
eyes  witliin  this  very  Court.  She,  the  pure, 
the  beautiful,  the  beloved  one,  whose  bopee 
of  happiness  on  Earth  your  villany  for  ever 
blasted,  but  whose  freed  Spirit,  now  released 
from  sin  and  sorrow,  looks  down  in  glory 
from  that  world  where  te&rs  and  crime  are 
equally  unknown." 

Here  the  Judge  became  so  powerfully 
aifected  tliat  he  wus  utterly  unable  to  pro- 
ceed. For  a  moment  there  was  a  painful 
pause,  but,  sustained  by  a  slrony  resolution, 
his  Lonlsbip  mastered  bis  emotion,  and  thus 
resumed  bis  address. 

"  Younij  miin,  in  the  prime  of  life,  healtb, 
and  vigour,  recognised,  by  the  recent  death 
of  your  uncle,  as  tlie  head  and  representative 
of  an  ancient  house,  and  possessing  abilities 
of  no  common  order,  you  have  yet  profaned 
them  all  by  the  perpetration  of  crhues  which 
it  seldom  fulls  to  the  lot  of  Judges  in  a 
Christian  land  to  find  connnitted  by  persons 
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in  your  station.    Your  youth  cannot  exte- 
nuate them,   for  the  deliberate  subtlety  of 
profligate   old  age   has   characterized  your 
conduct  instead  of  the    generous  impulses 
,    which,  even    amidst    the    contamination  of 
guilt,  rarely  altogether   vanish  during  the 
bloom  and  freshness  of  early  existence.     I 
solemnly  beseech  you  to  reflect  with  due  con- 
trition on  the  past,  and  to  address  yourself 
for  pardon  to  the  Great  Being  who  created 
you,  and   whose   high   and   holy  laws  you 
have   so   grievously  violated.     In  Ahnighty 
God  I  trust  that  your  appeal  will  not  be 
made  in  vain,  and  my  last  sad  and  solemn 
prayer  for  you  is  that  you  may  receive  the 
forgiveness   from    Heaven   which   must   be 
denied  to  you  on  Earth.     Do  not  deceive 
yourself  by  hoping  for  any  relaxation  of  the 
sentence  which,    as   an   appointed    Member 
of  this  Court,   it   is   my  bounden   duty   to 
pronounce.     You   will  have  short   time  to 
prepare   for  your   awful  transit  to  another 
world,   through   the   agonies    of  a   terrible 
departure.     The   sentence  of  the  Court    is, 
that  you  be  taken  back  to  the  prison  whence 
you  came,  and  thence  to  the  common  place 
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the  multitude  of  persons  who  had  witnessed 
the  memorable  events  of  that  morning  left 
the  Court  House  as  quickly  as  they  could, 
oppressed  with  feelings  which  each  man 
unong  them  remembered  to  his  dying  day. 
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with  the  Hi^iand  chiefs  who  still 
j  to  (be  interests  o(  the  exiled  Sluarts, 
bat  aim  villi  ai*ay  fordgo  persoDages  of  tk 
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highest  rank,  who  privately  favoured  the 
cause  of  that  unfortunate  race.  Even  by 
Prince  Charles  himself  Lord  Ogilvie  was  fre- 
quently honoured  with  the  most  confidential 
correspondence  under  a  feigned  signature; 
and,  on  the  evening  of  the  fatal  day  when 
Edith  O'Moore  so  suddenly  expired,  and  on 
which  The  O'SuUivan  s  sentence  of  death  was 
publicly  pronounced,  liis  Lordship,  through 
a  medium  successfully  concealed,  received  a 
large  packet,  filled  with  the  most  important 
tidings  relative  to  the  situation  and  proceed- 
ings of  the  Royal  Exile. 

In  the  mysterious  order  which  directs  our 
little  span  of  life,  how  often  we  find  that 
events  the  most  opposite  and  unexpected 
come  to  our  knowledge  at  the  same  moment, 
oppressing  us  with  anxieties  so  various  and 
complicated,  that  the  mind  almost  sinks  be- 
neath its  burden ! 

Circumstances  now  conspired  to  make 
Lord  Ogilvie  practically  feel  this  truth.  His 
beloved  Eva  on  her  return  to  Mrs.  Sars- 
dale's  mansion  became  so  alarmingly  ill,  that 
medical  aid  was  instantly  summoned,  in  ad- 
dition to  that  already  in  attendance  upon 
Norah. 


%  «■  tkeir  arrival,  found  our 
e  ti  a^  ferer,  alteoded  with 
.  oiriag  to  the  frightful 
Aatfc  ^  ki  reoehed  in  witoessia^  the 
mmU  iKtmrn  vUck  lernutatefi  io  the  suddea 
4bA  tt  kr  MwiLii  sod  earliest  friend. 
1  to  l*e  estrenielj 
1  bj  thi;  overn  helming 
faB«f  fWBBrie  inK,  aod  otlerly  n-retcbed 
M  At  raxBl  Cite  of  the  an^lic  woman,  u  ho, 
-aal  i*  Eta.  W  h^l  ralunnl  most  on  eNrtli, 
Lrri  t>r-J[rif  was  in  that  stale  of  mind  in 
wxiTJ.  ^  litri  »ad  sioomy  spirit  scarcely 
ctr-s  s:  bL*^-  fclihou^h  it  calls  on  Heaven 
3K-  ia««T !  As  son  as  the  suffering  Eva, 
zz  r.OLpCa^cie  with  medical  orders,  had  been 
Tsm.'^vc  •>  t*r  cbamber.  our  hero,  w!io,  at 
Mrs.  Sfcri*ii>'s  rvt)u<-st  gladly  consented 
t.'  '*"gft''  t«r*»th  ber  roof,  retired  lo  the 
■zcrritrt  v\  1  rfm^it^  apartment,  where  he 
trecsc  ihu  sj^eDOf  and  reflection  mi^bt  allay 
liie  j^-c".  o<  his  thoughts.  Lord  Ogilvie  had 
>.-5  iiw-a  c:»iiy  minutes  iu  this  chamber 
w:«i  hb  cooodential  attendant,  who  bad 
liTvc  wiih  him  for  many  years,  and  who  was 
veil  known  to  all  the  Jacobites,  entered  and 
Kvftfctni  the  pacl^et  already  mentioned.     It 
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had  arrived  by  a  special  meRsenger  during 
his  LfOrclship's  absence  at  the  Court-house,  and 
was  delivered  under  every  precaution  for 
secrecy  into  the  faithful  keeping  of  the  Valet, 
with  strict  injunctions  to  consign  it  to  his 
Master's  hands  at  the  earliest  opportunity. 
With  an  abstracted  air,  Ogilvie  opened  the 
packet,  and  found  that  it  contained  a  short 
note  from  Sir  John  Harrington,  accompanied 
by  several  enclosures.  Our  hero's  mournful 
and  weary  eyes  fixed  on  and  looked  through 
the  lettered  pages ;  but  though  vision  per- 
formed its  office  as  if  mechanically,  it  was 
some  time  before  the  agitated  reader  could 
fully  comprehend  their  important  contents. 

The  main  communication  was  from  Co- 
lonel Groring  to  Sir  John  Harrington — that 
faithful  friend  who,  unwearied  by  trials  and 
undismayed  by  danger,  remained  the  constant 
companion  of  Charles  Edward  Stuart  in 
many  of  his  eventful  wanderings,  and  who 
now  forwarded  Colonel  Goring's  letter  for 
the  perusal  of  Lord  Ogilvie.  T  e  exclama- 
tion of  Louis  XV.  on  signing  the  order  for 
his  Royal  Highness's  arrest  at  the  French 
opera-house — "  Ah  pauvre  Pnnce !  quHl  est 
difficile  pour  un  Roi  d'etre  un  veritable  ami  /" 
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ty  e»ery  hour  whidi  sue* 

Mii4i4  iL     TW  £ate  of  iacty  of  bis  adltereab 
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Ubib  iKXitdnJ  ander  a  stroug  rscort 
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TW  i^^mrr*  wiuch  those  faithful  friend* 

jp,p_,._-  -  _  _,  .  j.,jjj  iti^ir  Princeio  the 
P«in_  --37  *.-*  t»rtj  too  universally  fircu- 
^iK-L  '  Tvtt:iirv  ermmeratiou;  as  many  of  the 
itfT:i-  s.  ~o«e»vr-  vhioh  were  given  in  Co- 
MOK^.  G»jmii*  Better,  are  not  so  eeneralh" 
"dU'VT.   »e   jbii-    iay  their   brief  sumimrj" 

Atkt  -i-fscj-.ixaj  the  public  appearauce  of 
i^-:3jre  Caar-<r*  la  Avisooo  on  the  2nd  of 
Jiziiirr,  174?-  whit-h  city  he  entered  in  a 
sjuifsiL"':  evjaipaj^  drawn  by  sis  horses,  pre- 
cWKti  :y  xhn  Pof*!  caralry.  and  followed  by 
i*t  oarrsisv*  ot"  the  ^'liU  of  the  nobility, 
Iwct^i  pfixteiied  to  state,  in  further  mani- 
sestuiv^c  of  tilt  popoliT  feeling,  that  after  the 
»«.'?•«■  niryf  Lis  Royal  Highness  was  enter- 
l  «&  Uie  Archiepiscopal  Palace,  with  a 
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magnificent  ball  and  banquet,  which  testi- 
monies  of  respectful  affection  were  followed 
by  others  equally  demonstrative  of  similar 
sentiments.  Yet,  notwithstanding  this  flat- 
tering reception,  it  was  added  that,  after  a 
short  residence  at  Avignon,  the  Prince  left 
with  the  writer  for  Versailles,  where  they 
remained  four  days  incog.,  during  which  they 
had  an  interview  with  the  King  and  Queen 
of  France.  In  consequence  of  what  then 
passed,  it  was  further  stated  that  the  Prince 
and  Colonel  Goring  determined  to  proceed 
to  Poland  in  furtherance  of  his  Royal  High- 
ness's  intention  to  marry  the  Princess  de 
Radzville,  one  of  the  first  alliances  in  that 
Court.  The  personage  in  question  was  pos- 
sei^sed  of  enormous  wealth,  and  related  to 
the  Queen  of  France,  as  well  as  to  the 
Countess  of  Palmont,  by  whose  instrumen- 
tility  the  contemplated  union  had  been  pro- 
posed and  approved.  The  former  (^lee  Maria 
Lesczinska)  had  been  the  intimate  associate 
of  Prince  Charles's  mother,  the  Princess  So- 
biesky,  with  whom  her  Majesty  spent  some 
portion  of  her  youth ;  consequently,  despite 
of  Court  intrigues,  she  had  ever  evinced  the 
warmest  interest  in  the  fate  and  fortunes  of 
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the  SOD  of  iier  earliest  friend.  Tbe  young 
Daupliin  also,  upon  whom  the  affections  and 
hopes  of  his  country  were  fixed,  never  lost 
au  opportunity  for  showing  in  the  most  coq- 
spicutHis  manner  his  atticlinient  to  Prince 
Cliiirles,  and  even  scrupled  not  to  remonstrate 
publicly  with  the  King  on  tbe  violation  of 
the  laws  of  hospitality  and  justice  wbieli  bad 
been  showu  in  the  Stuart's  arrest.  Thus, 
corrupt  as  was  the  Court  of  Louis  XV^, 
some  members  of  tbe  Royal  Family  were  alive 
to  the  interests  of,  and  tlie  illiberality  which 
had  been  exercised  towards,  the  gallant  young 
Prince,  who  was  the  pride  and  idol  of  the 
Jacobite  party. 

The  following  announcement,  which  ap- 
peared ivrbatim  in  a  French  newspaper  of 
the  period,  will  attest  the  conflicting  opinions 
and  conjectures  that  were  tlien  afloat  con- 
cerning tbe  Royal  exile: — 

"Paris,  Dec.  2,  N.  S. 

"  The  world  is  still  in  a  wonder  what  is 
become  of  the  Young  Pretender !  Last  week 
it  was  aflSrmed  with  a  great  deal  of  warmth 
that  be  bad  been  some  months  incognito  at 
St.  Albano  with  his  father,  and  was  going 
to  reside  privately  (and  tliey  might  as  well 
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have  added,  to  prepare  himself  for  the 
Purple)  m  the  little  republic  St.  Marino, 
belonging  to  the  Pope ;  and  to-day  it  is  con- 
fidently asserted  amongst  our  politicians  that 
he  is  in  Poland  by  the  interest  of  this 
Court !" 

But  to  resume  the  thread  of  Colonel  Go- 
ring's  epistle,  from  which  we  have  digressed. 
That  devoted  partisan  went  on  to  state  that 
after  returning  to  Avignon,  which  was  ne- 
cessary prior  to  any  future  movements,  a 
gentleman  arrived,  calling  himself  the  Cheva- 
lier La  Luze,  to  demand  an  interview  with 
Prince  Charles,  who  received  him  with 
extraordinary  distinction.  This  personage 
remained  closeted  with  his  Royal  Highness 
in  great  mystery  for  many  hours,  but  the 
important  circumstance  that  occasioned  the 
conference  was  confided,  according  to  Colonel 
Goring,  only  to  himself,  and  under  the  most 
solemn  bond  of  secrecy.  Ever  anxious,  how- 
ever, to  do  justice  to  the  heroism  of  his 
Master,  Goring  (after  brief  allusions  to  a 
mysterious  progress  to  Strasburg,  which 
the  Prince,  under  the  assumed  title  of  Le 
Comte  (TEspoir,  undertook  with  no  attend- 
ants except  himself  and  La  Luze)  proceeded 
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to  communicate  an  adventure  so  singularly 
romantic,  that,  instead  of  a  mere  summary, 
we  shall  give  it  in  the  writer  s  words  as 

follows : — 

^^  At  Strasburg,  an  accident  detained  us  a 
day  longer  than  the  Prince  intended,  and 
there  an  incident  occurred  which  I  may  re- 
late without  the  least  breach  of  the  trust  I 
am  honoured  with.  A  fire  broke  out  in  a 
house  opposite  to  that  where  his  Royal 
Highness  lodged,  awakened  by  which  he 
jumped  out  of  bed,  got  on  his  clothes  unas- 
sisted by  any  one,  and  flew  down  stairs. 

**  Wlien  remonstrated  with,  he  cried, 
*  What,  then,  are  we  born  to  t.ike  care  only 
of  ourselves?^  and  rushed  to  the  scene  of 
horror,  where  a  female  stood  at  a  window 
screaming  for  help.  The  Prince  called  to 
her  to  spring  out,  which  she  did,  when  he 
received  her  in  his  arms  without  hurt,  and 
bore  her  through  the  flames  to  her  distracted 
friends.  The  next  day  we  left  Strasburg, 
and  after  having  passed  the  city  of  Wurtx- 
burgh  were  met  by  five  men,  masked,  well 
mounted,  and  anned,  who,  without  a  word, 
all  at  once  discharged  their  pistols  into  the 
Prince's  carriage.     Not  all   his   miraculous 
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escapes  in  Scotland  equalled  this.  One  of 
tlie  bullets  lodged  in  the  back  part  of  the 
chaise  just  above  his  head,  anodier  went 
through  his  hat,  and  a  third  grazed  upon  his 
breast,  tearing  o£f  one  of  the  buttons  of  his 
coat. 

"  The  horses  took  fright  at  the  firing,  and 
were  running  away  with  the  chaise,  but  his 
Koyal  Highness  jumped  out,  plucked  a  pair 
of  pistols  out  of  his  pocket,  and  discharged 
them  at  tlie  assassins  with  such  success  that 
one  fell  dead  and  another  was  wounded. 
The  Prince  then  seized  the  horse  of  a  third 
by  the  bridle,  and,  with  a  strength  and  agility 
scarcely  to  be  credited,  dismounted  the  rider 
and  threw  him  on  the  earth. 

"  The  Chevalier  La  Luze  and  myself 
wounded  another  in  the  arm,  uplifted  to  take 
the  Prince's  life,  and  one  of  my  weapons 
reached  the  heart  of  him  the  Prince  had  dis- 
mounted. 

"At  that  moment,  the  appearance  of  a 
gentleman  with  two  servants,  who  came 
galloping  up  with  drawn  swords,  made  the 
remaining  villains  betake  to  flight  On 
plucking  off  the  vizards  of  the  two  slain 
assassins^  we  discovered   that  one  was  not 
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quite  dead,  and  that  he  was  do  other  than  s 
man  who  hud  l>een  bounteously  reliered 
under  a  false  tale  of  distress  by  his  Royal 
Highness  at  Avigooo ! 

"  The  Prince,  in  horror,  askf d  what  could 
have  induced  him  to  seek  the  life  of  a  bene- 
fartor  ?  To  which  the  wretch  replied  in 
broken  accents  that  be,  with  two  others,  had 
been  hired  by  one  of  the  men  who  had  fled, 
and  instructed  to  aim  at  the  Prince,  and  him 
oiiiy,  having  said  wliich,  he  expired  f  AAer 
this,  le  Chevalier  La  Luze  conducted  his 
Royal  Highness  to  a  certain  Court.  The 
mysterious  doings  there,  and  at  several  terri- 
tories of  several  powers  through  which  we 
passed,  I  aui  not  at  present  at  liberty  to 
mention."" 

The  remainder  of  this  singular  epistle  al- 
luded only  to  matters  of  minor  interest;  but 
as  Lord  Ogilvie  turned  to  the  last  page  of  it, 
a  sealed  note  dropped  out  directed  to  lilniself, 
and  whicli,  though  in  feigned  handwriting, 
he  at  once  recognised,  by  a  private  mark 
upon  the  envelope,  to  be  a  missive  from  his 
Prince.  Tearing  it  open  in  anxious  agita- 
tion, our   hero's  conjecture  was  verified   by 

•  Exlnicteij  from  a  lelter  wnttcD  by  Cobnel  Goring, 
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finding  at  the  conclusion  the  Cipher  which 
had  been  fixed  upon  for  confidential  corre- 
spondence. The  note  was  extremely  short, 
and  entirely  confined  to  an  announcement 
of  the  fact  that  his  Royal  Highness,  after 
various  extraordinary  adventures,  was  deter- 
mined, at  the  close  of  the  year,  to  adjourn 
secretly  to  the  metropolis  of  England,  accom- 
panied by  the  Marchioness  of  Tullibardine, 
who,  in  consequence  of  a  despatch  received 
from  Sarsdale  Villa,  had  already  joined  the 
Prince  at  the  seaport  whence,  as  soon  as 
circumstances  permitted,  he  intended  to  em- 
bark for  London,  where  a  safe  and  secret 
residence  had  been  secured.  The  astonish- 
ment and  anxiety  of  Lord  Ogilvie  on  receiv- 
ing such  unexpected  intelligence  were  so  great 
that  Colonel  Goring's  exciting  narrative,  and 
even  his  own  private  perplexities  and  griefs, 
were  for  the  moment  almost  forgotten. 
Strange  hopes  and  prospects  flitted  through 
his  excited  mind,  and  it  required  constant 
and  reiterated  efforts  before  the  chaos  of 
his  thoughts  could  be  reduced  to  anything 
like  order.  There  was  a  mystic  tone  of  en- 
couragement in  the  Prince's  words,  brief  as 
they  were,  which  made  the  blood  rush  to  his 
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cheek  and  his  heart  to  tlirob  tumultamislj-.  ' 
Visions  of  happy    love   soon    mingled  witli 
aspirations  of  success  in  the  political  cause  I 
to  which  the  existence  of  Liord  Ogilvie  had  i 
been  and  was  still  devoted. 

Distinguished  by  the  fervent  friendship  of 
s  Prince  destined,  he  yet  fondly  hoped,  ta 
ascend  the  Tlirone  of  his  Ancestors  ;  adored 
by  the  woman  without  whose  love  life  MOtUd  ■ 
have  only  been  to  him  a  living  death;  re- 
spected and  enthusiastically  looked  up  to  by 
the  members  of  his  political  party  as  a  great 
and  noble  being,  to  whom  they  had  upraised 
an  altar  in  their  hearts,  is  it  surprising  tiiat 
the  anxieties  which  on  many  points  Lord 
Ogilvie  could  not  banisli,  still  alternated  with 
tenderness,  devotion,  and  confidence  ? 

The  workings  of  the  human  mind  are 
wonderful,  oftentimes  inscrutable.  Vaiu, 
therefore,  would  it  be  to  attempt  to  describe 
the  proud,  tlie  full  anticipations  of  a  blissful 
hereiifter  upon  earth  which,  under  the  unex- 
pected excitement  of  the  moment,  posse.^sed 
our  hero's  thoughts. 

Notwithstanding  the  depth  of  his  grief  at 
the  fate  of  Edith  O'iMoore,  his  solicitude 
concerning  its  effects  upon  the  health  of  her 
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he  loved  with  a  passionate  devotion  passing 
all  common  bounds,  and  his  keen  anxiety 
regarding  the  heroic  Prince  who  exercised 
so  irresistible  an  influence  on  his  actions, 
and  excited  so  strong  an  interest  in  his  heart, 
we  repeat  that,  despite  all  this,  Lord  Ogilvie 
felt  the  cheering  support  of  Hope.  How 
far  her  powerful  and  exalting  visions  were 
destined  to  be  realized,  the  future  will  reveal. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"  Aas.  But  thou,  tay  aoa ! 

li  thy  prand  spirit  nustor'il,  and  prepared 
For  Nstura's  fovM  dian^  ? 

Bum.  Af,  fkHwtl    Of  mj-tiriGf  n 
TV  liaM  part  w  to  rfiV  I "         TBsrniw  or  PxLixm, 

It  will  he  remembered  that  after  Lord 
Ogilvie's  capture  of  Diin  Connell  at  the  sceue 
of,  and  as  an  acconijilice  in,  the  assassination 
of  Mr.  Pnxley,  his  Lordship  had  placed  (he 
redoiihtalileBiiccaneer  in  irons,  and  [iroceeded 
with  him  to  Cork,  wliere,  having  lodged  tlie 
necessary  inform ntions  against  the  [trisoner, 
he  had  been  committed  to  the  gaol  of  that 
County. 

Having  so  recently  described  a  Criminal 
pro?ecutioii,  the  forms  of  which  we  are  by  no 
means  certain  of  having  depicted  with  such 
accnracv  as  to  abide  successfully  the  ordeal 
of  legal  criticism,  we  shall  abstain  from  the 
r^'prt-scntation  of  a  second  judicial  examina- 
tion.    It  is  enough  to  say  that  the  accused 
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bad  been  brought  to  trial  on  the  day  suc- 
ceeding the  public  condemnation  of  William 
O'SuUivan  atthe  assizes  of  Cork,  and  that 
the  proofs  of  guilt  against  Dan  Connell  as 
an  accomplice  in  the  murder  of  Mr.  Puxley, 
as  well  as  in  other  crimes,  were  so  unequi- 
vocal, that  although  a  clever  Counsel  had 
ably  attempted  to  plead  his  client's  case, 
almost  as  it  were  in  the  teeth  of  the  law,  no 
ingenuity  could  shake  the  evidence  against 
the  prisoner.  The  moment  therefore  that 
all  judicial  fonns  had  been  strictly  gone 
through,  the  jurors,  without  hesitation,  gave 
the  tremendous  verdict  of  "  Guilty,^*  which 
the  judge  confirmed  in  his  subsequent  ad- 
dress to  the  culprit  The  black  cap  was 
then  assumed,  and  sentence  of  Execution 
was  pronounced  in  the  usual  terms  against 
Daniel  Connell  of  Ross  Mac  Owen,  con- 
demning him  to  be  hung  at  the  common 
gallows  at  the  same  time  and  along  with 
his  notorious  Chieftain. 

Both  criminals  had  been  lodged  in  the 
south  gaol  of  Cork  until  the  period  for 
the  fulfilment  of  their  mutual  sentence, 
and  during  their  awful  Trials  those  two  re- 
markable culprits  had  maintained  the  same 
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e:itraonIinary  sclf-posseeEion  and  indoniitaUe' 
courage. 

The  Sun,  ivliich  ushered  in  tlie  fetal  day 
of  Execution,  bail  just  touched  witb  golden 
light  the  summits  of  the  irregular  yet  ex- 
tensive pile  of  building  to  which  our  prisoners 
hitd  been  committed,  occupying  different 
though  contiguous  cells,  when  a  geutJeman 
whose  garb  bespoke  bun  a  Roman  Catholic 
clergyman  might  be  seen  wending  his  way 
tbroui;li  the  vast  crowd  already  a&benibled  at 
the  outside  of  the  great  gate  of  the  gaol.  On 
reaching  the  main  entrance,  this  person 
stopped,  and  ere  be  rang  for  admissioo, 
threw  back  the  black  cowl  wliich  had  |>ai^ 
tially  concealed  his  finely-formed  head.  He 
then  gazed  fixedly  upon  tlie  skull  of  the  late 
O'Suliivan-Beare,  which,  spiked  aloft,  seemed 
at  this  moment  encircled  by  a  sort  of  glorj, 
so  brilliant  were  the  sunbeams  that,  like  a 
hiilo,  fell  around,  and  gave  almost  a  super- 
natural appearance  to  that  grim  reUc  of 
humanity. 

The  Stranger  sighed  deeply,  and  became 
so  lost  in  contemplation  that  some  time 
elapsed  before,  with  an  involuntary  shudder, 
he  seemed  to  awaken  from  bis  mental  trance, 
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and  dranving^  hb  cowl  closely  over  his  face. 
Fang  tlie  great  bdH  at  tke  prison  gate. 

His  summons  was  answered,  and  on  hiS' 
being  recognised  by  the  turnkey  as  the  Priest 
who,  in  consequence  of  the  sudden  death  of 
Father  Syl,  had  been  selected  as  minister  o£ 
neligion  to  the  culprits — William  O'Sullivan 
and  Dan  Connell — ^immediate  access  was 
granted  to  both  prisoners,  the  latter  of  whom> 
the  Ecclesiastic  desired  to  see  first 

Having  threaded  his  way  through  several 
dark  passages,  enclosed  by  massive  stone 
walls,  the  Confessor,  preceded  by  the  Gaoler, 
aC  length  reached  the  dungeon  where  Dan 
Connell  was  confined.  They  paused  in  asto- 
nishment at  the  low,  arched  door  on  hearing 
liie  deep-toned  voice  of  tlie  prisoner  within, 
raised  enthusiastically  in  fervent  song.  The 
music  of  the  chant — for  such  it  seemed — 
was  a  peculiarly  affecting  and  very  ancient 
Irish  air.  The  words  were  in  Erse;  their 
import  the  listeners  waited  not  to  ascertain,  for 
the  Gaoler,  with  a  half-muttered  exclamation, 
applied  his  key  to  the  massive  lock  of  the  door, 
which  instantly  opened  to  admit  the  visitors. 

At  the  farther  end  of  the  dungeon  stood 
Dan  Connell,  with  one  foot  firmly  advanced ; 
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Ills  bare,  bony  arms  were  extended  to  tb«ir 
full  length ;  his  einen-y  fingers  were  out- 
spread, and,  urged  as  it  were  with  their 
whole  force  against  the  impalpable  air, 
quivered  with  excitement;  his  diluted  eyes, 
expressive  of  frantic  revenge,  glared  in  wild 
energy,  as  if  fixed  upoa  some  object  which 
to  kitn  was  visible ;  his  muscular  figure, 
dimly  shadowed  forth  by  the  faint  prison 
light,  seemed  to  have  acquired  proportions 
even  more  gigantic  than  its  natural  ones; 
while  his  features  and  words,  equally  violent 
and  irregular,  gave  to  liis  whole  demeanour 
the  aspect  of  a  mau  striving  for  life  or  death, 
either  with  a  spiritual  or  a  mortal  enemy. 

Struck  ivith  amazement,  the  Priest  and 
the  Gaoler  stood  aghast  in  silence,  and  forbore 
to  interrupt  Connell's  wild  dirge,  the  thrill- 
ing purport  of  which  was  partially  given  in  the 
following  stanza,  evidently  a  sequel  to  pre- 
ceding verses  of  equally  portentous  meaning : 

"  Tbou  !-^lcully !  •—false  ooe ! 
Didst  basely  betray  him. 
In  hk  strong  Lour  of  aved, 
When  Iby  right  baoil  sbould  aid  bim  ! 

•  As  the  reader  has  been  already  inlrodured  to  llie  perfi- 
dk-iis  "  f  cullj,"  no  furiber  infcrmalion  as  to  Lis  deeds  and 
character  ia  uecesaw^' 
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He  fed  thee — lie  clad  thee— 
Thou  hadst  all  could  delight  thee : 

Thou  didst  leave  him  and  sell  him — 
May  Heaven  requite  thee  !** 

The  frenzy  of  disappointed  rage  with 
which  the  distracted  prisoner  apostatized 
the  name  of  "Scully"  seemed  to  denote 
that  now  there  was  a  shade  of  insanity  in 
his  conduct,  so  fearful  was  the  voice  which, 
like  the  roar  of  the  cataract,  thundered  forth 
his  curses.  The  raging  passion  of  the  half- 
frantic  enthusiast,  in  point  of  fact,  was  fear- 
fully appalling,  and  in  all  probability  would 
have  produced  some  fatal  catastrophe,  were 
it  not  that  he  was  compelled  to  stop  suddenly 
from  sheer  exhaustion.  The  amazed  spec- 
tators dared  not  interrupt  that  solemn  pause, 
and^  totally  unnoticed  by  Coniiell,  they  con- 
tinued to  gaze  on  him  as  mute  as  statues. 
After  a  few  moments  had  thus  elapsed  in 
appalling  silence,  a  more  tender  though 
equally  powerful  emotion  seemed  to  possess 
the  soul  of  Daniel  Connell.  A  flood  of  feel- 
ing rushed  over  his  heart,  and  was  responded 
to  from  its  remotest  depths.  He  wrung  his 
hands  with  an  action  exquisitely  true  to 
nature  and  to  the  anguish  of  his  new  sensa- 
tions, as,  passing  on  to  another  poi*tion  of 
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the  dii^tf,  wMch  pathetically  alladed  to  the 
death  of  The  O'Sulliriin-Beare,  be  tlius  io 
imagiDatJou  evoked  the  last  spectral  relic 
that  reuutiiied  on  earth  of  his  too  jdohzed 
chieAain : — 

"  Dear  head  or  mjr  darUugl 

How  ^ry  anil  pale 
Ttiese  »grA  eyn  we  thee, 

Bigh  apiked  9U  their  gaol! 
That  clraek  in  the  sumiuer  (OD 

Ne'er  shafl  grow  irarai ; 
>'or  that  eye  e'er  eatcb  light. 

But  the  flaih  of  the  tiana  l" 

As  the  choked  voice  of  Conoell  faltered 
forth  those  words,  his  late  Diauiacal  fury 
sank  at  once  to  a  tone  of  heart-tL  rilling 
pathos,  aod,  having  gasped  through  tills 
affecting  stanza  of  his  Lament,  lie,  like  a 
lunatic  ^vhose  6t  is  over,  burst  into  tears, 
and  fell  flat  upon  the  floor  of  hi:j  cell,  neak 
and  powerless  as  a  child.  His  liead  had 
sunk  upon  his  ami,  and  lying  thus  prostrate, 
with  his  face  concealed  upon  it,  Conuell,  in 
the  intensity  of  Lis  now  silent  agony,  was  as 
unconscious  of  the  presence  of  his  tivo  spec- 
tators as  the  frenzy  of  previous  exciteuteot 
had  made  him  to  their  entrance. 

Tlie  Priest,  having  motioned  to  the  Gaoler 
to  withdraw,  advanced  to  the  exhausted  cap- 
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tiFe,  and,  kindly  taking  his  hand,  offered  to 
render  all  the  aid  which  the  power  of  re* 
ligion  and  Sympathy  could  bestow.  Having 
ftigbed  tbt  Cro^  with  much  soleMnity,  the 
Minister  of  God  endeavoured  to  arou£;e  the 
Mhappy  culprit  to  k  suitable  sfense  of  his 
guilt  and  awfal  situation^  as  thi  hour  for  his 
Exertion  ii^ai  drawing  so  n^ar  that  but  a 
short  lime  remained  for  preparation  to  meet 
it  as  becanie  a  ChrifiliAn  ahd  a  man.  At 
first  the  words  of  the  Divine^  though  awfully 
solemn,  seemed  to  make  little  or  no  im- 
pression on  the  prisoner.  Connell,  it  is  true, 
had  raised  his  head,  and,  with  his  hand 
pressed  against  his  brow,  seemed  buried  in 
j)rofound  thought;  but  as  yet  he  had  not 
spoken  one  word  in  reply  to  the  adjurations 
of  his  Confessor.  At  length  he  started  from 
the  floor  to  the  stone  bench  on  which  the 
Priest  was  sitting,  and  took  his  hand.  Then, 
smiling  bitterly,  he  said  in  a  tone  of  mingled 
pride,  reproach,  and  feeling,  while  a  bright 
flush  passed  over  his  ch^ek,  and  fire  sparkled 
in  his  eyes, — 

"  WTiy,  thin,  Father  agral  is  it  Dan 
Connell  ye  think  will  demane  the  blood  o* 
The  O'SuUivanrBeare,  an'  himsef,  an'  his 
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ore  down  from  the  days  of  Noah,  by 
trimbling  like  a  cowardly  gomal,  jist  whin 
die  cowld,  bitther,  black-hearted  Sassenacbs 
are  goin  'to  give  him  a  lift  •  in  the  world? 
for  shure  'tis  this  blessed  day  (praia'd  be 
the  saints!)  I'll  stand  high  over  'era  all 
on  the  bowld  gallows-tree  !  Och,  Sir  !  'tis 
Wither  yoor  Rivercnce  should  think  o'  the 
crimson  flood  in  my  veins  ! — divil  a  fear  of 
rts  Ireezing! — 'twill  boil  on  an' on  in  my 
thnie  warm  heart  till  the  blest  minute 
whin  my  Spurrit  will  spring  out  o'  this 
carcass  o'  sin  to  the  sowl  o'  the  Mastlier— 
£«■  wherever  he  is  will  be  heaven  to  me! 
An'  shure  'tis  tbinkin'  o'  him,  an'  nothin'  else, 
that's  br«kin'  my  heart  entirely — Ochone! 
Ofhone!" 

Here  the  voice  of  the  strong  man  faltered, 
and  a  large  bright  tear  filled  his  eye  and 
iritiled  slowly  down  his  cheek  ;  but,  dashing 
it  indisnantly  away,  he  added  rapidly,  and 
in  a  still  more  excited  tone — 

"  An*  may  be  I  didn't  say  my  say  to  my 

Shister  Norah  last  night,  whin  she  corned  to 

sw  roe  an'  pray  for  my  sowl.     '  Arrah !'  says 

I.  ■  prav  for  vour  own,  an'  lave  mine  alone, 

•  i, «.  PiuntotKii. 


you  owld  witch  of  Endor !  who  turned  your 

cursed  backbone — so  you  did — on  our  own 

deep  darlin' — the  Chief  of  our  Clan — the 

jewel  o'  my  heart — ^The  0*Suilivan-Beare  !* 

An*  so.  Sir,  wid  that — (Ah  !  thin  now,  Holy 

Father,  may  the  Mother  o'  Heaven  be  wid 

ye  by  night  an'  by  day  if  ye'U  caase  to  in« 

terrupt  an'  bother  me,  as  I  see  that  ye  want 

for  to  do,    while   I   spake    these    my  last 

words!)     Well,  why,  as  I  was  sayin*,  wid 

that  I'd  have   fairly   given   a  polthogue  to 

Norah — shister  o'  mine  as  she  is — only  jist 

at  that  blessed    minute  who  should  stand 

right  forenent  me  but  the  M asther's  own 

white-headed,  blind  ould  Nurse,  who  many's 

the  time  had  rocked  an'  sung  him  to  sleep 

in  her  arms,  whin  a  babby  at  her  breast. 

The  voumeen  I  'tis  she  was  the  grand  keener* 

once,   till   dark    an'  ailin'   wid   years,   the 

crathur  tuk  to  her  bed,  which  she  niver  lift 

for  many  a  long  day,  till,  larnin'  the  bloody, 

black  revenge  o'  the  Sassenachs  on  the  pulse 

iv  her  heart  o'  hearts — ^The  0*Sullivan-Beare 

— she  niver  cracked  cry  till  she  forced  'em 

to  take  her  out  iv  her  bed  an'  bring  her  here 

all  the  ways  to  see — fust  the  spiked  head  iv 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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her  Chief,  and  thin  me — the  Masther's  own 
valley  de  cham  I  shut  up  for  all  the  worlil 
like  a  wild  baste  in  my  den,  in  the  JHWS  o' 
the  tiassenachs  I  An'  shure  enough  'twas  a 
sight  that  would  melt  a  heart  o'  stooe,  to  see 
that  aged  saint,  whin  she  fell  plump  down 
on  her  two  bended  knees,  an'  in  a  low 
piercing  wail  she  burst  iato  song,  an'  lamed 
me  the  Dirge  of  our  Chief,  to  shout  whin  1 
go  to  the  tree,*  an'  which,  in  sorrow  an' 
silence,  she  made  all  alone  in  her  grief!  for 
the  eyes  iv  her  beautiful  spirit,  you  see,  are 
wide  open,  though  the  eyes  iv  her  body  are 
saalcd  down  in  darkness  till  the  Great  Judg- 
ment-day !  An'  shure  sorra  bit  would  she 
stir  till  I  larned  it  pit-a-pat  all  by  heart 
An'  'tis  that  same  Lamint  that  your  Riverence 
hard  me  singin' — all  mad  as  it  makes  me! 
An'  plaze  the  Mother  o'  Heaven  'tis  that 
very  Rann]  that  I'll  shout  whin  I  go  to  the 
gallows,  and  will  chant  to  St.  Pether  hirasef 
whin  he  comes  wid  his  great  gowld  kays  to 
let  me  in  to  the  Masther — that  jewel  o'  the 
airth,  who  was  sint  by  a  base,  bloody  crew 
from  the  Home  of  his  Faders  on  the  green- 

■   The  tree,  i.e,  the  gallows. 

t  See  nolfi  at  the  end  of  the  ToIum«. 
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htsathered  hills  of  I  vera  to  his  home  in  the 
dues !— Pm«  to  the  haro  r 

As  Oonuell  in  a  burst  of  feeling  ejaculated 
the  last  words  with  slow  and  thrilling  so- 
lemnity,  he  knelt  down  before  his  Priest  and 
reverently  signed  the  Cross  upon  his  breast ; 
then,  drawing  out  his  beads,  he  began  to  tell 
them  over  in  a  low  voice  and  with  the 
greatest  rapidity.  After  a  short  time  thus 
employed,  his  features  assumed  a  softer  ex- 
pression, and,  suddenly  dropping  his  rosary, 
and  burying  his  face  in  both  his  hands,  he 
whispered  to  the  Priest,  **  Pray  for  me  now  /" 

The  holy  man,  who  hitherto  had  vainly 
made  many  attempts  to  control  the  whirl- 
wind of  Connell's  emotions,  immediately 
seized  the  only  moment  that  had  seemed 
propitious  for  the  fulfilment  of  his  sacred 
duties.  With  earnest  devotion  he  impressed 
on  the  unhappy  culprit  the  necessity  of  re- 
pentance, and  spoke  at  length,  and  with  much 
depth  and  sincerity  of  feeling,  of  the  short 
time  now  left  to  prepare  for  the  awful 
change  that  awaited  him  in  passing  from 
time  into  eternity.  The  tumult  in  Connell's 
mind  was  very  great,  but  under  the  influence 
of  the  Priest's  discourse  it  gradually  abated. 
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and  alternately  lie  gave  to  his  Confessor  the 
full  confidence  of  his  guilty  heart,  and  re- 
ceived the  last  rites  of  his  Church  with  more 
decorous  quietude  than  could  have  been  an- 
ticipated. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

''  Ans.  Alas,  be  calm  1 

To  the  same  grave  ye  press — ^thoa  that  dost  pine 
Beneath  a  weight  of  chains,  and  they  that  role 
The  fortunes  of  the  fight. 

Bairn.  Ay,  thou  canst  feel 

The  calm  thou  wouldst  impart,  for  unto  thee 
All  men  alike,  the  warrior  and  the  slave  I**       Hemakb. 

"  And  I  am  here! — Shall  there  be  power,  0  Qod ! 
In  the  roused  energies  of  fierce  despair 
To  burst  my  heart,  and  not  to  rend  my  chains  ?" — ^Idem. 

When  the  clerical  visit  recorded  in  the 
last  chapter  ended,  the  Divine  proceeded  to 
the  condemned  cell  of  The  O'Sullivan,  hent 
on  the  same  pious  purpose  as  had  directed  his 
steps  to  that  of  Daniel  Connell. 

His  reception  was  at  first  cold  and  haughty 
in  the  extreme ;  hut  when  the  good  man,  un- 
daunted by-  it,  introduced  his  sacred  mission, 
and  proceeded  to  speak  with  the  authority 
and  frankness  which  equally  became  his 
noble  calling,  and  the  awful  position  of  the 
prisoner.  The  O'Sullivan  burst  into  a  tor- 
rent of  passion,  which  foamed  itself  almost 
to  madness. 
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eiecutioQ.  Laying  a  powerful  restraint  ov^r 
his  foaming  wrath,  The  O'Sullivan  stood  his 
ground  with  scornful  haughtiness,  while 
awaiting  the  expected  annunciation.  In  few 
words  it  was  made  in  the  customary  form  by 
the  appointed  Officials,  who,  adjourning  for  a 
similar  purpose  to  the  condemned  dungeon 
of  Dan  Gonnell,  gave  directions  that  in  five 
minutes  both  Criminals  should  be  brought 
into  the  press-room.  Tliough  it  was  evident 
that  at  this  juncture  The  O'Sullivan  was 
suffering  much  mental  torture,  yet  it  was 
equally  clear  that  he  strove  to  conceal  it  as 
much  as  possible,  and  not  an  iota  of  his  ha- 
bitual firmness  deserted  him,  even  when  he 
met  Dan  Connell  issuing  from  his  cell  to 
join  the  melancholy  procession.  It  formed 
immediately,  and  passed  on  in  perfect  silence 
until  the  prisoners  reached  the  press-room. 
JEIvery  eye  within  that  crowded  chamber  was 
eagerly  directed  to  the  door. 

With  a  bold  and  firm  tread,  The  O'Sulli- 
van M'as  the  first  who  entered,  attended  by 
his  guards.  He  wore  the  full  costume  of  an 
Irish  Buccaneer — a  dress  of  dark-blue  cloth, 
somewhat  resemblinfi^  that  of  the  British 
sailoTv — and  across  his  chest  a  silken  scarf  of 
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the  national  colour,  Kmerald  Green,  was  care- 
lessly thrown,  and  tied  at  the  left  side ;  at 
eacK  corner  of  it  tte  well-known  ensigns  of 
"  The  Death-Plag"  were  embroidered. 

Despite  the  appalling  pcenes  of  his  Uto 
career,  the  appearance  of  William  O'Sullivan 
was  in  no  way  materially  altered  since  hii 
conviction.  His  countenance  was  as  boldly 
handsome,  and  his  indomitable  heart  as  fear- 
less, as  ever,  though  his  features  were  flushed 
from  the  excitement  of  his  feelings,  which  it 
was  easy  to  perceive  were  vividly  at  work, 
for  his  eyes  flashed  lightning,  and  the  veins 
of  his  forehead  were  swollen  with  suppressed 
rage  and  indignation.  He  exchanged  an  im- 
pressive glance  with  Dan  Connell,  as  the 
latter  was  led  up  and  took  his  stand  beside 
him  with  unblenching  firmness.  Hitherto 
neither  convict  had  breathed  one  sigh,  nor 
uttered  one  word ;  yet  there  was  this  differ- 
ence in  the  demeanour  of  the  prisoners  : 

The  O'SulIivan's  manners  were  noticeable 
for  a  sort  of  dashing  assurance,  mixed  with 
a  certain  consciousness  of  the  effect  his  emi- 
nently handsome  person  produced  on  the 
spectators.  Dan  Connell's,  on  the  contrary, 
partook  more  of  the  character  of  a  man  whose 
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heart  was  filled  with  the  most  painful  reflec- 
tionSy  unshadowed  by  a  tincture  of  either 
mental  or  physical  fear ;  for  though  his  eyes 
were  resolutdy  fixed  upon  the  ground,  and 
his  brawny  chest  heaved  palpably,  yet  Ids 
whole  appearance  denoted  an  inflexible  ob- 
stinacy and  a  ferocity  of  zeal  that  were  ca- 
pable of  defying  all  consequences,  whether 
temporal  or  eternal.  He  also  was  attired  in 
his  Pirate's  dress,  in  fashion  similar  to  that 
of  his  Chieftain,  but  made  of  less  costly  mate- 
rials ;  and  as  those  two  remarkable  criminals, 
attended  by  their  spiritual  Confessor,  stood 
side  by  side  at  this  critical  juncture  of  their 
united  fates,  they  naturally  excited  the  most 
intense  observation,  mingled  with  no  small 
degree  of  interest.  To  so  high  a  pitch  did 
this  feeling  rise,  that  the  Officials,  though 
accustomed  to  such  scenes,  stood  like  persons 
planetrstruck,  instead  of  advancing  to  per- 
form their  duties  with  their  usual  alacrity. 

Perceiving  this,  and  aware  of  the  direful 
preliminaries  that  awaited  him,  The  O'Sulli- 
van  suddenly  strode  forward  to  the  utmost 
length  of  his  chain,  and,  stretching  forth  his 
muscular  arms,  hard  as  two  bars  of  iron,  and 
shaking  his  fetters  until  their  clanking  re- 
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Bounded  through  the  room,  he  raid  in  a  tone 
of  scoffing  irony, — 

'*  Methinks,  fair  Sirs,  you  looe  much  pve- 
cious  time  in  meditating  on  tlie  duties  of  yoor 
honourable  office.  Permit  me  theli  tb  dSet 
UY  assistance  towards  their  quick  comple- 
tion:" saying  which,  he  motioned  to  the 
Sherifis'  officers  to  advance,  and  haughtily 
ordei'ed  them  to  strike  off  his  irons,  and  to 
pinion  his  arms  and  wrists. 

While  this  dreadful  ceremony  was  heing 
performed,  llie  CSuUivan  preserved  the  most 
perfect  presence  of  mind ;  and  even  when  the 
black  handkerchief  he  wore  was  removed 
from  his  neck,  and  the  collar  of  his  shirt 
WHS  folded  back  to  make  room  for  the  fatal 
rope  that  was  to  launch  him  into  eternity, 
the  only  sign  of  emotion  he  showed  was  a 
preternatural  swelling  of  the  muscles  of  the 
throat,  and  the  fixed  blaze  of  light  that 
flashed  from  his  kindling  eyes.  When  the 
ceremony  of  pinioning  was  ended,  he  coolly 
turned  to  Dan  Connell,  and  with  a  stern  and 
scornful  air  exclaimed, — 

"  My  friend !  I,  the  descendant  of  the 
Chiefs  of  Bana,*  the  representative  of  The 

*  8ce  note  at  ibo  cud  of  tho  Tolume. 
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O'Sullivan-Beare,  have  justly  had  prece- 
^ncy.  It  is  now  yow  turn  to  advance  and 
i^ceive  tbis  in^der  of  merit  V*  and  sarcastic- 
ally he  curled  his  proud  lip,  while  with  a 
hitter  smile  he  looked  down  upon  his  bonds. 

Dan  Connell  gave  a  convulsive  start,  as 
^ough  the  words  conveyed  the  sting  of  a 
viper;  but  instantly  obeyed  his  Gliieftain's 
summons  with  an  unfaltering  step.  He 
raised  his  bloodshot  eyes  from  the  ground, 
whereon  they  had  hitherto  rested,  and  at 
first  stared  wildly  round;  but  they  almost 
instantaneously  fixed  into  a  steady  glare  of 
defiance  on  the  Sheriffs'  officers,  wliile  his 
face,  which  had  been  deadly  white,  flushed 
to  the  deepest  crimson. 

When  the  business  of  pinioning  him  com- 
menced, he  glanced  back  a  significant  nod  at 
his  Chieftain,  and  with  one  of  those  sudden 
alternations,  those  overwhelming  changes 
with  which  extreme  excitement  often  teems, 
he  re-assumed  all  his  characteristic  and  auda- 
cious jocularity.  A  leer  stole  over  his  face, 
a  light  though  bitter  laugh  followed,  and, 
quick-witted  as  ever,  he  tlirew  a  glance  half- 
oomic,  half-menacing,  around,  as  he  ex- 
claimed,— 
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"  The  Heavens  be  irid  ye,  my  darlmls! 
but  'tis  piirtily  how  ye've  settled  Dan  Con- 
iiell.  Why  thin,  is  it  fearer!  o'  niysef,  like 
thrue  Saxons,  ye  are,  whin  ye  skewer  up  my 
four  quarthers  in  this  iligant  way,  Uke  a 
Michaelmas  goose  jist  goin'  to  be  roasted  ? 

"  An'  now,  ye  broth  o"  boys,  let  me  give 
yees  the  sauce  for  ifiat  same,  an'  mind  the 
last  pregnant  words  that  I  spake." 

Dan  Coniiell  made  a  momentary  pause, 
anl  then,  raising  his  manacled  hands,  with 
startling  energy  he  ejaculated,  in  an  altered 
and  electrifying  tone,  these  words: — 

"  'Tis  Freedom  makes  the  bastes  o' the 
field  quick  as  light,  an'  braces  the  wings  o' 
the  bird  that  mounts  up  to  the  sun,  an' 
breaks  the  chain  o*  the  slave,  an'  makes  Man 
like  his  God  !  An'  ot  this  ye'd  deprive  us — 
the  thrue-born  sons  of  oivid  Ireland — that 
now  stand  forenent  ye — spawn  o*  the  Sasse- 
nachs  I  Weirastlirue  !  Weirasthrue  !  *  'tis 
for  this  that  my  own  ghost  will  haunt  yees 
by  night  an'  by  day  till  the  Divil's  black 
wing  sweeps  ye  off  as  his  own  !  Weiras- 
thrue!  Weirasthrue!  may  the  wrath  o' the 
race  iv  O'Sullivan  Beare  find  every  sowl  o' 
•  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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yees  yit,  in  all  its  red  vengeance !  May  the 
smoke  o'  the  hot  blood  that  bursts  from  the 
heart  o'  the  Pathriot  roll  up  to  Heaven  as 
witness  agin  ye,  an'  the  fetthers  o'  Hell  bind 
ye  down  in  its  black  pit  for  iver  an*  iver — 

amin  r 

All  were  mute  with  astonishment  at  this 
ferocious  torrent  of  passionate  emotion, 
which  had  been  so  rapid  and  vehement  as 
to  defy  interruption.  The  spectators  of  this 
singular  scene  had  not  even  attempted  it, 
and  the  very  Officials  had  paused  in  their 
inexorable  duty ;  but  now,  as  if  ashamed  of 
their  momentary  irresolution,  they  renewed 
and  completed  the  fatal  ceremonial,  and  con- 
ducted Dan  Gonnell — who  relapsed  into 
sullen  silence — ^to  the  bench  where  The 
O'Sullivan  sat  beside  his  Confessor. 
•  "  This  lasts  too  long — ^let  us  end  it,"  said 
one  of  the  Sherifis  in  an  under  tone  to  his 
coadjutor.  Then,  giving  the  necessary  orders 
in  a  louder  voice,  they  were  instantly  obeyed, 
and  the  corthge  moved  forward. 
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'^  The  Heavens  be  wid  ye,  my  darlinte! 
bot  *tis  purtily  how  yeVe  settled  Dau  Con* 
nelL  \^liy  thin,  is  it  feared  o*  mysef,  like 
throe  Saxons,  ye  are,  whin  ye  skewer  up  my 
four  quarthers  in  this  iligant  way,  like  i 
Blichaelmas  goose  jist  goin'  to  be  roasted  ? 

"  An'  now,  ye  broth  o'  boys^  let  me  give 
yeps  the  sauce  for  that  samSj  an*  mind  the 
last  pregnant  words  that  I  spake." 

Dan  Connell  made  a  momentary  pause, 
ani  then,  raising  bis  manacled  hands,  with 
startling  energy  he  ejaculated,  in  an  altered 
and  electrifvins:  tone,  these  words : — 

"  'Tis  Freedom  makes  the  bastes  o'  the 
field  quick  as  light,  an'  braces  the  wings  o' 
the  bird  that  mounts  up  to  the  sun,  an* 
breaks  the  chain  o'  the  slave,  an'  makes  Mao 
like  his  Grod !  An'  of  this  ye'd  deprive  us— 
the  thrue-born  sons  of  owld  Ireland — that 
now  stand  forenent  ye — spawn  o'  the  Sasse* 
nachs !  Weirasthrue !  Weirasthrue !  •  'tis 
for  this  that  my  own  ghost  will  haunt  yees 
by  niglit  an'  by  day  till  the  Divil's  black 
wing  sweeps  ye  oflF  as  his  own  !  Weiras- 
thrue !  Weirasthrue !  may  the  wrath  o'  the 
race  iv  O'Suliivan  Beare  find  every  sowl  o* 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  voluine. 
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deliberately  turned  their  heads,  and  their 
eyes  shone  out  io  a  long  last  look  upon  the 
^ked  head  of  The  O'SuUivan  Beare ! 

The  effect  was  electric,  and  so  chimed  in 
with  the  feelings  of  the  greater  part  of  the 
crowd,  that  three  distinct  cheers  rang  forth 
like  peals  of  thunder. 

Those  manifestetions  of  approval,  instead 
of  reprobation,  arose  simultaneously  from 
diflerent  quarters  of  the  immense  multitude, 
a  large  portion  of  which  was  made  up  of  the 
misguided  but  devoted  adherents  and  Clans- 
men of  The  0*Sullivans.  Apparently  re- 
gardless of  this  lawless  demonstration,  the 
Sheriffs,  the  Marshal  of  the  prison,  the 
under-sheriffs,  and  the  special  constables 
with  their  staves,  took  their  allotted  places, 
having  first  admitted  in  the  rear  of  the  con- 
victs a  common  cart,  covered  over  with  a 
large  blanket,  which  concealed  the  person  of 
the  hangman.  Although  thus  sheltered  from 
public  view,  this  inglorious  official  was  im- 
mediately recognised,  and,  in  virtue  of  his 
detested  profession,  assailed  by  yells  and 
shoutings  of  the  most  terrific  description. 
The  indications  of  a  popular  and  formidable 
tumult  had   been  so  decided,   that  the  in- 
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tended  route  to  the  scafibld  was  completely 
lined  with  Infantry.  The  place  selected  for 
the  execution  was  a  large  field  that  lay  at 
some  distance,  and  which,  under  the  idea  of 
making  a  more  fearless  and  public  demon- 
stration of  tlie  power  of  the  Government, 
had  been  chosen  (in  defiance  of  any  insur- 
rection from  the  mob)  for  the  last  impending 
scene  of  the  catastrophe,  in  preference  to  tiie 
precincts  of  the  gaol.  A  very  large  body  of 
Cavalry  closed  round  to  escort  the  mourntul 
cortege  to  the  foot  of  tlie  gallows.  Slroog 
barriers  had  been  erected  to  resist  the  pres- 
sure of  the  crowd,  notwithstanding  which 
precaution  it  was  with  great  difficulty,  and 
amidst  the  plunging  of  their  horses  to  the 
risk  of  human  life,  that  the  troops  gained 
and  kept  their  station. 

After  several  ineffectual  attempts  to  pass  on, 
the  procession  at  length  moved  forward  in 
sonietliiiig  like  order.  Its  route  lay  through 
a  populous  suburb,  the  liouses  of  which  were 
literally  crammed  with  spectators,  the  win- 
dows from  top  to  bottom  being  filled  prin- 
cipally by  beautiful  and  well-dressed  women, 
among  whom  many  of  the  highest  social 
position  might  he  discerned.     A  firmament 
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of  heads  thus  above  and  around,  and  hosts  of 
brilliant  eyes,  some  in  compassiony  many  in 
detestation,  others,  it  may  be  almost  said,  in 
admiration,  were  fixed  upon  the  Culprits,  as 
those  brothers  in  crime  and  fate  walked  on- 
wards boldly  and  unblenchingly  to  meet  their 
horrid  death.  Dan  Connell's  eyes  were  fixed 
in  an  abstract  gaze  upon  the  symbol  of  Sacred 
Love  which  he  held  upraised  to  heaven ;  but 
it  was  observable  that  The  O'SuUivan's 
roved  with  audacious  scrutiny  over  those 
windows  which  were  the  most  conspicuous 
for  the  female  loveliness  that  tilled  them. 

In  several  instances  he  bowed  and  even 
smiled  a  gracious  salutation  to  the  ladies, 
and,  so  great  is  the  influence  of  personal 
bravery  and  beauty  over  the  heart  of  woman, 
that  some  fair  hands  waved  white  handker- 
chiefs, as  if  the  procession,  instead  of  a  cri- 
minal, had  been  a  triumphal  one.  At  lengtli 
it  neared  the  place  of  Execution.  When  it  dis- 
tinctly appeared  to  the  view,  Dan  ConnelTs 
whole  form  became  convulsed  and  agitated 
as  if  with  some  internal  tempest.  His  eyes 
shot  lightning,  and  seemed  suddenly  to 
descry  some  pageant  in  the  air,  as  they 
glared    and    glittered    while   he    gazed    on 

VOL.  in.  E 
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space  !  His  brow  knit,  a  dark  and  troubled 
cloud  gathered  on  his  features,  his  lip  qui- 
vered and  curled,  his  set  teeth  cranched 
against  each  other,  and  the  veins  in  liis  fore- 
head swelled  like  purple  cords!  The  next 
moment  he  drew  up  his  gigantic  form  to  a 
height  that  seemed  almost  superhuman,  and 
his  livid  countenance  assumed  a  singular 
mixture  of  ferocity  and  intellect,  while  in  a 
voice  that,  like  a  Trumpel>-blast,  drowned  all 
other  sounds,  he,  as  if  suddenly  inspired, 
burst  forth  into  the  same  splendid  Death- 
dirge  of  the  late  O'Sullivan-Beare  which 
had  occupied  his  prison  thoughts  and  latest 
moments. 

In  startled  amazement,  every  eye  turned  to 
and  was  arrested  at  the  same  point — that 
from  which  the  rich,  deep  voice  of  Connell 
pealed  its  mighty  sound,  sonorous  as  an 
organ ;  and  such  was  the  force  and  wild  dig- 
nity of  his  passion,  that  an  awe  fell  upon  all, 
and  an  effect  was  produced  upon  the  multi- 
tude so  perfectly  electrifying,  that  any  sound, 
save  that  of  the  solemn  Chant,  was  hushed 
to  the  silence  of  the  dead,  as  if  by  the  spell 
of  a  magician. 

In  a  few  instants,  the  heart  from  which 
that  glorious  ^Vt^wi  ^^  wvvidc^  poetry^  and 
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ion  now  welled  forth  so  full  of  power 

none  could  withstand  its  irresistible  ap- 

f  must  cease  to  beat  for  ever  I     As  this 

iction  pressed  upon  the  souls  and  inas- 

1  the  sympathies  of  the  spectators,  some 

L   of   the   foes  of  Daniel   Connell   nio- 

tarily  forgot  his  crimes,  while,  in  silent 

zement,  they  felt  the  bright  light  of  com- 

ion  steal  gently  over  the  black  picture  of 

past  I     Unheeding  this,  and  even  regard- 

of  the  unutterable  emotions  that  were 

iped  upon  the  stern,  fierce  face  of  The 

ullivai),    Dan  Connell,   as   if  his   sight 

B  absent  from  his  body,  chanted  on  and 

the  solemn  Death-dirge  with  frantic  en- 

nasm,  his  soul  seeming  to  find  relief  and 

;  in  the  following  tragic-breathing  verse 

assion  :* — 

1. 

"  The  sun  on  Ivera  t 

No  longer  shines  brightly ; 
The  voice  of  her  music 

No  longer  is  sprightly : 
No  more  to  her  maidens 

llie  light  dance  is  dear, 
Since  the  death  of  our  darlinir, 

O'Sullivan-Peare ! 


*  See  note  at  tlic  end  of  the  volume. 
t  Ivera  is  the  original  name  of  Bcarhaven. 
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2. 


Than  !~Sciilly !— falje  one ! 

Didst  baaely  betray  liim, 
in  bU  strong  hour  of  Deed, 

When  tliy  right  hand  ahould  aid  liim ! 
He  fed  thee — he  clad  thee — 

Them  hfldst  all  could  delight  thee : 
Thou  didst  leave  him  and  sell  him — 

Maj'  Hearen  reqiilte  thee  I 


Scully!  may  all  kind 

Of  evil  attend  thee  I 

On  thy  d&A  road  of  life 

May  no  kind  -me  Ix^friend  thet 
May  fever  Ion;;  bum  thco, 

And  ajncs  long  freeze  thee  I 
May  the  strong  hand  of  God 

In  hia  red  aQ>.'er  seize  thee ! 


Had  he  died  cnlnily, 

I  would  not  dcjilorc  him, 
Or  if  the  wild  strife 

Of  the  Scn-lvar  closed  o'er  liiiii : 
lint  mlk  roj>es  roiiud  his  wliite  limlis 

Tlirotigli  Ocean  to  frail  liim. 
Like  a  fisli  after  slnii<;hter — 

Tis  therefore  I  wail  him. 
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One  glimpse  of  Heayeii*8  light 

May  they  see  neyer  I 
Hay  the  hearthstone  of  Hell 

Be  their  best  bed  for  ever  I 

6. 

In  the  hole  which  the  vile  hands 

Of  Soldiers  had  made  thee, 
Unhonour'd,  unshrouded, 

And  headless  they  laid  thee — 
No  sigh  to  regret  thee, 

No  eye  to  rain  o'er  thee. 
No  dirge  to  lament  thee, 

No  friend  to  deplore  thee ! 

7. 

Dear  head  of  my  darling ! 

How  gory  and  pale 
These  aged  eyes  see  thee. 

High  spiked  on  their  gaol  I 
That  cheek  in  the  summer  sun 

Ne'er  shall  grow  warm ; 
Nor  that  eye  e'er  catch  light, 

Bnt  the  flash  of  the  Storm  I 

8. 

A  curse,  blessed  Ocean, 

Is  on  thy  green  water, 
From  the  haven  of  Cork 

To  Ivera  of  slaughter, 
Since  thy  billows  were  dyed 

With  the  red  wounds  of  fear 
Of  Muirtach  Oge, 

Our  O'Sullivan-Bcare !" 
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As  Connell's  voice  rang  forth  the  last 
stnnza  of  bis  Uirilliog  Dirge  in  notes  as  wild 
as  the  shriek  of  the  Baosljee,  the  procession 
halt*^  at  an  euoraiously  strong  gate,  round 
which  a  powerful  guard  of  Military  was 
stationeil.  Wiibin  the  enclosure  to  wbicli 
this  gatt>  g-ire  access,  stood  the  fatal  gallows; 
— a  spread  of  green  level  sward  tiround  it 
was  kept  clear  by  massire  barricades,  in  the 
centre  of  which  a  large  bliick  gibbet  aji- 
peart^l.  Oier  this,  and  affixed  to  a  lofty 
siaff,  an  enormous  sable  banner  surged  slowly 
in  tlie  wiml,  i>n  whi(.-h  the  uuturinu*  li-.i-lne 
oi  -Tl^e  Peath-Fl,.g"— aScull  and  CmsV- 
i>  lie?,  iiuo  a  Celtic  motto  sii^nifjiiig 

••  THE    BLIXIDY   H.\AD  OF  IRELVND," 

nvrc  jMinte  i  in  white,  Tliis  proiiuced  a  most 
"Miinin  :r.-ii\  striking  ellect,  while  from  the 
lalal  bfiiui-  two  c'laiiis  were  pusjiendcd  to 
wiiio'.i  stro:ii  ri'pes  were  fislencii,  an  addition 
■.o  ihc  linaiful  nfijiaratus  o\'  death,  which 
toL:  iV..r;"ulh  on  th<'  minds  of  the  .spectators. 
The  i;.*ide  oi  llie  dismal  arena  was  lined 
will!  s.iliiiers  in  ranks:  and  roiiiid  the  ex- 
terior ol'  the  encirolinir  barriers,  the  (.'avalry, 
despite  tlio  [pressure   of  (he   crowd,  drew  iip 
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in  formidable  array.  As  the  Great  Gate 
opened  to  admit  the  Prisoners,  the  magnitude 
of  their  danger — the  certainty  of  their  fate — 
seemed  for  the  first  time  to  strike  with  freez- 
ing actuality  upon  the  minds  of  their  adher- 
ents; and  such  a  feeling  of  solemn  awe 
thrilled  through  the  vast  crowd  that  their 
silence  continued  hushed  and  breathless, 
while  the  Convicts  passed  into  the  arena. 
The  large  gate  was  then  closed,  and  locked 
behind  them  and  their  escort.  With  a 
firmness  that  partook  of  the  quality  of  despe- 
ration, the  two  prisoners,  placed  side  by  side, 
walked  on  to  the  platform.  During  their 
short  progress  to  the  gallows  The  O'Sullivan, 
under  the  pretence  of  muttered  prayer,  and 
unheard  by  his  Confessor,  breathed  one 
whisper  in  the  ear  of  Daniel  Connell. 

It  seemed  to  recall  his  senses  to  the  actual, 
for  in  reply  he  gave  a  mute  sign  of  assent  at 
the  moment  when  the  culprits  reached  the 
foot  of  the  scaffold,  and,  attended  by  their 
Ecclesiastic,  ascended  its  steps.  The  O'Sul- 
livan  was  the  first  to  tread  the  platform,  in 
the  centre  of  which,  and  exactly  under  the 
lofty  beam  and  chains,  a  strong  high  wooden 
stool  was  placed.     On  this  the  Convicts  were 


80  THE  DE.\Tn-FLAG. 

to  etund,  when  ibe  ropes  ivere  adjusted 
round  tWir  Decks  preparatory  to  their  being 
launched  into  Eternity,  which — the  falal  drop 
of  tlie  present  day  being  then  unknown- 
was  done,  by  ijuickly  witlidrawini^  the  stool 
from  beneath  tlieir  feet,  thus  leaving  tile 
victims  of  the  hiw  suspended  in  the  air. 

Dan  Connell  walked  closely  after  hii 
chief,  wliose  example  he  followed  by  in- 
(■tantly  mounting  the  fatal  stooJ,  on  whicb 
tlie  Irish  IJiiccuneers  now  stood  side  by  side, 
f^till  holding  aloft  their  enormous  Crucifixes, 
iniinediately  behind  them  the  biack-mhed 
Ei'ck'siitstic  took  his  station,  in  a  subdued 
voiee  continuing  his  pious  exliortatioiis.  The 
triw  ]iresented  a  striking  picture,  as  thus  they 
to%vire(l  above  the  multitude,  their  fine  heads 
standing  out  iu  bold  relief  against  the  hltie 
horizoii  ;  the  green  scarfs  of  the  Corsairs 
rioating  on  tlie  wind,  and  their  silver  crosses 
irlitieriny  in  the  sunlight. 

At  tliis  moment,  as  if  to  ebicidate  tiie 
jHuver  of  contrast,  the  Executioner  shook  oft' 
tho  hbiukot  that  had  covered  him,  and,  leap- 
ing out  of  his  cart  with  a  force  that  made  it 
roll  rapidly  away,  S]irang  up  the  steps  of  tiie 
gallows,    and   amid    the  yells,    groans,    and 
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hisses  that  assailed  him^  at  once  commenced 
the  preliminaries  of  his  dreadful  office. 
Meanwhile  the  minister  of  God  had  been 
earnestly  imploring  the  pirates  to  make  a 
public  acknowledgment  of  their  guilt  from 
the  Scaffold. 

The  O'Sulli van's  lip  curled  into  something 
between  a  sneer  and  a  smile  of  triumph  at 
the  exhortation,  to  which,  however,  he 
haughtily  bowed  assent.  Then  suddenly  re- 
signing his  Crucifix  to  his  Confessor,  he  up- 
lifted his  fettered  arms  to  the  utmost  height 
their  manacles  permitted,  and  ejaculated  in  a 
loud,  unfaltering  voice  that  was  heard  in  the 
remotest  corner  of  the  crowd, — 

"  By  the  blood  of  the  Sea-Kings  that  flows 
through  our  veins,  we  have  nought  to  confess 
but  this : — We  die — as  we  have  lived,  and  as 
the  race  of  Colla  ought  to  live — tlie  fees  of 
Tyranny  and  Usurpation  —  the  true-born 
Lovers  of  our  Country — the  Ocean-Sons  of 
Liberty — The  Irish  Buccaneers! — Dooms- 
man,  we  are  ready !" — A  confusion  of  sounds 
arose  from  the  assembled  multitude,  despite 
of  which  the  Executioner  instantly  advanced. 
The  death-knell  tolled  from  the  spire  of  an 
adjacent  church,  and  Dan  Conneirs  crucifix 

£3 
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having  been  liandeil  to  tbe  Confessor — wbo 
retired  some  paces — tlie  doonismaa  iuljusted 
tlie  ropes  round  the  necks  of  llie  prisouers, 
preparatory  to  putting  the  white  cap  upon 
each !  He  turned  round  to  receive  those 
last  fatal  ensigns  from  his  assistant,  and  in 
that  brief  moment  The  O'Sullivan  shouted 
in  a  voice  of  thunder,  ap^jalling  iu  its  wrath, 
*'  Bloodhounds  1  no  base-born  iuingman  givrt 
OUR  doom — into  the  unknown  world  ta 
launch  ourselves!"  Auil  suiting  the  action 
to  the  word  with  such  rapidity  that  preven- 
tion was  inipracticiible,  he  boldly  kicked 
away  the' stool,  which  rolling  from  beuealh 
tht'ir  Ceet,  both  prisoners,  with  uncovered 
face*,  hung  suspended  from  tlie  ropes  ! 

As  the  crowd  witnessed  this  unexpectcil 
and  energetic  manoeuvre,  tremendous  ciieers 
and  cries  burst  forth  from  various  quarters, 
and,  m)twitlistji!iding  the  great  strength  oi 
the  barriers,  the  pre>sure  (if  the  )>eople  was 
so  terrific,  that  several  of  the  barricades  gave 
way,  wbili-  others  were  actually  torn  up,  and 
brandished  successfully  against  the  Military. 
Tlie  rush  that  followed  from  ali  directions — 
under  the  impression  that  the  Buccaneers 
still    brcathedj  and  might  be  cut  down  alive 
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— defies  description.  Numbers  were  thrown 
to  the  earth,  trampled  upon,  and  even  killed, 
as  the  infuriated  people,  bent  on  one  object^ 
made  for  the  gallows,  with  cries  of  dreadful 
import.  Many  among  the  crowd  had  been 
secretly  armed  in  the  hope  that  a  rescue 
might  be  effected,  and  now  a  mass  of  weapons 
suddenly  flashed  forth,  wielded  by  the  bearers 
with  the  tempest  of  frenzy. 

A  new  impetus  thus  given,  the  pell-mell 
tumult  raged  fiercer  than  ever,  confused,  and 
indistinct  Several  of  the  King's  troops  fell 
wounded — others  dead — while  the  blood  of 
hundreds  of  the  people  deluged  the  field. 
Still  undaunted,  they  pursued  their  desperate 
charge,  forcing  a  way  to  the  gibbet,  and 
dealing  frantic  blows  at  random,  while  shout- 
ing forth  the  cry  of  "Rescue! — to  the 
Rescue  !*' 

Amidst  the  flash  of  muskets  and  the 
charge  of  Cavalry,  one  united  band,  com- 
posed of  the  flower  of  the  clan  of  The 
0*Sullivan,  dashed  resolutely  on,  with  the 
fury  of  lions  felling  down  foes,  and  some- 
times even  friends,  until  they  succeeded  in 
mounting  to  the  scaffold. 

A  long  yell  of  despair  wliich  clove  the  air 
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the  next  instant — issuing  from  the  hearts  of 
this  devoted  party — announced  to  the  field 
that  they  came  too  late,  for  TIjc  Irish  Buc- 
caneers were  indeed  no  more  ! 

It  was  responded  to  by  a  cry  so  intensely 
savage,  that  it  actually  tliriUed  to  the  mar- 
row and  the  Iwnes  of  those  upou  whose  ears 
it  smote. 

Tlie  impulse  now  given  was  treraenflous. 
Stimulated  into  madness,  the  reckle^  Clao 
of  Tiie  O'Sullivan  dashed  into  the  thickest 
of  the  onslaught,  shrieking  cries  of  ven- 
geance, and  felling  all  tli;it  opposed  them, 
until  they  rallied  like  a  plialanx  round  the 
foot  of  the  gallows.  Tiiere — though  hewed 
down  right  and  left  hy  their  assailants — 
there  those  nho  still  lived  manfully  kept 
their  ground,  wliile  the  bodies  of  the  slaugh- 
tered formed  a  sort  of  rampart  to  llie  inner- 
most circle  of  tlie  gibhet  and  tlie  party  at  its 
base;  nor  did  one  mau  among  tliem  Hindi 
under  the  attacks  of  Cavalry  or  Infantry. 
And  now  t!ie  corpses  of  the  Pirates  being 
cut  down  were  seen  borne  aloft  upon  the 
shoulders  of  their  Clansmen,  who,  striding 
from  the  gallows,  clove  througii  the  mighty 
throng  of  friends  and  foes  surrounding  it, 
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and,  as  if  animated  by  one  heart,  rushed  in 
a  body,  and  forced  their  way  by  a  breach  in 
the  rear  of  the  Scaffold,  which,  in  the  heat 
of  the  combat,  had  been  made.  Through 
this  pass,  despite  the  weiglit  of  the  corpses 
which  they  bore,  those  mighty  Clansmen 
neither  reeled  nor  staggered  back,  but  gal- 
lantly strode  on — on — through  indiscriminate 
slaughter,  guarding  their  sacred  burthen 
with  the  fury  of  tigers,  and  the  desperation 
of  madmen,  until  they  reached  the  fastnesses 
of  the  adjacent  mountains,  where  the  Mili- 
tary, inexperienced  in  such  ahnost  inacces- 
sible defiles,  were  compelled  to  relinquish 
pursuit. 

In  the  noiseless  solitude  of  that  forest-land, 
laid  side  by  side  within  a  mountain-tomb, 
in  their  beloved  Ivera,  The  O'SuUivan  and 
Daniel  Connell  found  their  last  resting-place 
on  earth ! 

The  oaths  of  future  vengeance  which,  at 
that  wild,  midnight  burial,  burst  from  bleed- 
ing Clansmen  over  the  grave  of  the  dead, 
were  mingled  with  the  wailings  of  tlie  ever- 
lasting sea  that  girdled  its  base,  and  rang 
forth  to  the  vault  of  Heaven  the  awful 
requiem  of  The  Irish  Buccaneers  ! 


imoaua^uo. 


CHAPTER  VIL 


M  am  tdV—fnjoA  Hnun. 
*&  «m  fiv  Ak*— W^  Gdl  I«  from  us  ^roitr, 
Xo  t«iB  for  ihtx '. 


L<:->b  iiseif  tie  pMve — that  last  eartlily 
&■»  xc  tb«r  wex.-_v  i-ilsrinis  of  tiii?  fleetins; 
wvcii — iaic  f lose*i  o^e:  the  remains  ol'EdHli 
O  M-xx-f.  Her  jviinful  jiassagc  tlirough  the 
r-.'i-^ikXfc  «o«ke  of  iUe  wa5  i«st.  ']"he  Angel 
oc  IXi'^  h*l  waft*^  her  briffbt  spirit  to 
npils:>  w^re  >in  aad  sorri^nr  are  unkuown, 
isi  |».t:ifcr*  Eever  come;  but  Iitr  nieiiion 
cwich  iiEf^r»6aWT  within  the  hearts  of  llie 
Kriirifaed  nxHimerf  who,  in  bitterness  of 
iwal,  hid  <een  ber  conmiitted  to  the  dust  aud 
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buried  from  their  earthly  light  for  ever ! — 
She  was  interred  in  a  green,  quiet  spot  over 
which  wild  field-flowers  grew  in  rich  abun- 
dance, and  sunshine  often  poured  its  fullest 
brilliance,  wrapping,  as  it  were,  her  marble 
tomb  in  warmt^i  and  light.  Its  sole  inscrip- 
tion was  the  name  of  "  Edith."  Those 
glowing  rays  from  heaven  fell  often — how 
often  !— over  the  forms  of  Ogilvie  and  Eva, 
as,  clad  in  deepest  mourning,  they  knelt  hand- 
in-hand  in  communion  of  prayer  over  the 
luillowed  grave  which  held  the  ashes  of  the 
Beloved  One — not  lost,  but  gone  before  them 
to  the  skies ! 

It  was  at  the  burial-place  of  the  dead — 
meet  spot  for  such  "a  labour  of  love" — 
that  Eva — having  first  wreathed  the  white 
marble  cross  which  surmounted  the  shrine 
of  Edith  with  the  brightest  flowers  of  spring 
— prepared,  alone,  and  in  trembling  emotion, 
to  fulfil  the  wishes  of  her  departed  friend,  by 
perusing  the  small  packet  she  drew  from  her 
bosom,  and  which  had  been  found  conspicu- 
ously placed  among  the  papers  of  the  de- 
ceased. A  thousand  memories  of  the  past, 
\nih  all  its  joys  and  sorrows,  rushed  upon 
her  mind — she  felt  as  if  she  still  listened  to 
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that  voice  which,  for  so  many  years,  had 
made  her  music — in  fancy  she  gazed  upon 
that,  smile  so  full  of  truth  and  iDDOcence, 
and  heiird  the  words  of  foud  tiffection  nhicli 
accompanied  it,  fraught  with  the  wisdom  ai;d 
the  fervour  of  undjing  love.  Then  came 
the  bitter  thought — the  certainty — that  those 
dear  lips  were  now  for  ever  miitc  within  the 
darksome  grave  ! — that  the  heart  which  once 
thrilled  in  all  the  overwhelming  fulness  uf 
youthful  sympathy  had  ceased  to  heat — that 
the  erst  beauteous,  animated  form  now  lav 
torpid  in  the  cold  embrace  of  death,  and 
sliould  Ite  seen  no  more  !  Tears  rushed  from 
Kva's  eyes,  ami  her  lieart  heaved  and  swelled 
as  if  it  had  been  bursting,  while  those 
wretclied  reniemltrances  tlironged  around  her. 
She  pressed  the  packet  to  her  lijis,  and 
breathed  a  silent  prayer  fur  courage  to  open 
and  peruse  it.  The  jtapers  it  enclosed  were 
a  Mill  that  had  been  secretly  and  duly  pre- 
pared and  witnessed,  by  which  the  deceased 
left  the  entire  of  her  large  fortune  (excepting 
only  one  bequest  to  Lady  Tullibardine)  to 
Eva — the  friend  and  sister  of  her  heart — 
and  the  memoranda  which,  as  we  have 
already     mentioned,    Edith    O'Moore     had 
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written  from  time  to  time  amid  the  wild 
solitude  of  the  Pirates*  Cave  at  the  Skelig 
Rocks.  The  packet  had  evidently  heen 
lately  placed  within  a  fresh  envelope,  which 
bore  a  recent  date,  was  sealed  with  black  wax, 
and  endorsed  with  these  simple  words : — 

'•  To  be  read  by  my  own  Eva — when 
Edith  O'Moore  is  dead !" 

The  Mourner's  heart  bled  within  her  as 
she  gazed  in  anguish  upon  the  well-known 
characters:  they  unlocked  the  fountains  of 
her  heart,  which  poured  forth  a  flood  of 
sorrow.  Her  thoughts  clung  round  the 
mysteries  of  Life  and  Death !  and  it  was  only 
by  a  strong  and  violent  effort  that  at  length 
the  agitated  girl  found  power  to  break  the 
seal.  Dashing  aside  the  Will,  she  fixed  her 
eyes  with  an  intensity  —  "a  spell  that 
breathed  of  heaven" — upon  the  fallowing 
disjointed  fragments — sad  but  true  records 
of  a  broken  heart ! — 

THE  THOUGHT-BOOK  OF  EDITH  O'MOORE. 

"  The  Pirates'  Cave,  Skelig  Rocks,  17**. 

"  My  destiny  is  sealed !  Henceforth  an 
isolated  being,   I  sit  alone  in  this  dreadful 
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solrtode — &r,  far  from  the  tored — tbedistast 
— h  m^j  be  the  dead  ! — dragging  on  the 
wrvtcbed  boors  of  a  bliglited,  dreaiT.  bope- 
less  existence ; — and  yet  a  ray  of  joy  that 
seemed  to  eome  from  UeaTet)  fell  over  ray 
cnjslied  spirit,  when,  ac4*ideQ tally,  I  found 
ia  a  uidie,  iiinid>t  the  confusion  of  tbe 
Pirates"  CaTv,  the  writing  materials  they  had 
fouod  iMXtssary,  uhJ  wbich  now  eotible  me 
in   serrt't   to   pour   forth  on    paper   a   feeble 

innscnpt  of  my  tbougbte my  feelings!— 

Ah!  TULT  lie  too  Hoep  to  find  an  utterance 
in  ■-.:■;--,  or  even  in  tears.'^No  pen  I'oukl 
revi^' J  THEIR  aniui>li,  or  depict  tuy  trials — 
my  ..ii:i;iii;itio!i — my — no!  /ic/ <!e«pair — for 
my  iioyr^  are  tixed  in  firm  faith — upon  that 
Gri^it  ana  GLiriou-;  One  wlio  inliabitetli 
Elfr:/.ty.  To  II15  Oeciees,  however  painful 
ami  in*crutaV»le  to  my  finite  coniprilieii-ion, 
I  U.m  in  iiumhle  trust  and  reiiirnalion,  wait- 
ing t'..i'  undyinir  i^iTcat'ter,  when  splendour 
■.ijH>:i  splemloiir  s!iall  roll  on  hefore  us,  ami  ail 
that  wa>  iiark  and  niystfrious  in  tliis  perish- 
able world  shall  he  elucidated  by  the  Iianil  of 
Oni:iijK>teiice.  T/i-'d  what  seem  sorrows  noir, 
may  lie  justly  recognised  as  blessings  in  dis- 
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"  To  this  cavern  belonging  to  The  Irish 
Buccaneers  upon  the  Skelig  Rocks  I  was 
brought,  by  stratagem,  from  the  bosom  of 
my  friends  and  fatherland,  and  am  confined 
within  its  dreary*  precincts  by  the  villany  of 
one  of  tbeir  chief  leaders — William  Sullivan 
of  Ross  Mac  Owen.  A  shudder  like  that  of 
death  runs  through  me,  producing  a  loathing 
and  horror  that  almost  drive  me  to  distraction 
even  when  I  do  nought  but  trace  his  hateful 
name !  How  then  could  I  bring  myself  to 
record  the  fearful  particulars  of  his  demon- 
like iniquities  ? — No !  that  cannot — shall  not 
be. — If,  through  the  decrees  of  Wisdom 
which  cannot  err,  these  lines  should  ever 
meet  a  sympathizing  eye,  suffice  it  to  say 
that,  steeped  in  the  depths  of  sin,  that  Man 
of  Crime  made  Edith  O'Moore  his  victim  ! — 
that  through  his  horrific  machinations  hope 
and  happiness  are  lost  to  her  for  evermore ! 
— In  vain,  for  long,  I  cast  myself  upon  my 
knees  imploring  Heaven  for  power  not  to  call 
down  imprecations  on  his  head  !  But  at  last 
my  supplications  at  the  mercy-seat  have  been 
heard— the  fulness  of  mental  strength  and 
resignation  which  I  sought   in  prayer  have 
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'*  Behind  an  enormous  iron  chest  (probably 
filled  with  valuables)  I  found,  accidentally, 
a  quantity  of  paper^  pens,  and  ink.  Every 
page  which  they  enable  me  to  indite  I  will 
carefully  hide  about  my  person  for  safety. 
The  mass  of  writing  materials  I  will — to 
avoid  suspicion — ^leave  in  their  former  re- 
ceptacle—only taking  out  sheet  by  sheet  of 
paper,  as  my  sad  fragmentary  memorial  may 
require. 

"  In  the  farthest  division  of  the  Pirates' 
Gave  are  several  niches^  which  evidently 
have  once  been  graves!  In  the  innermost 
one  I  found  a  sort  of  rude  bed  prepared  for 
me,  made  of  sail-canvass,  which  keeps  out 
damp,  and  amply  covered  with  hanimock- 
clothes.  TTiere  I  sleep  ;  but  oh  !  how  much 
more  frequently  I  lie  awake,  revolving 
thoughts  of  agony  while  gazing  on  a  small 
openings  far  above  my  head,  covered  with 
a  curtain  of  thick  ivy,  through  which,  when 
the  wind  flutters  it,  I  can  see  the  blue  air 
and  the  bright  glittering  stars.  During  the 
day  I  sit  and  write  beside  a  narrow  fissure 
in  the  outer  compartment,  which,  as  from 
the  nature  of  the  coast  at  this  side  of  the 
island  no  vessel  can  approach  within  hail, 
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has  not  been  walled  up.     How  blessedly  at 
times    the    breeae  pours  in,    and    the  Sun 
stresms  through  this  chink,  enwrapping  me 
in  li^ht  and  warmth!    My  soul  then  imbibes 
new  strength,  aud,  living  in  n  sort  ofdream- 
world,  I  look  out  upon  the  broad  Atlantic, 
illumined  by  the  rising  or  the  («ttiug  beams 
of  the  poet-god,  aud  on  the  pomp  of  colour- 
ing which  wreathes  the  clouds. 

•         ••••• 

"  With  every  affliction  our  Great  Creator 
iniiiiiles  uiiTcv  I  .\nil  oh!  how  vast  a  one 
it  !!■  to  me  thiit  \\'illiaiii  Sullivan  has  never 
d,ired  to  set  his  foot  within  my  [ni*ori.  and 
liiat  evoo  his  ininiun  Gaoler  ventures  not  to 
pollute  my  solitude  hy  his  jiresence  :  thus 
it  is  u'iolly  unbroken  an<l  uniirofanrd.  My 
nirml.  undisturWd  in  its  retleclions,  conse- 
mit-ntly  feeds  ami  I'eels  its  intellectual  power 
Tht'  tine  sympiithies — the  visions  of  thiiii!;s 
l>e\\'nd  tills  earth^tbe  contemplation  of  the 
dttp  mysteries  of  the  Universe  aiound  nie — 
!!av,  even  ol  those  that  people  tiie  unseen 
wp.Ki— stand  out  revealed  almost  palpably  ! 
It  i*  as  thoiii:l!  niv  h.-iiUy  sight  were  volun- 
tarily seaKnl.  ar.d  the  eyes  of  my  -spirit 
opened    to   iho^e    stupendous    realities    that 
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are  above  the  sphere  of  nature,  as  all  thin^rs 
are  that  belong  to  the  celestial  world,  and 
which  yet  form  the  glorious  correspondences 
between  Heaven  and  Earth. 

"  The  soul,  with  its  manifold  emotions — 
the  systems  that  gem  the  ocean  of  space — 
the  Great  Infinity  who  planned  the  whole — 
the  path  of  destinies  His  will  decrees — the 
mind  and  history  of  Man — the  sentiments 
and  passions  that  affect  him — the  myriads 
of  ethereal  beings  who  may  fill  invisibly  the 
atmossphere  around  us,  and  minister  mys- 
teriously to  those  still  dear!  Such,  and  a 
thousand  other  equally  grand  and  thrilling 
subjects,  pour  a  tide  of  overwhelming  in- 
terest on  my  mind — robing  solitude — even 
so  desolate  as  mine — with  inspin^tions  beau- 
tiful as  bright,  when  I  wander  on  the  wings 
of  thought  into  the  spheres  of  Stars  and 
Angels,  in  aspirations  after  the  great,  the 
good,  and  the  true. 

"  For  many  hours  I  have  been  seated  at 
my  usual  resting-place,  lost  in  reflection. 
How  wildly  the  waves  beat  against  the  bar- 
riers of  my  rocky  and  sea-girded  prison  ! 

"  There  is  something  in  the  roar  of  ocean. 
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a  witchery  'm  its  Dever-ceasing  flow,  that 
seems  to  unite  us  more  intimately  with  the 
Almighty  Power  than  any  other  earthly 
Bound  can  €&ct.  To  me  there  is  a  buoyancy 
— ft  life — ^ia  Old  Ocean's  breath,  which  even 
thtr  long-suffering  cannot  resist.  The  per- 
petual changes  of  colour  that  flit  over  the 
T»stness  of  the  waters  supply  the  place  of 
lutd-scrnery,  and  almost  make  one  indig- 
ent to  it.  )Iy  imagination  is  always  excited 
by  the  sea.  I  lore  to  look  upon  the  billom 
wliioh  the  h;ind  of  Oiimipotence  restrains 
wi;hi;i  their  hoamUrifs,  'Tis  strange  th;it 
thr^'u;:!!  the  «l,oIe  rcaini  of  Nature  we  find 
au.ili>i:ii-*  to  huniiiu  life,  wiiich  speak  through 
the  rentes  to  the  soul '  The  waves  of  the 
Se;u  ;iri^  tuey  uot  symhols  of  the  countless 
ire :u'n»li oils  vi  earth  that  rage,  chafe,  or 
>i';.rkle  in  tlifir  brief  passage  to  the  mighty 
.'hor^'  kA  Eieniily  .' 

-■  Is  uot  tiie  varjiiig  surface  of  the  Ocean 
like  tiiat  of  this  uncertain  world  -  now 
storm — now  sunshine — ever  cbanginj;  as 
jov-  or  sorrows  hold  tlielr  reign  .'  And 
even  the  teams  that  sometimes  dance  so 
briia/iiiily  UfO!'.  its  !i'|uid  mirror,  do  they 
iiol  rese;;.Me  ti;c  seiniillations  of  human  hap- 
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piness,  which  fleet  away  too  quickly,  and 
often  leave  no  warmth  upon  the  heart  over 
which  they  have  passed-— or,  if  they  do,  only 
render  its  after-gloom  more  chill  and  dark 
by  contrast?  I  will  even  go  further,  and 
assert  that  there  is  a  language  in  all  nature 
far  superior  to  the  conventional  jargon  used 
by  the  mites  of  fashionable  corruption,  either 
to  conceal  their  thoughts,  or  to  utter  those 
they  never  ought  to  breathe. 

"  Does  not  the  voice  of  the  whirlwind,  as 
it  scourges  the  Ocean  or  rules  the  Cloud, 
speak  of  the  danger  of  uncontrolled  passions, 
which  lay  prostrate  while  they  smite  ?  Are 
not  the  faded  flowers  of  Summer  emblematical 
of  blighted  joys?  Does  not  the  breeze  of 
Morning  revive  as  the  whisper  of  Hope  ?  and 
is  not  the  solemn  night-wind  like  what  we 
imagine  would  be  the  sighs  of  departed 
Spirits,  if  they  could  witness  and  mourn  over 
the  errors  of  the  loved  on  earth  ?  Yes  !  the 
voice  of  Nature  is  the  voice  of  God,  and,  as 
such,  should  fill  and  warm  the  heart. 
•         ««««« 

"  And  where  are  you,  my  precious  Eva — 
you,  whom  I  have  looked  to  as  the  rainbow 
of  my  future — the  promise  of  hope  and  con- 
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once  I  lived,  it  seems,  as  if  for  the  first  times 
to  present  itself  before  my  mental  vision  in 
its  real  colours ;  and,  remembering;  the  busy 
multitude  crowded  on  its  ant-hill  surface, 
and  the  total  want  of  reflection  (in  the  real 
acceptation  of  the  word)  which  they  evince, 
they  appear  like  thoughtless  phantoms  fleet- 
mg  to  another  sphere !  But  710 — I  recall 
that  epithet — ^we  are  not  phantoms,  but  \\  ere 
intended  to  be  rational  and  accountable 
creatures,  placed  here  by  Omnipotence  for  a 
short  season,  hereafter  to  *  give  an  account  of 
our  stewardship/ 

'^  It  is  astonishing  how  much  it  is  in  the 
power,  even  of  an  humble  individual,  to 
exercise  an  extensive  influence  on  human 
aflPairs  by  good  example,  thus  conferring 
blessings  and  improvement  on  humanity  at 
large — and  yet  how  are  such  golden  oppor- 
tunities neglected  by  the  mass  of  mankind  ! 
To  bestoAv  happiness  on  others  is  the  design 
of  benevolence — to  bring  happiness  home  is 
its  reward ;  and  rays  thus  reflected  may  cheer 
even  the  most  gloomy  fate,  and  illume  the 
path  of  life — 

'  Let  Fortune's  wayward  band  the  while 
Be  kind  or  cruel.' 

F  2 
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Eva,    may    suet   felicity  be  yours,   trnjoyed 
with  the  chosen  partner  of  your  heart ! 
•         ••*•• 

"  The  dream  of  life  to  me  is  past !  and  to 
Her  who  has  no  earthly  hope,  no  happiness, 
no  lionie,  it  matters  little  where  the  last  sands 
flow  out ! 

"  The  Tartar  in  his  tent — the  Indian  in 
his  hut — may  speak  of  Home:  but  /  have 
none — can  expect  none^except  that  last  one 
which  even  villany  cannot  wrench  from  the 
wretched,  and  to  which  I  trust  that  I  am 
liastening  fiist.  This  unbroken  solitude  seems 
too  sadly  peopled  by  thoughts  which,  like 
unlaid  gliosts,  mil  haunt  the  wretched  being 
over  wliom  the  grindings  of  the  iron  wlieels 
of  misery  pass  slowly  on,  to  crush  to  dust! 
T/ien  the  heart  becomes  a  Cannibal  that  feeds 
upon  itself,  and  eats  away  the  springs  of  life- 
Oh !  how  I  long  for  the  flight  of  my  en — 
franchised  soul ! 

"  Wy  kind,  my  gentle  monitress — iiij^ 
almost  Mother!  you,  who  not  only  taugh* 
me  the  language  of  peace  and  prayer,  bu* 
led  me  to  feel  its  sacretl  influence!  nietbinks 
you  speak  to  me  with  a  voice  that  cannot 
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be  bualied,  in  tender  reproof  of  the  lines  I 
have  just  penned  I  Yes»  dearest  Lady  Tulli- 
bardine !  the  lips  that  ever  breathed  wisdom 
and  tenderness  to  my  ear  now  seem  to  ask, 
what  is  religion  buf  an  idle  word,  if  it  gives 
not  unmurmuring  submission  to  the  Divine 
willt  and  force  and  courage  to  execute  rigor- 
ously whatsoever  she  requires  ?  In  those 
principles  of  moral  fitness  which  alone  can 
give  stability  to  the  affections  or  rectitude  to 
the  conduct  there  is  no  temporizing ;  action 
must  follow  their  dictates  when  circumstances 
demand  it,  and  a  half-success  is  gained  by 
resolving  to  meet  the  strokes  of  Fate  with 
firmness,  decision,  and  resignation. 

*^  This  imaginary  admonition  shall  not  be 
made  to  me  in  vain.  Yes,  dear  counsellor 
and  parent  of  my  heart !  I  vnll  control  the 
impulses  of  an  overcharged  and  wearied 
Spirit,  and  direct  it  to  a  hope  full  of  Immor- 
tality ! 

"  My  eyes  are  drowned  with  tears  of 
yearning  love  when  I  reflect  upon  the  many, 
many  years  during  which  I  dwelt  in  sweet 
communion  with  you^  the  tender  guardian  of 
my  youth,  and  friend  of  the  spring-time  of 
my  life.     I  am  again  in  fancy  walking  by 


108  THE  nuiB-njio. 


1 

!  nrecepU 


jronr  side,  my  ear  (Irinking  in  tte  precepU 
and  instruction  which  fell  from  your  beloved 
lips,  while  I  meet  your  aflectionate  eyes, 
whuse  (-■arnest  gaze  ever  entered  to  my  very 
ioul  ^A'hy,  why  then  should  I  hesitate  to 
be  present  with  you  in  the  Spirit,  and  to  con- 
fess the  ouly  «e--ret  I  have  ever  kept  from 
yoo,  when  to  reveal  it  will  relieve  my  heart 
of  A  portion  of  the  burden  that  oppresses  it  ? 
"  By  some  mysterious  dispensiktion,  these 
lilies  m:iy  meet  your  fve.  I  wish  to  live 
within  your  memory,  and  that  you  should 
knoiv  nie  u>i'ii^^7'i'-'''''h  hy  being  niiiile  cog- 
n:«iiiit  .'f  the  all-powerful  prtssiun  which 
*w.i\oil  my  he.irt  so  s:«creilly  that  the  worlil 
in  its  v:ist  circumference  contained  nought 
«o  de.ir  and  IialK'wed.  My  Mother]  (let  me 
f^r  once  adjun-  you  by  that  holy  name!) 
I  i;ave  I  V:d — tieeply.  purely,  fervently  have 
I.*v<h1 — Li,ird  Ogilvie!  But  blame  kirn  not 
tor  this,  tor  never  did  he  try  to  waken  in 
i:iv  breast  one  emotion  warmer  than  that  a. 
?>i>ter  o::s}.\\  to  cherish  for  a  tender  Brother; 
and  thus  I  have  been  spared  the  bitteix>st 
mnir  the  human  heart  can  know,  that  o£~ 
havim:  cnishet!  affections  thrown  back  upora 
it  bv  one  of  those  cold-blooded   voluptuaries 
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— alas !  too  numerous ! — ^who  in  idle  vanity 
and  cruel  selfishness  seek  to  call  forth^  and 
with  hypocrisy  seem  to  reciprocate  in  all  its 
rich  intensity^  the  fervent  love  of  woman^ 
only  to  make  that '  mighty  passion  the  mi- 
nister of  destiny  to  change  from  hope  to 
misery — from  rapture  to  despair-— the  drama 
of  her  life ! 

"  Among  the  bitter  varieties  of  earthly 
grief,  few  are  more  calculated  to  cleave  to 
the  inmost  soul  than  a  discovery  of  the 
worthlessness  of  those  in  whom  we  garnered 
up  the  whole  treasure  of  our  affections.  We 
feel  injured,  defrauded,  insulted,  and  writhe 
under  the  agony  of  a  conviction  which  admits 
of  no  human  consolation ;  for  the  proper  self- 
respect  which,  to  a  certain  extent,  sustains  a 
high-souled  woman  under  such  circumstances, 
scarcely  deserves  that  epithet. 


"There  is  always  a  great  difference  be- 
tween the  love  of  Woman  and  of  Man.  In 
the  former  there  is  a  concentration  of  feeling 
which  excludes  every  object  but  itself,  and 
constitutes  the  whole  of  her  happiness  or 
misery.     In  the  latter,  love  is  more  a  pas- 
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Ma  tkui  a  sentiment,  and  by  no  tnaou  u 
cxduaTtf  ooe.  It  is  shared  (as  from  tlie 
tDcial  destioatioQ  of  man  it  ought  to  be)  with 
other  strung  impulse-s  which,  according  to 
lus  rhmeter,  fiud  tlieir  theatre  of  action  ia  I 
t^  worlds  wide  field,  where  public  opinion  ] 
magnists  bis  talents,  privileges,  aod  respun- 
siUlities. 

**  Hence  it  is  difficult  for  the  sterner  mi 
to  &thoin  the  soul  of  a  n-onian  who  trult 
lomiS  to  comprehend  the  self-sacrifice  bet  ■ 
h«rt  may  Woonie,  or  to  concfive  how  com- 
plrtelr  her  life  may  I>e  centretl  in  one  hope 
aod  in  another's  beinij-  To  see  that  treasured 
object  constantly,  to  hear  his  voice,  even  if 
addrei^  to  another,  and  to  live  within  his 
presence — those  are  moments  so  full  of  holy 
tenderness,  that  they  can  coustitute  the  limit 
to  woman's  happiness.  Sucli  love  as  tins,  I 
grant,  is  most  rjre,  but  that  it  can  exbt  I 
know.  And  o'a  I  who  can  tell  the  agonies 
»>f  the  joung  ;ind  hopeful  heart,  when  first 
it  dads  the  brightest  dreams  of  such  an 
atfectii'u  vanish  for  ever?  This,  too,  I  haw 
known:  but  though  stupified,  overwhelmed, 
when,  by  a  sudden  incident  the  scales  fell 
6<oBi  my  eyes,  and  I  saw  and  felt  that  Eva 
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and  Ogilvie  were  all  the  world  to  each  other, 
still  the  conviction  that  his  love  was  fixed 
on  her,  the  sister  of  my  soul,  one  in  eveiy 
way  so  worthy  of  it,  poured  comfort  in  my 
bitter  cup»  and  lent  me  aid  to  struggle  with 
the  weakness  of  my  heart,  which  every  prin- 
ciple of  honour  and  delicacy  urged  me  to 
control,  and,  if  possible,  to  banish  1  That  I 
could  not  do,  but  I  found  strength  to  knit 
my  affection  firmly  into  theirs*  I  learned 
to  make  their  reflected  felicity  mine;  and, 
though  accompanied  by  a  strange  unrest, 
centred  all  my  yearnings,  anxieties,  and  hopes 
upon  the  future  of  those  two  beloved  ones ! 


**  Yes,  my  Eva ! — I  say  it  not  in  vanity  of 
heart,  for  what  is  now  the  world's  praise  to 
me  ? — your  and  Ogilvie's  happiness  combined 
made  the  anchor  upon  which  I  fixed  my  all 
of  life,  and  peace,  and  hope  !  And  yet,  such 
is  the  infirmity  of  human,  or  at  least  of  my 
nature,  when  its  finer  chords  are  jarred,  that, 
every  now  and  then,  unhealthy,  though  not 
jealous  feelings,  fears,  phantasies,  and  uneasy 
forebodings  would  disturb  my  mind,  which 
at  length  I  found  so  unequal  to  a  constant 

F  3 
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attunement  to  the  moral  sublime — tlie  lie- 
roisra  attendunt  on  a  totiil  abnegation  of 
self — that  when  Mrs.  Sarsdale's  efiruest  in- 
Titation  to  join  her  in  Ireland  reached  me,  I 
was  persuaded  in  my  inmost  soul  that  it 
ought  to  be  accepted.  I  thought  that  ab- 
sence would  strengthen  me  in  tlie  path  of 
right,  and  aid  me  to  iiud  comfort  in  the  per- 
formance of  duty.     I  went. 


"The  result  of  that  fatal  visit  ivas  some- 
thing so  monstrous,  so  out  of  all  thought 
and  forewarning,  that  my  soul  turns  aside 
from  the  retrospect  with  a  sickness  and 
loalliing  mightier  than  grief,  more  withering 
than  horror! 

"  Humbled,  stunned,  crushed,  1  fold  my 
hands  in  prayer.  My  head  bows  itself  be- 
fore my  Creator.  Pride,  which  was  my 
besetting  sin,  is  gone  for  ever!  And  though, 
sluKldoring,  1  turn  away  without  another 
word  on  that  appalling  epoch  of  my  life,  I 
yet  have  strength  to  say,  from  the  depths  of 
niv  wrenched  and  broken  heart,  in  truth  and 
resignation — 'i'liy  will,  oh  God,  be  done  ! 
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*'  I  no  longer  allow  false  lights  from  an 
ideal  world  to  fling  their  illusive  glories  over 
the  actual  one.  The  hopes  of  earthly  exist- 
ence— as  far  as  self  is  concerned — have  he- 
come  empty  words  for  me.  But,  oh  I  what 
a  plenitude  of  love  and  prayer  flows  with 
the  memories  of  Eva  and  Ogilvie  into  my 
heart  of  hearts !  My  soul  imbibes  harmony 
and  strength  and  fulness  of  life  as  I  think 
of  them.  I  love  now  as  hlessed  Spirits  love» 
and  when  the  images  of  those  two  precious 
beings  stand  before  me  in  the  bright  picture- 
world  of  feelings  the  Angel  of  Peace  seems 
to  fold  her  wings  around  me,  a  spiritual 
realm  of  the  mind  is  opened,  and,  as  thus  I 
review  in  tliought  scene  after  scene  of  mi/ 
eventful  life  and  theirSj  I  become  more  and 
more  convinced  that  Omnipotence,  Wisdom, 
and  Goodness  directed  the  whole  mighty 
chain  of  past  events.  In  such  moments  how 
clearly  the  Soul  feels  as  if  in  the  presence  of 
its  Creator,  but  no  language  can  depict  the 
purity  and  depth  of  its  emotions.  Silence 
must  be  their  expressive,  most  eloquent,  and 
only  interpreter. 
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"In  the  monotx)ny  of  my  dreary  solitude,  I 
have  tried  to  keep  a  regular  calculation  of 
Time,  dating  from  the  period  of  my  incarcera- 
tion.    If  my  computation  be  correct,  this  day 
is  the  anniversary  of  the  birth  of  my  beloved 
Eva  Dillon.     I  am  far  from  thinking  that 
tfie  afflatus — the  grandest  element  of  poetry, 
so  to  speak— exists  within  me,  but  I  (2{?  be- 
lieve that  I   possess  a    spiritual  sensibility 
which  vibrates  to  the  subtle  mysteries  of  our 
being,  that  solemn  union  between  the  bright 
universe  without  and  the  grave  destinies  of 
the  imperishable  soul  within ;  and  that,  where 
those  holy  sentiments  exist,  they  combine  a 
host  of  sacred  emotions  that  are  poetic  crea- 
tions untold,  and  which  deep  feeling  often 
forces  from  the  silence  of  the  heart,  to  reveal 
them  in  the  form  of  the  poetic  sense,  though 
the  finest  ethereal  essence,  the  mens  divinior, 
of  the  true  poet,  may  be  wanting.     Thus,  my 
beloved  Eva,  the  reveries  and  golden  dreams 
your  natal  day  awoke  found  utterance  in  the 
following  lines.     They  may  meet  your  eye 
when  the  hand   that  traced  them  is  dust; 
and,   despite   their   faults,    how    dearly  you 
will  love  them  then  /         ♦         ♦         ♦         * 
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"  TO  EVA, 
On  her  Birihdaif. 

1. 
Hie  SaaaoDB  oome — and  pass  away ! 
The  fragrant  breeze  of  Spring's  yoong  day 
SportB  o*er  the  earth  ;  bat  aoon  it  flies, 
Like  all  that's  bright,  and  quickly  dies ! 

2. 

The  Sommei^time,  on  Pleasure's  wing, 
Sueceeds  the  gladness  of  the  spring ; 
Bich  as  the  glow  of  Beauty's  spell, 
That  blushing  light  we  love  so  well ! 

8. 

Autumn  returns  : — ^those  hours  are  sped ; 
Like  dreams  they  were — but  now  have  fled  ; 
And  through  red  leaves  and  branches  sear, 
The  wind  sighs  o'er  a  dying  year ! 

4. 

Upon  the  earth's  cold  silent  breast 
Winter  soon  throws  her  snowy  vest ; 
The  sun  of  heav'n  is  overcast, 
And  the  green  tints  of  life  are  past ! 

5. 

An  image  of  the  fate  of  man 
The  Seasons  are — his  fleeting  span 
Through  bloom  and  blight  speeds  on  and  on. 
Till  all  his  golden  hours  are  gone ! 

6. 

But,  child  of  dust !  whate'er  thy  flow 
Of  joy  or  grief  while  here  below, 
Earth  cannot  stay  thy  spirit's  race 
From  Paradise — its  dwelling-place ! 
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7. 
There,  free  from  sin,  und  woe,  and  cain, 
In  purer,  more  delidons  air, 
God  shall  grant  all  for  which  we  ei^h, 
And  vftlnly  dreoiu  of — till  wb  die ! 


Eva  1  on  this  thy  natal  day, 

Tliought  beurs  my  soul  far,  far  away — 

TJpwardB,  with  freedom  ou  her  wiiigs, 

III  I'ray'r  to  Heav'n'a  own  gate  she  gprings  t 

i>. 

There,  humbly  prostnte,  wonJd  imploie 

For  Thee  a  rich  and  ample  store 

Of  blesaiiijs  tliroiisii  Ihy  future  years, 

Unchi'tk'd  by  woe,  undiiiim'd  by  tears  ! 

10. 
Tesl^I  woulii  wish  a  dcalbloss  spriuE 
Of  joy  should  be  thy  lot — would  fling 
Thick  o'er  thy  path  the  Summer  llow'rs, 
Aud  leave  tlieo  Autumn's  loveliest  houra  1 

H. 

And  e'en  when  time  life's  Winter  brings, 

A  liost  of  sweet  iiiiagijiiugs. 

And  hojica  and  memories  divine, 

1  'd  pray  should  still  around  thee  shine, 

12. 

To  make  each  birthday  slill  more  bright, 
^Vilh  all  of  Earth  and  Uc.iv'u'a  own  light. 
Till,  gently  sinking  into  rest. 
You  wake  on  high  to  join  the  blest ! 
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*«  Saradalo  Villa,  Co.  of  Cork, 
August  24, 1752. 

*  *  *  "  A  blank  in  the  memorials  of 
my  little  thouglit-book  has  occurred  ;  but  oh 
how  portentously  have  events  filled  up  that 
period  of  time  in  my  eventful  life ! 

"  Mysterious  Providence !  upon  my  bended 
knees,  and  with  a  heart  overflowing  with 
gratitude,  I  resume  my  pen  to  leave  one  last 
record  of  the  voiceless  love  and  thanks  that 
fill  my  soul  for  the  merciful  decree  which 
ordained  me  to  pass  from  the  bitterest  trials 
honour  and  affection  can  undergo,  to  that 
haven  of  peace  for  which  I  prayed  so  often — 
the  bosom  of  my  C!ountry  and  my  Friends. 
Like  the  poor  tired  bird  that  long  has  flut- 
tered over  the  troublous  Ocean,  panting  for  a 
home-ship  to  alight  upon,  there  to  close  its 
trembling  wings  and  die — so  have  I  hoped 
for,  struggled,  and  at  last  have  found  my 
resting-place  in  fatherland  with  the  beloved 
ones  who  make  my  world ;  and  now,  know- 
ing all^  and  convinced  that  a  futurity  of 
happiness  awaiteth  them,  I  am  more  than 
content — ^I  wish  to  go  to  God !  *         *         * 
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red  toyoOfT 
iti?e'  bare  I 


"  How  wondrously  was  I  restored 
my  Eva!  and  Iiow  'pataiog  strange' 
been  joor  destiiiies  auil  mine,  through  weal 
■nd  woe,  upon  tliis  earth !  I  f^el  as  if 
WTkiog  OQ  the  grave  that  opens  to  receive 
BK ;  but  the  thought  brings  joy,  uot  sorrow, 
to  my  heart,  which  dissolves  in  hope,  and  teD- 
derness,  and  peace,  while  tbus  I  breathe  mj 
pnycr — it  may  be  my  laM  on  eanh — for  you 
and  Aim  who  will  be  happier  in  youB  wedded 
lore  thaa  he  could  have  ever  been  iu  mine! 
Yes !  you  will  be  mutually  blest,  for  Ogilvie's 
heart  is  made  up  of  generosity  and  honour, 
aud  his  feeling  are  keen  and  bright  aud 
true  as  the  Damascus  blade,  while  yours  are 
all  a  woman's  ought  to  be!  Farewell! 
ye  dear  ones  of  my  soul !  May  life  with 
all  its  best  and  purest  joys  spread  smil- 
in;:lv  around  you,  and  make  this  world  almost 
as  brilliant  and  as  beautiful  as  that  celestial 
one  which  opens  to  my  spiritual  sight  Iq 
wondrv>us  and  undying  radiance  !  T/iere  we 
shiJI  meet  again.  And  thou!  my  mure  than 
Jlother — love,  such  as  angels  feel,  burns 
within  my  heart  when  reverentially  I  turn 
to  th.it  dear  image.  Then,  Farewell  Thou! 
and  let  th.tt  word  of  solemn  memories  extend 
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to  my  kind  aunt,  to  faithful  Norab,  to  Jessici 
and  to  all  whom  I  have  loved ! 

^^Blessed  be  your  fates  on  earth,  and  peace- 
ful be  your  hours  when  they  draw  towards  a 
dose^  as  hers  who,  at  this  moment,  in  hu- 
mility, and  faith,  and  hope,  stands  on  the 
isthmus  between  Life  and  Death !       *        * 

I  am  summoned,  and  I  go  to  attend  the 
public  trial  of  William  O'Sullivan!  Yet 
now,  even  noiOj  when  all  his  misdeeds,  like 
a  black  scroll,  spread  forth  over  a  stormy  and 
a  hideous  past,  praised  be  God  I  feel  that 
holy  power  within  my  heart  which  enables 
me  to  say  with  solemn  truth,  /  do  forgive 
him.  May  pardon  more  omnipotent  than 
mine  descend  upon  the  sinner  from  on  High ! 

''  I  will  seal  up,  direct,  and  place  these 
papers  in  my  desk,  so  that  the  moment  it  is 
opened,  when  I  am  no  more,  they  will  pre- 
sent themselves. 

*  •  •  I  have  done  so: — and  now  I 
feel  as  if  no  longer  of  this  earth.  My  spirit, 
fluttering  on  the  verge  of  the  future  world. 
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trusts — uay.SEES — that  Heaven  and  happ'inesk  | 
are  near,  for  a  strange  presentiment  assures  I 
me  /  shall  die  aooti,  and  of  a  broken  heart  '■ 

"Ix>ve,  and  sometimes  tliiok  of  lue,  taj  j 
friends !     Thus,  without  disturbing  your  feli- 
city,^ — -let  my  mentor}'  live  embalmed  »'itbia  | 
your  hearts ;  I  ask  no  deaier  shrine. 

"To  all — to  each — a  long,  a  fond  Adieu  1 
Am  I  superstitious,  or  is  it  indeed  the  last  j 
Farewell  of 

"  Edith  O'JIoore  ? 


Awl  it  im.c  the  la-^f'.  And  Editli'i^  predic- 
tion of  tlie  near  iipproiicli,  !iud  even  of  tTie 
iiatnre  of  her  deatli,  h.-i:!  been  invsteriously 
fulfilled  !     She  dial  of  a  hrokcii  heart  I 

Over  the  feelings — the  overwhelming  emo- 
tion?— wliich  the  perusal  (if  her  manuscript 
created,  we  drop  the  veil  of  sympathy  and 
silence. 
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CHAPTEB  VIII. 

•  "  Within  his  aoul 
His  thoughts  like  troubled  waters  roll." — ^Btbon. 

''  Now  sits  Expectation  in  the  air, 
And  hides  a  sword  from  hilt  unto  the  point 
With  crowns  imperiaL"  Shakspease. 

Let  many  months  of  suffering  pass  unre- 
corded away,  during  which  Religion  and 
Time,  the  great,  perhaps  the  only  real  soothers 
of  human  sorrow,  had  produced  their  usual 
influence  over  the  hearts  of  those  who,  though 
somewhat  calmer  in  their  grief,  still  deeply 
mourned  the  fate  of  Edith  O'Moore.  Drying 
the  natural  tears  that  were  shed  for  her  loss, 
let  us  then  shift  our  narrative  to  other 
scenes. 

Nurse  Norah  had  perfectly  recovered  from 
her  serious  indisposition,  but,  although  that 
circumstance  relieved  our  heroine  of  much 
anxiety,  still  she  continued  to  suffer  acutely, 
both  mentally  and  physically.  Despite  of 
this,  vain  had  been  the  entreaties  of  her 
friends  to  induce  her  to  try  the  effects  of 
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cTiange  of  scene,  in  the  hope  of  restoring 
hetilth  of  mind  and  body  to  their  original 
fitrengtii.  Importunities  on  this  point  were 
earnestly  seconded  by  those  of  the  warm- 
hearted, tliougli  cold-maunered,  Mis.  Sars- 
dale,  who  kindly  offered  to  enact  the  Chape- 
rone,  if  our  lieroiue  would  conseut  to  travel. 
Siuce  bereft  of  her  beloved  niece,  Mrs.  Sars- 
dale  hud  in  fact  transferred  her  affections — 
which  when  once  awakened  were  by  no 
means  languid — to  our  Eva,  in  testimony  of 
which  she  bequeathed  to  her  the  whole  of  s 
considerable  fortune. 

Thus  worldly  wealth  seemed  to  pour  its 
golden  treasures  almost  too  abundantly  upon 
our  heroine,  for,  in  addition  to  her  own 
estates,  with  those  of  Mrs.  Sarsdale,  and  the 
possessions  of  tlie  lamented  Edith,  the  large 
property  of  the  Marchioness  of  Tullibardine 
had  been  settled  entirely  on  her  grand- 
daughter. But  in  as  far  as  self  was  con- 
cerned, all  this  species  of  mundane  prosperity 
brought  little  happiness  to  Eva  O'SuUivan. 
Her  thoughts  still  dwelt  hut  too  continuedly 
with  the  dead,  and  hitherto  she  had  resisted 
even  the  appeiils  of  her  beloved  Ogilvie,  wiien 
he  besought  her  to  try  the  eflfect  of  travelling 
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with  him  and  Mrs.  Sarsdale ;  for,  with  that 
vis  inerHcB  which  we  often  see  attendant  on 
affliction,  she  shrank  from  the  idea  of  leaving 
the  spot  where  her  grief  could  be  indulged 
by  pilgrimages  to  that  Mecca  of  her  heart — 
the  grave  of  her  departed  friend! — whose 
memioiy  was  green  within  her  soul,  though 
the  first  exquisite  keenness  of  human  suffer- 
ing was  past  This  was  in  the  natural  course 
of  human  feelings,  as  an  extended  period  had 
elapsed  since  the  death  of  Eldith  O'Moore. 

Notwithstanding  that  circumstance,  how- 
ever, neither  entreaties  nor  arguments  had 
prevailed  in  inducing  Eva  to  leave  Sarsdale 
Villa,  and  as  ineffectual  were  the  importu- 
nities of  her  affianced  bridegroom  on  a  more 
important  point,  that  of  persuading  her  to 
become  his  wife  sooner  than  the  epoch  which 
she  fixed  for  that  event,  namely,  the  expira- 
tion of  a  year  of  mourning  for  her  lost,  la- 
mented Edith!  The  twelvemonth — one  of 
probation  to  the  impatient  lover— was  now 
within  a  week  of  its  termination ;  but,  on 
the  very  morning  when,  amid  tears,  smiles, 
and  blushes,  Eva  consented  to  become  the 
bride  of  Ogilvie  the  moment  Lady  TuUibar- 
dine  joined  them,  he  received  a  letter  which 
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gave  the  startling  intelligence  tiiat  at  length 
Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  with  a  small 
knot  of  devoted  friends,  bad  actually  arrived 
incognito  in  London ;  an  event  which  had 
been  unavoidably  and  indefinitely  postponed 
for  niontlis  subsequent  to  the  comiiiunicalion 
that  first  broached  the  subject  to  our  hero. 
Tlie  epistle  was  \vritten  in  the  cipher  usually 
adopted  by  the  Prince,  and  briefly  contained 
the  necessary  address,  with  an  afl'ectionate 
injunction  to  join  hini  without  delay. 

Supported  by  the  approbation  iind  en- 
treaties of  his  affianced  bride.  Ogilvie  reeolved 
that  even  love  itself  sliould  not  interfere 
with  the  duty  which  loyiilty  and  affection 
towards  Charles  Edward  equally  enjeined. 
During  the  year  which  Iiad  elapsed  since  tlie 
private  announcement  of  the  intention  of  the 
Prince  to  adjourn  secretly  to  London,  many 
had  been  the  affectionate  letters  wbicli  passed 
between  the  Marcliioncss  of  Tullibardine  and 
her  beloved  grand-daughter.  In  eacii  of  tbera 
the  fondest  hopes,  wishes,  and  intentions  were 
expressied,  and  latterly  impatience  for  their 
reunion  had  evinced  itself  with  almost  painful 
eagerness.  But  having  once  joined  the 
Prince,  under  the  idea  of  an  earlier  removal 
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to  England,  the  delicacy  of  Lady  Tullibardine 
deterred  her  from  any  proceeding  which 
might  have  even  a  semblance  of  desertion, 
especially  as  the  defection  of  some  of  the 
most  powerful  Jacobites  had  come  to  Charles 
Edward's  knowledge,  and  had  awoke  his 
suspicions  of  many  of  his  party.  Under 
those  circumstance's  Lady  Tullibardine^  not- 
withstanding powerful  inducements  to  the 
contrary,  determined  not  to  leave  the  Prince 
until  after  his  arrival  in  London,  and  had 
abided  by  that  resolution. 

The  apostacy  of  soi-disant  friends  which 
we  have  mentioned,  and  impoi*tant  changes 
in  the  political  aspect  of  the  affairs  of  Europe 
within  the  last  twelve  months,  had  caused 
the  hopes  which  primarily  filled  the  niind  of 
Ogilvie  to  merge  into  apprehension,  not  only 
for  the  success  of  the  desperate  scheme,  but 
even  for  the  life  of  his  Roval  Master.  To  the 
penetration  of  our  hero,  the  plan,  now  on 
the  point  of  execution,  seemed  fraught  with 
ruin;  for,  the  phantasmagoria  of  Ambition 
eould  no  longer  blind  him  to  the  realities  of 
Truth.  In  proportion,  however,  to  the  pal- 
pable peril  in  which  Charles  Edward  Stuart 
from  his  own  impatience  had  wantonly  placed 
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liimself,  the  resolution  of  Lord  Ogilvic  to 
share,  and  if  poBsible  to  avert  it,  grev 
stronger.  Hence,  no  personal  sacrifice— no 
extent  of  danger — could  deter  him  from  sup- 
porting a  Piince  who  was  dearer  to  him  oa 
the  verge  of  destruction  than  he  could  have 
been  under  the  most  brilliant  sucwss, 
Therefure,  though  viewing  with  a  proplielic 
eye  the  evil  issue  of  the  hazardous  enterprise 
just  undertaken,  our  hero  instantly  wrote  to 
signify  bis  delermination  to  adjourn  to  Lon- 
don, to  throiv  himself  at  the  feet,  and  to 
shai-e  the  fortunes,  of  his  Royal  Master. 

Equally  expeditious  were  his  Lordship's 
arrangements  respecting  his  idolized  be- 
trothed. The  Prince's  letter  was  accom- 
panied by  one  from  the  Marciiioness  of  Tui- 
lilmrdine,  which  announced  tliiit  she  bad 
travelled  incoff.  with  the  Prince  to  Euglaud, 
and  had  just  made  Erlinghame  Court  her 
temporary  domicile,  where  siie  received  the 
most  affectionate  welcome  from  her  old 
friend,  Mr.  Yates,  the  Master  of  that  ancient 
Manor.  Within  her  Ladyship's  letter  an 
invitation  was  enclosed  from  that  gentleman 
to  the  inmates  of  Sarsilale  Villa,  entreating 
them  to  make  his  house  their  home,  and  to 
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lose  no  time  in  joining  Lady  TuUibardine 
there.  This  missive  was  couched  in  the 
wannest  terms,  and  entreated  Lord  Ogilvie, 
on  the  score  of  the  ancient  friendship  which 
existed  between  them,  to  use  all  his  influence 
with  the  ladies  of  his  domestic  circle  to  con- 
sent to  adjourn  to  and  reniain  at  Erlinghame 
Court  during  the  inevitable  absence  of  his 
Lordship  in  London,  a  request  in  which 
Mrs.  Yates  most  cordially  united.  With 
the  approbation  of  Mrs.  Sarsdale  and  our 
heroine,  this  kind  invitation  was  at  once  ac^ 
cepted  in  the  reply  which  Ogilvie  despatched ; 
and  in  conformity  with  his  own  and  Eva's 
wishes,  the  Marchioness  was  requested  to 
narrate  the  whole  of  their  history  to  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Yates,  who,  as  has  been  mentioned, 
were  old  and  staunch  friends,  not  only  of  the 
Lady  TuUibardine,  but  also  of  the  bridegroom 
elect. 

All  reluctance  to  travel  vanished  at  once 
from  Eva's  mind,  under  the  delightful  pro- 
spect of  so  speedily  meeting  her  beloved 
Grandmother,  never  more  to  part ! — and  mo- 
ments seemed  hours  to  her  excited  imagina- 
tion during  the  necessary  preparations  for 
the  intended  journey.     It  would  be  super- 
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floous  to  dilate  further  on  the  hxppj  anxiety 
felt  by  our  hennne  to  clasp  once  more  to  her 
heart  the  admirable  woman  who,  while  in 
total  ignorance  of  the  close  ties  of  blood 
which  united  them,  had  extended  all  a 
Mother  s  tender  care  towards  an  unknoirn 
and  neglected  chi)d.  As  has  been  stated, 
letters  ''full  of  thoughts  that  breathe,  and 
words  that  burn,"  had  frequently  passed  be- 
tween them  on  the  subject,  in  various  com- 
munications sent  privately  to  France,  which 
detaileil  the  whole  account  of  past  and  pre- 
sent events. 

ITie  warm  invitation  to  Erlinghame  Court 
was,  in  fact,  the  result  of  the  Marchioness 
luiving  dropped  some  hints  of  the  actual  posi- 
tion of  existins;  circumstances,  and  when,  in 
accordance  with  the  permission  she  received, 
they  were  fully  revealeil  to  her  Ladyship's 
host  and  hostess,  nothing  could  exceed  the 
a!i\itfty  tliey  evinced  in  longing  for  the  arrival 
of  their  expected  guests. 

Devoted  heart  and  soul  to  the  cause  of 
the  Stuarts,  as  their  ancestors  had  been  for 
uiinv  srcnerations,  Mr.  Yates  and  his  wife 
felt  hiippily  elateil  at  the  prosj)ect  of  receiving 
under  their  hospitable  roof,  not  only  their  own 
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personal  friend  with  his  affianced  bride,  but 
also  the  cherished  favourites  of  their  beloved 
Prince.  The  certainty  of  becoming  inti- 
mately known  to  the  bride-elect  of  Lord 
Ogilvie  they  felt  to  be  no  common  privilege, 
and  such  a  prospect  filled  their  warm  hearts 
with  the  most  delightful  anticipations.  Thus 
the  position  of  the  lovers,  diversified  as  it  had 
ever  been  by  cloud  and  sunshine,  was  on  the 
whole  comparatively  happy,  when,  on  their 
arrival  at  Erlinghame  Court,  they  were 
clasped  in  strong  but  silent  emotion  to  the 
heart  of  Lady  Tullibardiue ; — the  next  mo- 
ment, they  knelt  together  at  her  feet,  while, 
trembling  with  the  excitement  of  her  feelings, 
she  pronounced  a  solemn  benediction  on  their 
anticipated  union. 

It  would  retard  the  progress  of  events  too 
materially  were  we  to  dwell  ou  the  minutiae 
of  the  introduction  of  the  respective  parties 
at  that  memorable  meeting,  or  on  the  relative 
sensations  of  our  principal  characters  as, 
after  long  desolation,  their  hearts  unfolded 
to  hope  and  happiness,  during  the  scene  of 
their  reunion  at  Erlinghame  Court.  Suffice 
it  then  to  say,  that  as  soon  as  the  first  over- 
whelming tide  of  emotion  had  merged  into 

g2 


jumetnrnyg  like  a  calsi.  2  sense  of  tbe  noblest 
ade«ta:i2«  vhidi  can  inTigonle  the  homaD 
9n»:^c  fjL^  zktir  finding  apon  the  chiTmlric 
joi  Ri^'lI  persoaase  to  wliom  tbey  beliered 
saaca  impfLLse;^  v\»e  dne.  Under  the  influence 
«c  tkb  ciMiTQctioa — in  which  the  Marchioness 
aiai  bLier  Iov^t  craod-dangfater,  aUowingr  no 
siHii2$ci  coo:^<tf:itKQ$  to  swmj  their  coDduct, 
peniKtiT  a^reeii — Oeil^ie;  on  the  evening  of 
ai*  irrjnil  a:  Er^irrgfaanie  Court,  bade  a  fer- 
v»e::*  Aiifc  to  its  izmites*  and,  tearing  him- 
self frrci  th-*  ami?  of  his  Era  and  all  that 
ie  I'.Tei:  res  oa  the  earth,  he  pn>ce^tletl  with 
"iJi':cc-«£e*i  kiste  tc^  ioin  the  Prince  in  Lion- 
oz.  WLile  the  jottmey  was  rapidly  being 
pwrsieii,  bis  Lonisiiip  endeavoured  to  quell 
the  turrrul:  of  his  thouc^hts,  and  to  arrest 
th-eci.  ii3i»:s;  to  th-?  exclusion  of  all  dearer 
ocesw  upoa  the  situation  and  prospects  of 
Chirfets  Edward  Stuart.  The  longer  he 
pecd'ered  on  tLe  subject,  the  more  appre- 
:*ea>;ve  he  became  of  the  results  of  an  enter- 
prise which,  to  the  clear-sightedness  of 
Ogiivies  niiud,  seemed  to  the  last  degree 
chi:neric:il  and  haianlous, 

Xo  enthusiasm  could  blind  him  to  the  po- 
sitive danger  attendant  on  the  present  i/jc\v/- 
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niio  visit  of  the  Prince,  whose  ablest  friends 
bad  vainly  attempted  to  dissuade  bim  from  a 
measure  so  fraugbt  with  peril  to  bis  cause. 
With  that  obstinacy  of  character,  however, 
which,  with  the  exception  of  Charles  II., 
seems  to  have  been  inherent  and  hereditary 
in  all  the  Stuarts,  the  Prince,  notwithstand- 
ing the  warnings  thus  bestowed,  determined 
to  carry  his  point ;  and,  having  once  achieved 
it  so  far  as  to  have  reached  London  without 
discovery,  he  fondly  trusted  the  result  would 
exceed  his  most  sanguine  expectations. 

But  the  best*informed  and  cleverest  Ja- 
cobites in  England,  who  had  never  approved 
of  the  impracticable  scheme  which  had  been  so 
rashly  formed,  foresaw  that  it  would  crumble 
into  atoms  beneath  the  test  of  experience, 
and  were  full  of  apprehensions  for  the  con- 
sequences. 

None  felt  more  alarm  on  the  subject  than 
Lord  Ogilvie,  whose  fears  had  been  strength- 
ened by  Mr.  Yates  having  taken  precisely 
the  same  view  of  it ;  and  though  they  had 
mutually  concealed  their  apprehensions  from 
the  ladies  at  Erlinghame  Court,  yet  so  pow- 
erful were  their  own  prophetic  anticipations 
of  coming  evil,  that,  before  the  departure 
of  our  hero,  it  was  privately  arranged  ihaX,  \( 
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uapropitious  fate  readered  such  a  measure 
iiecessan.  Lord  Ogilvie  Fhoul<]  exert  all  his 
ponrer  over  the  mind  of  the  Royal  Stuart  to 
persuade  him  to  adjourn  si^retly  to  Eriing- 
hame  Court.  Concealmeol  from  his  eiieniies 
was  deemed  more  likely  to  be  found  within 
its  aociennralls  th»n  elsewhere,  if  the  Prince 
could  only  be  persuaded  to  accept  it  uutil 
the  future  assumed  a  more  definite  and 
favourable  aspect 

It  was  DO  commoD  consolation  to  onr 
lierps  affitated  iinti  anxious  mind  to  know 
tl;at  in  case  uf  the  worst  he  liad  thus  secured 
a  *afe  asylum  for  liis  beloved  Prince  in  the 
b(^si'm  of  friends  devoted  to  his  interests. 
Tiie  ^  ates  family — as  mentioned  in  "  Dooitis- 
dav  80^^)11" — came  over  to  England  with 
\A'iIliani  the  CoiK]ueror,  Tlieir  descendants 
jRissessed  the  manor  of  Erlini;hanie  Court 
for  more  than  seven  centuries,  had  ever  ad- 
hered to  the  religion  of  their  forefathers, 
and.,  from  the  accession  of  James  I..  Imd  as 
uiiif'^nnly  evinced  tlie  wannest  attachment 
to  the  House  of  Stuart  Tlie  present  occu- 
pants were,  as  we  have  seen,  not  a  wliit 
behind  their  ancestors  in  hereditary  devotion 
to  that  n>yal  and  unfortunate  race.  Of  this 
Charles  Edward  was  well  aware,  and,  consi- 
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dering  Mr.  Yates  as  one  of  his  most  faithful 
adherents^  the  missive  which  apprised  him 
of  the  secret  arrival  of  the  expatriated  Prince 
in  the  British  metropolis  had,  in  testimony 
of  such  feelings,  been  accompanied  by  a 
splendid  portrait  of  his  Royal  Highness,  pri- 
vately brought  from  France  for  the  accept- 
ance of  tlie  present  Master  of  Erlinghame 
Court.  As  may  be  imagined^  this  touching 
proof  of  regal  gratitude  "WSls  received  by  the 
Yates  family  virith  enthusiastic  thanks.  No 
relic  of  Catholic  superstition  was  ever  re- 
garded with  more  reverential  devotion ;  and 
high  with  pride  and  hope  beat  the  hearts  of 
the  possessors  of  this  picture-treasure,  when 
they  beheld  it  duly  installed  in  the  great 
saloon  of  £rlinghame  Court,  between  two 
quaint  and  massive  pilasters  of  carved  black 
oak,*  surmounted  by  a  canopy  of  purple  velvet, 
in  the  centre  of  which  a  jewelled  diadem 
and  an  enormous  cockade  of  white  ribbon, 
rested,  while  the  Prince*s  portrait  was  pro- 
tected in  front  from  the  touch  of  the  profane 
by  a  magnificent  screen  of  railings  formed  of 
the  finest  Corinthian  brass. 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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abilitiie^i  of  Sir  R»>bert  Walpole,  had  mate- 
r.illv  «^ink  -i.der  iLe  admini^tratioQ  of  that 
dL-rir.g^^ijhei  Statesman.  The  speecjf»s  of 
the    factious    were   iiLt^    with    complaints 
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upon  this  subject,  and  a  vast  quantity 
of  popular  excitement  was  created  by  the 
struggles  of  the  pending  Westminster  elec- 
tion. The  interposition  of  Ministers  in 
favour  of  Lord  Trentham — the  Court  candi- 
date— against  his  competitor.  Sir  George 
Vandeput,  a  private  gentleman  whom  the 
electors  of  Westminster  had  set  up  at  their 
own  expense,  exasperated  the,  latter  to  a 
degree  of  turbulence  which  threatened  to 
baffle  the  designs  of  their  opponents.  Ani- 
mosity in  its  most  virulent  lorni  was  reck- 
lessly displayed  by  both  parties,  and  the 
whole  interest  of  St.  James's  was  actively  put 
in  force  against  the  practical  and  menacing 
measures  which  filled  the  city  of  West- 
minster with  uproar,  outrage,  and  tumult. 

The  Government  likewise  viewed  with 
alarm  the  uncertain  tenure  of  the  peace 
between  Great  Britain  and  France  at  this 
juncture,  and  regarded  with  equal  apprehen- 
sion the  critical  situation  of  affairs  in  Ger- 
many and  Spain.  The  precarious  results  of 
the  conferences  held  at  this  period  at  Madrid 
by  the  Plenipotentiary  of  England  and  the 
Minister  of  Spain  in  discussion  of  important 
international  questions,   which  had  been  left 
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unsettled  by  the  treaty  of  Aix-la-Chapelle, 
also  occasioned  no  small  degree  of  anxiety 
at  the  Court  of  St.  Jameses.  The  British  Go- 
vernment likewise  suffered  much  perplexity 
in  endeavouring  to  compromise  the  disputes 
existing  as  to  the  establishment  of  the  limits 
of  the  new  Colony  of  Nova  Scotia ;  a  ques- 
tion which  every  day  l)ecame  more  difficult 
to  adjust,  in  consequence  of  the  finesse,  chi- 
canery, and  procrastination  of  the  French 
Commissioners,  who  op})osed  the  justice  of 
the  English  claims  upon  that  subject. 

The  impending  danger  of  a  rupture  be 
tween  Russia  and  Sweden,  which,  if  effected, 
would  oblige  England  to  espouse  the  cause 
of  the  latter  power,  also  engrossed  much  of 
the  attention  of  George  II.  and  his  Court. 
Those  serious  (juestiou^,  combined  with  ne- 
gotiations with  foreign  countries  of  vital 
importance  to  the  conmierce  of  Great  Bri- 
tiiin,  were  alone  sufficient  to  employ  the  time 
and  thoughts  of  the  advisers  of  his  Britannic 
Majesty.  ITius,  the  public  mind  being  di- 
rected to  so  many  subjects  fraught  with 
importance  to  the  national  interests  of  Enj][- 
laud,  little  time  was  left  to  l>ebtow  on  minor 
considerations. 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  131 

Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  the  head  and 
prop  of  the  opposition,  was  every  day  becom- 
ing more  and  more  violent  in  his  hatred  to 
the  Ministry,  and  took  such  a  determined 
part  in  favour  of  the  independent  electors  of 
Westminster,  that  his  Royal  Highness  ac- 
tually hallooed  the  voters  on  to  Brentford 
from  his  sedan  chair,  in  which  he  sat  under 
the  Park  wall,  dressed  in  a  green  frock- 
coat  !♦ 

The  Jacobites  were  so  transported  at  this 
circumstance,  that  they  began  to  collect  sub- 
scriptions for  all  boroughs  that  should  be  open, 
and  unquestionably  the  complicated  aspect 
of  public  afifairs,  at  which  we  have  merely 
glanced,  had  no  small  share  in  actuating  the 
more  headlong  and  least  sagacious  section 
of  that  party,  to  encourage  secretly  the  pre- 
sent nild  and  dangerous  visit  of  Charles 
Edward  Stuart  to  the  metropolis  of  England. 

When  we  consider  the  condition  to  which 
the  Jacobites  were  reduced  at  the  time  their 
impracticable  scheme  was  adopted,  it  seems  to 
have  mainly  originated  in  a  sort  of  insane 
impatience  and  indignation  manifested  by  the 
expatriated  Prince  at  the  defection  of  many 

*  See  Horace  Walpole'a  Letters. 
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of  the  leaders  of  his  party  in  Eugland,  who,    i 
influpnced  mainly  by  sell-interested  motives,    1 
had  changed  their  principles,  and  abandoned    } 
a   cause   to  which  ibey   had    steadfastly  ad- 
hered for  so  many  years.     It  was  fondly  ima- 
gined by  tbe  minor  but  more  faithful  portion 
of  the  Stuart's  adherents,  that  the  ^e-appea^ 
ance  of  Churles  Edward  at  this  juncture  in 
Grei^t    Britain   might    lead    those   deserters 
fmrn    a    j>oUticitI   crved  to   rejoin    and    rally 
round  their  legitimate  Prince. 

This  hope  was  au<rmented  by  the  supposi- 
tion i!i;it  the  (ii-putes  which  ?iiljsi;-ted  not 
only  «itli  I'oiei:;!!  powers,  hut  internally 
wit.iiii  tiie  Britisli  dominions,  nmst  oven- 
tu:illy  *h;ike  the  stability  uf  the  crowii  of 
tieiv^e  II. — an  erroneous  conclusion,  uhich 
lioul'tless  liiid  considerable  influence  on  llie 
aiJo;tion  of  an  iil-;uivised  ami  most  presump- 
tuous step,  Xii::!t  had  closed  in  wlien  Lord 
0:::lvit',  tliti:;;iiii  in  mind  and  body,  entcreii 
L-'tuion :  hut  an  instant  wiis  not  lost  in  re- 
p. •>;;■;  to  tlio  st-cret  residence  of  bis  Royal 
M,.st<T.  Our  hero  irontly  ^Mve  tlie  pre- 
co'.'.i'crtiii  knvxk  and  ?i:X"al  at  the  dotir  of 
thf  r..,i!i-.iiii.  It  w.is  iiist;int;tneoii?ly-  though 
i-.iu;ious'\    ^tnsweretl.   ami   in  ;t  few  inonients 
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his  Lordship  found  himself  once  more  in  the 
presence  of  Charles  Edward  Stuart !  Sub- 
sequent details  will  perhaps  find  their  best 
exposition  in  the  private  letter  with  which 
we  shall  commence  the  following  chapter. 


TilE  nK.\TH-FLU;. 


CHAPTER  X. 


Fivm  tkf  Right  Hon.  Lord  Ogihie 
7b  the  Son.  Eva  O'Sallhan. 


•V-'' 


•'  Lcndon,  Septtmber  10,  1753. 

"  I  AM  at  length  alone,  indulging  in  the 

!iV]'  a:ul  >iIont  feoliiigsuf  an  overladen  lieart. 

■■  At    ihi*    111  ill  night    liour.    op|)ref^^ed    by 

;;\;ou>  fiTeKHiin^s.  I   liiivf  but  one  consolii- 

it';:.  Uiiit  01   o[>enin:;  my  wlioU'   sou!   to  you, 

ly    liif,   uiy    Kv.i  I — ^^y.i'f,  ivlioni    I   loveuith 

:i  i'\.i'!-s*ivt'  teiHierness,  ;i  truth  iiini  fervency 

:'  i'.i>-i-,>n,  Hliifh  no  words  tliat    liuman  lips 

.-.\o  I  viT  utteieii  coulil   iideijnately  tell,  nor 

■!t'    •.'■.:t|v.iri:.c>   oi'  any   pen,  hmvever  elo- 

..1,  lit'jLTiKe.     \Vhat  an  utter  contrast  lo 

om'    I>:ii;ht   vision   ivliieh   so   hitely  al}- 

I'iali  my  fondtst  feelings  is  the  present 

Ivfi're  me  !     If  Imtnan  nature  is  a  niys- 

.  liii'  is  Si-areely  less  so.     Its  disk  is  per- 

;;u'y   t-hani:in::.  and    events   are   as   con- 

tlv  iveurriny  which  alter  in  an   instaiit 
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the  wliole  tenor  of  our  existence,  and  colour 
it  for  ever.  I  cannot  ascribe  those  incidents 
to  what  the  world  calls  chance ;  I  love  rather 
to  refer  them  to  the  One  Great  Cause,  who 
directs  and  ordains  the  destinies  of  his  crea- 
tures. Viewed  in  that  light,  perhaps  I 
ought  to  restrain  the  feverish  anxieties,  the 
distracting  fears,  that  fill  my  mind  for  the 
fate  of  our  beloved  Prince,  fears  which, 
since  I  have  seen  him,  are  augmented  a 
thousandfold  I 

"  I  arrived  in  London  late  in  the  evening, 
and  instantly  adjourned  to  this  mansion. 

''  Having  passed  the  countersign,  I  was 
admitted  in  cautious  silence.  The  flashing 
of  a  strong  light  suspended  from  the  ceiling 
of  a  large  and  ancient  chamber  fell  direct 
upon  the  figure  of  Prince  Charles,  when,  my 
heart  heaving  with  emotion,  I  entered  the 
presence  at  the  moment  thtit  my  Title  was 
announced  in  a  low  and  suppressed  tone. 
He  was  Walking  rapidly  up  and  down  the 
saloon,  which,  being  wainscoted  with  black 
oak,  and  illumined  only  by  one  antique 
bronze  lamp,  was  half  in  darkness.  The 
whole  mind  of  the  Prince  seemed  engrossed 
in  reading  fragments  from  a  large  packet  of 
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kttrn  which  he  held ;  and  so  absorbed  was 
be  is  their  pemsal  that  he  never  heard  my 
whbptrvd  tume,  nor  perceived  my  entrance 
until  I  bowed  my  knee  before  iiim  in  proof 
of  honour,  bomu^,  and  derotion. 

"The  intense  expression  of  Charles  Ed- 
trard's  eye,  which  in  bis  more  impassioDcd 
Btomeiits  it  ia  scarcely  an  exaggeration  to  say 
shoots  fin^  Bashed  in  sudden  deliglit  on  re- 
rosnisin^  me,  and,  «ith  ihe  glowof  ricb  and 
rapid  leeling  on  his  cwnntenance,  he  raised 
me  up  a:;d  cLisped  me  to  bis  breast,  as  if  I 
'^.^■i  t'et-n  nil  eijual  and  a  brother.  Hi*  elo- 
.jue:.i-e  was  j^rhap?  never  more  nmgicai  tlian 
(iL-ria^  ihe  Io:.o;  CL'nver?atiuii  ivhich  ensued. 
Si:[«erL>  itnd  m.>U-iiiii  dreams  of  sueL•e^s  ex- 
[Vir.  ied  into  majesty  and  beauty  whiie  he 
y^-oke,  ar,d  the  spell  Has  so  brilliatit,  the 
fviver  of  III?  iTe.itioQS  s<)  omnipotent,  that  it 
«\i3  ohIv  when  he  ceased  to  dwell  upon 
the;:i  ;h,ii  1  felt  they  ivere  but  self-deceptions, 
v:slv:i>  of  hi?  fiucy.  *  a  baseless  fabric'  nielt- 
iu^  ::.to  air  !  Thousli  at  the  risk  of  aw  akeii- 
iui;  the  displeasure  oi  nij  Prince,  I  ventured 
wutiously.  but  fir:t;Iy,  to  controvert  his  un- 
fe.i!..bie  prvjects.  and  to  point  out  as  llie 
cliiu.ix    to  my  argument-  the  absolute  ni:ul- 
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ness  of  making  any  attempt  to  recover  the 
Throne  of  his  ancestors  at  the  jMresent  junc- 
ture. 

"  His  Highness  heard  me  with  profound 
attention,  and  in  reply  to  my  last  suggestion 
assured  me  (I  believe  with  truth)  that  no 
Bucli  intention  was  the  focus  of  his  plot,  de- 
claring that  his  vibit  to  London  was  made 
solely  with  the  design  of  personally  ascer- 
taining in  secret  the  actual  state  of  political 
feeling  in  England,  and  in  the  hope  that 
those  who  had  deserted  him  would  return  to 
their  duty,  and  accept  the  pardon  which  his 
gallant  spirit  yearned  to  bestow.  It  was  no 
common  consolation,  dearest  Eva,  to  receive 
this  assurance;  and,  after  some  further  de- 
sultory conversation,  the  spirits  of  his  Royal 
Highness,  despite  my  evil  prognostics,  rose 
to  their  most  brilliant  flow.  With  a  point 
and  raciness  of  humour  no  words  could  re- 
present, he  then  recounted  many  amusing 
anecdotes,  giving,  in  particular,  a  playful 
sketch  of  the  astonishment  and  consterna- 
tion of  my  Lady  Primrose  on  the  following 
occasion.  The  Prince,  tired  of  walking 
through  St.  James's  and  the  Mall,  which  in 
broad  daylight  he  was  so  incautious  as  to 


Tt^mLt  ooenly  in  ks  ovb  dreas  (lumng  taken 
3i:  ppitrxi^ikM  a^suKt  recognition,  except 
'^jtiLZ  A&*^  zJ&  Kae  ribk»n  and  star),  sud- 
ittnlj  rfi«t:vTe«i  tt>  £o  to  her  L^phip's  house 
TTii^iii':   Jii^Tiaf  £ii«Q   the  diehtest  prepa- 


~  ~  I:  ?o  ha>pe;i<d/  said  iiis  Highness, 
wTJL  iii^  i^jiitcil  chvickle  of  a  schoolboy  who 
pLip  k  ^ick  OQ  hb  preceptor,  ^tfaat  my 
Laifj  Prlzircfi^.'  hai  a  large  compaoj  thit 
•;~-:i:z^.  .Vll  »-fr>:  tSseaiblrrtL  ac«i  she  iier- 
-=^1:  •x^is  I'Ilt::^  4:  'nkris  I  had  giTen  a 
Zjirr.tiizs  z.ir^'t  t.:  rl>r  servant  in  waiting. 
-*r.  >c:tj"j:^  I'  ii.i-.v:Lo>er:.  mv  JLa't  Primrose 
"i  5.1-i  Zftz  eT-r*»  wli-ra  oa  l^LoIiiin:;  ine  she 
^■.i.*':.r»i.  ."int::^^!  c.'.Ovir,  an-:  ihou^Iit  the 
c.tT-*  -t;?  il.i  Lare  •ir\:»c«f^  froai  her  han^is.* 
Giv:.^  iL.^  1  Ix-k  I-  which  adfectioa  and 
ili-r::  Trer^e  "ceiutifillir  Mended,  sbe  involun- 
:Ar:lT  i:ljL-«.-e ',  a>  she  rose  from  her  seat,  at 
n;v  ."sm  cmTtr^it.  wiiich  actually  Lung  over 
tr.e  cJ::'ii::-?v-?ieoe.  acd  which  she  attenrards 
vli  niT?  lie  Terv  servants  remarked  was  •*  so 
woz.ien'^jllv  like  the  straaire  srentleman  I "  f 

*'  '  Nothing   daunted    I    advanced^    and, 
m;iking   my  best   Parisian  bow,  seized   her 

♦  HiKcncL-  ♦  Lisa. 
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handy  pressed  it  to  my  lips,  and  poured  forth 
a  torrent  of  compliments  on  her  Ladyship's 
good  looks.  This  was  skilfully  done,  for  it 
gave  time  to  rally,  and,  devoted  to  me  as  my 
Lady  Primrose  is — almost  as  much  so  as 
my  own  glorious  Flora  Alacdonald  —  she 
smiled  a  smile  that  nobody  understood  but 
myself,  and,  returning  all  my  congratulations, 
addressed  me  by  my  assumed  name,  asked 
when  T  came  to  England,  and  how  long  I 
intended  to  remain. 

"  *  If  my  tell-tale  eye  had  been  carefully 
scrutinized,  I  fear  it  would  have  betrayed  my 
lurking,  playful  triumph  at  the  success  of 
my  rusCy  when  I  answered, — I  hope  for  life, 
as  I  have  no  longer  a  desire  to  promener  mes 
ennuis  ailleurs. 

"  *  Ha,  ha,  ha !  laughed  her  clever  Lady- 
ship ;  I  rejoice  to  hear  you  say  so ;  though 
je  m'en  doute,  for  you  are  so  volage  I  And 
having,  with  all  the  graceful  fluency  and 
ready  tact  of  a  woman  of  the  world,  made  a 
few  more  trifling  observations,  she  resumed 
her  cards,  having  furtively  given  me  a  be- 
seeching glance  to  leave  the  room.' 

"  *  Which  of  course  your  Royal  Highness 
disobeyed  ? '  I  ventured  to  remark. 


^'  ^  C«£2  ra  mms  dire  ! '  laughingly  replied 
tbe  Pnnce;  'aod  to  m^ke  my  poor  lady- 
frieofi  feel  eren  more  fidgety,  I  walked  de- 
liberately to  tke  mantel-pieoe,  and  stood  erect 
beaeatfi  tLe  striking  likeness  of  my  Royal  self  f 

^  ^  Mv  dear  Prince !  lioir  could  vou  be  so 
rery.  cvry  indiscreet ! '  involantarily  passed 
my  lip$. 

'*  ^  Oa !  remember  tbe  motto  on  our  standard 
in  the  se«|uestered  rale  of  Olenfinnan,  when 
it  wa>  uniurled  there  bv  dear  old  c:allant 
Tullibardiae — Tandem  triwnphansl  I  felt 
the  spirit  of  tht>5e  ijlorious  words  burn 
within  me,  and  that  I  bore  "  a  charmed  life,*' 
a£:aiast  which  nothing  human  could  prevail ! 
Therefore,  enjoying  my  ino.^jnito  exceedini^ly, 
I  chatted  '«  routranty  on  all  the  topics  of  the 
iiay,  and  with  such  apparent  pwsto  for  the 
Htmoverian  Elector,  tliat  I  could  perceive 
many  of  mv  au<iitors  exchange  glances  which 
bespoke  their  doubts  of  their  fair  hostess's 
lovaltv  to  the  Stuarts,  since  she  had  ffiven  a 
cordi  il  welcome  to  such  an  anti-Jacobite  as 
mvself  r 

"  The  mem'  lau£:h  and  joyous  excitement 
with  which  His  Royal  Highness  concluded 
this   anecdote    I    should    vainly    attempt   to 
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depict;  but  the  gaiety  of  his  countenance 
relaxed  to  an  expression  of  deep  feeling  as 
be  proceeded  to  describe  the  condition  of 
poor  Iiady  Primrose,  when,  having  at  length 
seen  her  last  guest  depart,  she  locked  the 
drawing-room  door,  and,  clasping  her  hands 
and  raising  her  tearful  eyes,  beaming  with 
all  that  is  best  in  the  heart  of  woman,  knelt 
at  his  feet 

"  *  Ogilvie,*  continued  His  Royal  Highness 
with  his  own  peculiar  smile,  'the  unvacil- 
lating  firmness  and  exquisite  goodness  of  the 
sweet  creature  almost  overcame  me,  when, 
insisting  on  her  rising,  I  placed  her  on  a  seat 
at  my  side^  and,  having  attempted  to  portray 
my  thanks,  communicated  every  particular 
of  my  present  position. 

"  *  She  heard  me  with  intense  interest, 
and,  when  I  ceased  to  speak,  implored  per- 
mission to  send  instanier  for  our  famous 
Jacobite  friend,  the  Dr.  King,  on  whose 
opinion  she  seemed  to  rely  with  almost  super- 
stitious reverence.  In  this  I  by  no  means 
concurred,  but,  reluctant  to  refuse  any  re- 
quest from  my  fair  supplicant,  I  consented 
to  allow  her  to  summon  him  immediately, 
only  making  it  an  indispensable  proviso  that 
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not  a   word  of  prepantion    for  the   truth 
should  be  communicated. 

''  *  To  this  she  was  obliged  to  submit,  and 
a  short  note,  simply  desiring  to  see  him,  was 
instantly  written  by  my  Ijady  Primrose  to 
the  sapient  Doctor.  The  servants  failed  to 
observe  that  I  had  not  departed  with  the 
other  guests ;  taking  advantage  of  which,  her 
Ladyship  led  me  by  a  back  staircase  to  her 
own  dressing-room.  There  leaving  and  im- 
ploring me  to  be  as  silent  as  the  grave,  she 
descended  to  her  Salon,  where,  having  given 
the  note  for  Dr.  King  to  one  of  her  lackeys 
to  deliver,  she  awaited  his  return. 

"  *  A  short  time  brought  the  Dr.  King  in 

propria  personS,  when,   without  a  word  of 

preparation,  Lady  Primrose  led  him  to  her 

dressing-room,  and  there  presented   him  to 

"  The  Regent,  Charles  Edward  Stuart !"  * 

"  *  Ogilvie  ! '  exclaimed  the  Prince,  with 
a  laugh  as  joyous  as  that  of  his  ancestor, 
*  the  Merry  Monarch,'  *  how  I  wish  you  had 
seen  the  "  Principal  of  St.  Mary  Hall,  Oxon," 
as  he  pompously  loves  to  be  designate<l! 
No  Jeu  d'es/mt  in  his  "  Somnium  Acadenii- 
cum  "  is  half  so  amusing  as  the  then  ap|>ear- 

♦  Historical. 
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aoce  of  its  celebrated  author.  He  looked  as 
astonished,  though  not  as  delighted,  as  if 
popped  upon  the  woolsack!  Du  reste,  his 
three-cornered  cocked  hat  quivered  under  his 
arm,  doubtless  in  homage  to  my  royal  pre- 
sence. The  black  ribbon  that  carefully  tied 
up  his  queue  sympathized  in  the  same  tre- 
mulous emotion,  and  Marechale  powder 
sprinkled  his  legal  shoulders,  while  his 
learne^l  pate,  shaking  like  a  mandarin's, 
bowed  in  silent  homage  as  he  knelt  before 
me !  He  actually  writhed  as  one  stretched 
upon  the  rack,  in  the  effort  he  made  while 
performing  all  the  usual  courtesies ;  nor  were 
his  embarrassments  lessened  when,  on  his 
rising  up,  I  acquainted  him  with  the  motives 
which  had  induced  me  to  hazard  a  journey 
to  Enghind. 

"  *  Vainly  he  tried  to  diJ^guise  his  vexation, 
and  as  soon  as  I  permitted  him  to.  speak,  he 
assumed  an  air  of  profound  respect  and 
launched  forth  into  a  series  of  platitudes 
against  the  possibility  of  my  success,  which, 
unlike  the  seductions  of  the  original  serpent, 
only  confirmed  me  to  act  in  opposition  to 
the  dictates  of  the  modern  viper !' 

" '  And  if  such  is  your  Highness's  opinion. 
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whv  rest  within  bis  ooilsf  I  Teotured  to 


'" '  For  this  ^inp!e  rason,  that  at  present 
they  are  too  moch  entangled  round  me  and 
mine  to  permit  emancipation,'  rejoined  the 
Prince,  adding  hoirever,  with  great  good 
humour,  and  as  if  half-repentant  of  his  bitter 
sarcasm,  '  after  all,  perhaps  I  may  be  wroDg 
in  my  suspicions  of  the  learned  pundit,  for 
it  is  often  difficult  to  form  an  accurate  esti- 
mate of  men  of  his  calibre.  At  all  events,  I 
must  at  this  juncture  seem  to  trust  him, 
since  he  is  the  only  conspicuous  Jacobite  at 
the  University  of  Oxford.  In  proof  then  of 
unbounded  confidence,  I  extended  my  Royal 
condescension  so  far  as  to  sculk  to  his  house 
to  take  tea  with  him  the  other  evening.  I 
promise  you  I  enjoyed  the  scene  amazingly, 
and  played  the  incipient  Monarch  in  the  most 
effective  style,  especially  when — though  his 
affectation  of  courage  was  excellently  ridi- 
culous— even  a  sound  in  the  street  would 
cause  my  pedai^ogue  to  start  in  alarm,  and 
offer  to  hide  me  in  his  China  closet ! 

**  •  The  few  sarcasms  in  which  I  indulged 
on  such  occasions  by  no  means  plea^etI  the 
Dr.  King,  who,  to  prove  the  sincerity  of  his 
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devotion  to  our  cause,  punished  my  implied 
suspicions  by  quoting  his  celebrated  speech 
at  the  opening  of  the  Radcliffe  Library,  in 
his  capacity  of  public  orator  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Oxford,  which  he  asserts  was  the 
main  cause  of  the  grand  meeting  and  union 
between  Frederick  of  Hanover's  party  and  the 
Jacobites,  at  the  St.  Alban's  tavern  last  year.' 

''Here  again  I  ventured  to  interpose  an 
opinion,  that,  however  questionable  the  sin- 
cerity of  Dr.  King  might  be,  his  talents 
were  indubitable,  and  that,  as  heretofore  they 
had  been  publicly  wielded  in  the  right  cause, 
it  was  somewhat  dangerous  to  betray  suspi- 
cions that  might  enlist  tbeni  to  the  benefit 
of  the  opposite  party. 

"  *  Most  true,  my  dear  Prime  Minister !' 
phiyfuUy  rejoined  the  Prince,  laying  his 
hand  with  affectionate  earnestness  upon  my 
shoulder.  '  The  natural  instinct  of  the  tiger 
is  to  turn  on  his  master  at  nay  movement  it 
dislikes,  and  to  devour  him  instanterl  there- 
fore, if  King  chooses  to  forsake  my  banner 
and  join  a  knot  of  perjured  recreants,  he 
shall  have  no  deed  of  mine  to  plead  in  exte- 
nuation of  apostacy.  On  reflection  I  felt 
the  necessity  of  this  so  strongly,  that  no  later 

VOL.  III.  H 
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t&o^  face  wat^a  I  vohmleered  aaotlier  4tatent 
vKcs  the  Doctors  tek-li^le^ — nim,  lo!  I 
>^L£^  him  cMv^  posObumoos  tkan  crer  re- 
fwctir  s  tht  silSetr  of  ny  Ro;^  person !  And 
{•c  wkkt  ^lidcBce  tkink  too,  but  Lord?— ^ 
Xo  lea?  trsui  on  tkat  of  bis  oura  naUt  de 
irhKTk^.^^  vtA.  aiW  I  had  left  the  other 
ert^nr^g,  <aMl  to  his  master  that  he  thought 
h5s  =*w  rsitor  f«T  like  Prince  Charles! 
Tl&e  r^.-«f?r.  in  ill-^sppressed  alarai,  ex- 
^'lizs*?!-  l^'tr.  h%Te  too  erer  seen  Prince 
Cbarie^  *  —  Xo.  Sir,  replied  the  fellow ; 
b-t  tiii  sttitleman,  frboerer  he  may  be, 
exic:lv  nftjemVIe?  the  bast^  whieh  are  sold  ia 
Rr-i  LioQ  Stnret,  aii'i  which  are  ssiid  lo  L4?  the 
':  ^s:^  : :"  Vt\z.<^  L  kjirles  Edward  Stuart !  * 

"  '  Thu>,  0^1  vie,  Tou  see,  I  am  at  least  an 
tVvect  o:"  \'  ,  ^r-'-wor^bip !  How  pure  the  in- 
<:^::se  irhi^rh  fumes  l^iore  my  altar,  whether 
:t  le  t&ken  froi?:  the  sacred  shrine  of  lo\altv, 
«-  r  :r>?m  :Le  unhjil  -'.Ted  repositories  of  poli- 
ticil  a;-:.<tacv,  time  i  alv  can  decide !' 

"There  was  something  exquisitely  affect- 
iLiT  in  the  tone  in  which  the  last  words  were 
uttere«i,  ibr  it  invoIuDtarilv  betraved  how 
'5reply  the  generous  and  sensitive  nature  of 
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the  Priuoe  bad  been  wounded  by  the  deser- 
tion of  many  of  his  pseudo-friends.  His 
Royal  Higliness  turned  pale,  his  countenance 
changed,  and  the  faintness  of  his  voice  pre- 
sented a  remarkable  contrast  to  his  previously 
bold,  humorous,  and  sarcastic  enunciation. 
He  thrust  his  right  hand  into  his  bosom,  and 
pressed  his  heart,  as  if  the  gesture  was  ex- 
cited by  the  indignation  of  a  powerful  recol- 
kction. 

*'  Seeing  this,  I  availed  myself  of  the  feel- 
ings of  the  moment,  by  gently,  yet  firmly 
urging  that  the  last  anecdote  was  undoubt- 
edly calculated  to  create  the  strongest  appre- 
hensions in  regard  to  the  persoual  safety  of 
his  Royal  Highness,  for  that  every  moment 
his  identity  was  subject  to  being  publicly 
recognised  and  acted  upon  by  his  enemies. 
Even  this  self-evident  truth  failed  to  quell 
the  gallant  and  determined  spirit  of  the 
Prince.  It  was  not  to  be  repelled,  and  as, 
bursting  into  a  new  chain  of  arguments,  he 
warmed  with  his  theme,  and  poured  out  a 
catalogue  of  dangers  he  had  passed  scath- 
less  on  flood  and  field,  he  ridiculed  the  idea 
that  at  the  present  crisis  fortune  should  prove 
less  favourable. 

h2 
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"  Solicitude  on  my  side,  however,  was 
equally  iudocnitable,  and  at  length,  by  dint 
of  pressing  bim  from  point  to  point,  with 
respectfiU  energy  and  some  Jiiiesse,  I  suc- 
ceeded in  extractiug  tbis  promise — ^tbat  if 
eventually  my  sense  of  the  ruiu  our  cbe- 
risbed  Prince  was  preparing  for  biinself 
proved  unfortunately  correct,  he  would  at 
once  consent  to  fly  with  me  to  Erlinghame  ■ 
Court,  and  secrete  bimself  within  its  walls 
until  he  could  privately  eSect  an  escape  to 
the  Continent. 

"  The  countenance  of  his  Royal  Highness 
visiblv  exhibiteil  the  reluctance  and  perturba- 
tion of  liis  mind,  as  after  many  demurs  be 
granted  my  bi^t  fervent  prayer. 

"  A  fevori-*h  restlessness — I  had  almost 
said  a  peevishness  —  was  perceptible  in  a 
marked  and  sudden  cliange  of  manner,  as, 
hitviiii.'  given  tht-  promise,  he  coldly  requested 
a  truce  to  jwlitics.  But  scarcely  had  the 
words  passed  his  lips,  than,  as  if  angry  with 
himself  for  momentary  impatience,  he  took 
niv  hand,  and  with  unaffected  kindness 
saiil,  •  Ogilvie,  I  feel  I  have  been  over  hasty 
to  voii,  my  best,  my  dearest  frienil !  Prove 
that  my  testiiiess  has    not  rankled  in  your 
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breast,  by  telling  me  everything  connected 
with  your  own  affairs,  in  return  for  my 
historieites. 

"  *  How  is  the  lovely  Eva,  whom  I  long  to 
salute  as  your  bride  elect,  and  as  the  grand- 
daughter of  our  justly  revered  and  admirable 
Lady  Tullibardine  ?  Many,  many  a  weary 
hour  en  route  has  been  relieved — nay,  totally 
deprived  of  tedium — while  the  Marchioness 
recounted,  ait  ray  request,  the  romantic  story 
of  your  love,  and  of  her  felicity  at  finding  in 
the  fair  being  she  so  long  had  cherished  the 
child  of  her  own  lost  daughter!  Truly,  I 
thought  my  adventurous  wanderings  in  the 
Highlands  with  the  queen  of  heroines,  my 
devoted  Flora  MacDonald,  could  never  be 
surpassed  in  aught  of  the  wild  and  wonderful ; 
but  they  are  almost  eclipsed  by  the  extraor- 
dinary incidents  I  have  heard  from  Lady 
Tullibardine.  Ogilvie!  my  heart,  though 
used  to  misery,  bled  for  Edith  O'Moore! 
and  if  The  O'Sullivans  had  not  met  their 
proper  fate,  I  do  believe  my  own  right  trusty 
sword  would  have  leaped  from  the  scabbard 
to  inflict  it !  But  come,  tell  me,  and  quickly, 
for  it  waxes  late,  all  that  remains  for  me  to 
know,  as  I  fancy  Lady  TuUibardine's  nar- 


f  ■■  •^  M  ahnipment  of  her  wri- 

with  the  Royal 
•spwaible,  with  perfect 

"  Jiw^  htmwwKT,  of  the  6in;  delicarv  of 
ifeKaBct^fiBda^k  I  gloewd  wer  as  much 
i>  I  vmM  Ifce  Mnere  tml  to  which  1  ww  ii 
MHrir  MAjtftoi  m  kmn^  jmi,  my  hearA  J 
W«  Lt&ivi*  akiosl  »t  die  ren  momait 
w'lwrt  ~«t  :e?  Ae  allr  of  our  Gd  you  were 
or  '•v:r^:trx  ~j  a«Ti-  ctt  peerless,  preciotis 
K-w  -  ■>-  ^z-fi»?ci  Pnooe  turned  red  and 
■JUL'-.  ly-iriA^-i-.j  »:ule  I  n-Iated  Pome  por- 
■:x'cs  ?c  ae  i;b;  sii-r*  D:ston"  of  our  .':iiiien;ed 
EJl*:  ■*^---c  'A't  Mirftk>De?j  had  not  com- 
3Ti3jr:iSMi:  i^-ii  *>  I  "ietailed  them  and  our 
k£?'Cjtf^  i;  J.er  «=v:-i«i  -ieath,  tosrether  n-ith 
■Jjif  >  i^:7•:~■!^T^^:■:  o:  ■:iir  n;arriagx'  in  conse- 
;:e:.;f  -.i>;r^:i  Ciii--'.*?  Ed«;ird  wrung  niy 
hbi'l  n  «r-vcL^  ea>:t:o3.  while  a  tear  stole 
^-.r;  ;.;rrni:fe  :»  !vM3S  ej<elasb.  and  ijuietlv 
7:/_  itr-n.  i-f  -rualy  cheek. 

*  A^~  "^  Tac-eot"  J  moment,  the  Prince, 
:-  ?r:«ifc  j««V3ts-  espr?<«ed  bis  heartfelt 
^i-jtmif,*^-  pterins:  forth  a  flood  of  thanks, 
-3i:r-r'i^;  xhaX,  if  inrreosed  danger  eventually 
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forced  his  retreat  to  Erlipghame,  he  should 
tliere  have  the  privilege  of  bestowing  upon 
me  that  treasure  which  even  to  thiuk  of 
wakens  ecstacy — ^your  haud  in  marriage ! 
Oh,  how  my  blood  boiled  with  rapture  at 
that  bright  vision,  which  wound  up  my 
senses  to  such  a  pitch  of  excitement^  that 
wdthout  waiting  your  consent,  sweet  love,  I 
gave  the  required  promise  in  our  united 
names !  I  feel — (it  least  I  trust — that  you 
will  not  condemn  this  pledge ;  for,  knowing 
how  superior  you  are  to  all  conventional 
.coyness^  and  how  immeasurably  you  soar 
above  the  affectations  of  your  sex,  I  rest 
assured  that,  if  circumstances  i;ender  it  essen- 
tial to  the  safety  of  the  Prince  to  escape  to 
the  Continent,  even  on  the  day  he  reaches 
Erlinghame  you  will  consent  to  go  with  me 
in  His  presence,  and  that  of  all  the  friends 
around  you,  to  the  altar  of  the  church  dedi- 
cated to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which,  fortu- 
nately for  the  secrecy  we  must  observe,  be- 
longs to  the  Yates  family,  and  lies  within 
the  precincts  of  the  manor.  This,  my  be- 
loved one,  I  implore  you  not  to  refuse,  even 
if  you  and  Lady  TuUibardine  cannot  make 
up  your  minds  that  *  we  three '  should  accom- 
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puiT  the  Roy»l  Exile  in  his  reiien-ed  expatna- 
Hon.  Tell  nil  these  particulars,  dearest, 
wHh  my  reverential  love,  lo  the  Marchioness, 
end  trith  niuiiiest  remembniDces  to  your 
bo6pit»ble  host  Bud  hostess,  whose  affec- 
tioiute  kindness  to  the  treasure  of  my  heart 
I  never  mo  P>r^l. 

"  And  DOW,  my  lore,  to  show  you  that  the 
Bash  of  happLiess  at  the  prospect  of  somi 
pc»^essing  you  for  ever  (bewildering  as  it 
WTts  fTv-m  intensity  of  LtrilliaiH'e)  did  not 
(j-;"'r  tiijtnu't  my  judgment,  know  that  I  dis- 
;i[>:-<'::.tni  the  siiILint  Prince  by  decIiiilDg  to 
aoi:ti;T:p.i:iy  him  al  road  with  my  irife  (blessed 
wor.:  I  L.nd  our  dear  Marchioness,  u.ih'^'S  I 
^■■^t.ii:•.^^l  vour  mutual  consent  to  tiiat  im- 
jvrta-Jt  s:ep. 

■•  Rew.ini  this,  my  furbe;! ranee,  by  your 
r.A>s!  r,iii":int  smile,  and,  with  the  beautiful 
si:iot'ritv  of  vour  transpareut  cliariKter,  say 
in  \i-.;r  reply — "lich,  remember,  I  expect  to 
!e  .t  Io:ig  one — whether  you  and  uur  revered 
I.a.iv  Tul'iilxirdino  can  iultil  one  of  the 
CO  .ri-t  ivislies  of  my  heart  by  niagnanj- 
niv'iisly  ple.icius  yourselves  to  unite  with  me 
in  i,'::;i:ii:  all  our  fates  and  fortunes  with  the 
de.-linv   of  Charles   Edward    Stuart.     If,   as 
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my  heart  foretels,  you  return  an  affirmative 
to  this  important  question,  bear  in  mind,  my 
dearest,  that  we  must  be  willing  and  ready^ 
at  a  moment's  notice,  to  escape  with  our 
illustrious  Prince  to  the  Continent,  if  cir- 
cumstances essential  to  his  safety  should 
compel  that  measure.  Surely  the  spell  of 
human  hearts  is  love,  and  under  all  its 
varied  modifications  sacrifices  are  light  and 
easy  of  endurance — or  rather  are  not  felt  at 
all — when  offered  at  the  shrine  of  those  most 
dear.  But  as  I  wish  to  leave  you  uninflu- 
enced in  your  decision  as  to  accompanying 
the  Prince  abroad,  I  will  not  say  another 
word  upon  that  subject.  '  Tant  de  gens  par- 
lent  d amour,  et  si  peu  savent  aimer ;'  I  am 
far  from  disputing  that  axiom,  but  I  assert 
that  when  the  deep,  deep  passion  which 
forms  the  dream  of  boyhood  is  realized,  with 
all  its  fervent  truth,  in  later  years,  then  sepa- 
ration from  its  object,  so  far  from  erasing, 
only  fixes  the  imperishable  impression  of  the 
noblest  of  the  passions. 

"Yes,  I  know,  I  feel  that  absence  is  the 
nourisher  of  true  affection. 

"It  may  extinguish  the  phantasies  of  a 
slight  attachment,  but  increases  the  power 

h3 
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of  a  real  one ;  and  I  am  thoroughly  con- 
vinced that  when  pure  and  genuine  love  is 
felt  by  and  for  a  virtuous  object,  it  is  capable 
of  elevating  our  fallen  nature  to  its  highat 
poiut  of  comparative  perfection.  Many  ad- 
mit this,  but  at  the  same  tiuie  'maintain  that 
the  converse  of  the  proposition  may  be 
equally  true,  for  that  overwhelming  love 
often  leads  to  crime. 

"  There  I  differ:  I)ecause  when,  as  we  too 
often  see,  humnnity  becomes  degraded  to  the 
slavery  of  vice,  dignifying'it  with  the  iiajne, 
not  tile  sentiment,  of  Love,  we  ever  find  tliat 
beings  misguided  under  such  a  fatal  influence 
become  incapable  of  feeling  the  latter  in  its 
real  sense,  and  during  their  guilty  career  are 
actuated  by  passion,  not  affection,  by  Im- 
pulse, not  principle,  by  the  sins  and  not  by 
the  virtues  of  the  heart. 

"  On  the  other  hand,  when  an  attaciuuent 
such  as  ours,  my  Eva,  dwells  in  tiie  upright 
spirit,  what  grace,  dignity,  and  solace  it 
throws  overall  the  most  important  relations 
of  social  life !  The  excellences  of  feeling, 
sense,  temper,  genius,  taste,  which  are  the 
glories  of  tlie  female  nature,  shine  forth  in 
their  truest  lustre  over  the  domestic  home, 
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minUtering  to  the  happiness  of  man,  soothing 
his  sorrows  ^nd  correcting  his  errors.  Over 
the  whole  compact  of  .civilized  life,  through 
all  its  serious  cares.  Love,  in  the  intensity  of 
the  devotion  with  which  it  is  felt  by  us,  dif- 
fuses a  power  almost  divine.  Look  also  at 
its  influences  on  literature  and  the  arts. 
Dante,  Gorneille,  Petrarch,  and  a  host  of 
others,  loved,  and  found  themselves  poets. 
Music  is  the  outbreathings  of  the  inward 
harmonies  of  JLove,  eloquence  is  its  muse  ; — 
painting  and  sculpture  flow  from  the  same 
inspiration.  Orators,  di'amatist3,  warriors, 
nay,  even  philosopherSj  have  obeyed  the  lesson 
legibly  written  in  the  great  book  of  crea* 
tion,  aqd,  open  to  the  impulses  of  virtuous 
Love,  have  become  better  and  more  illustrious 
beneath  its  sway. 

^'I  know  2/ou  will  not  despise  doctrines 
such  as  these,  but,  lest  you  should  accuse 
my  imagination  of  running  riot,  bereft  of 
the  ballast  of  your  judgment,  which,  like  a 
skilful  pilot,  has  so  often  directed  its  course, 
I  will  turn  from  the  master-passion  of  my 
soul  to  that  which,  next  to  it,  engrosses  my 
fondest  feelings — Charles  Edward  Stuart. 

"  WTien  I   had   ended  our  eventful  do- 
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mestic  histories,  and  ilint  the  Prince  was 
sure  he  understood  them  all,  his  mercurial 
spirit,  subject  as  it  ever  is  to  sudden  muui- 
tions,  revived  to  its  former  brilliancy,  and 
flowed  forth  in  a  sparkling  stream  of  anec- 
dote, chiefly  relating  to  tlie  adventures  of  his 
foreign  tnivels, 

"So  piquant  and  attractive  did  his  con- 
versation then  Ijecome,  that  it  was  not  until 
the  waning  light  of  the  Limp,  and  the  strik- 
ing of  twelve  fi-om  the  Pendule,  vraroed  us 
of  the  lateness  o!"  the  hour,  that  either  be- 
came cunscious  of  it. 

"  The  Prince  started,  and,  hastily  con- 
cluding a  brilliant  sketch  of  mighty  Rome 
with  which  I  had  been  favoured,  said,  with 
that  grace  which  is  so  peculiarly  his  own  — 

"  '  Ogilvie,  with  you  I  always  forget  tlie 
flight  of  time,  which,  considering  the  im- 
portant business  awaiting  us  to-morrow,  I 
ought  not  to  have  done.  You  must  be  tired 
of  my  adventures,  strange  as  they  have  been, 
but  perhaps  at  leisure  you  would  like  to 
read  a  lew,  whicli,  currcnte  calamo,  I  put 
down  on  iiai)er.'  The  Prince  then  drew 
from  his  breast  a  small  book  of  memoranda, 
and  presented  it  to  me,  after  wliich,  tilling 
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two  glasses  of  Burgundy  from  a  decanter 
that  stood  on  a  side-table,  be  pledged  me 
in  tbe  well-known  Jaeobitical  toast,  '  Success 
to  the  White  Rose  and  confusion  to  the 
White  Horse ! '  and  baving  appointed  tbe 
hour  of  our  next  meeting,  dismissed  me  with 
a  kind  felice  notte. 

*'  My  first  thought  on  finding  myself  alone 
was,  as  I  have  said,  to  write  to  my  Beloved 
One ;  and  so  seduced  have  I  been  by  the  dear 
delight,  that  not  until  this  moment  have  I 
seen  that  day  gleams  upon  my  windows. 

"I  must  hie  to  my  couch  to  rest,  and 
dream  of  my  own  Eva.  My  first  waking 
act  shall  be  to  despatch  my  special  courier 
with  this  long  and  rambling  letter,  which, 
from  its  bulk,  ought  rather  to  be  called  a 
folio.  By  the  bye,  remember,  dearest,  that 
I  will  always  send  my  epistolary  communi- 
cations by  my  own  most  faithful  and  well- 
tried  servant,  who  will  remain  a  day  or  two 
at  Erlinghame  to  rest  himself,  and  will 
bring  back  your  anxiously  desired  answer. 
In  these  times  it  would  not  be  safe  for  any 
of  our  party  to  trust  the  post ;  besides,  by 
the  proposed  arrangement,  we  can  ever  write 
such  long,  long  letters  to  each  other  as  will. 
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in    some    degree,    assuage    the    pangs    of 
abeeoce. 

"In  mj  next  I. will  transcribe  a  portion  of 
the  Prince's  memoranda  for  your  perusal, 
knowing  how  much  you  like  to  receive  any 
portraiture  of  his  life  and  character. 

^^  Aud  now,  may  all  good  angels  guard 
my  only  love !  Again»  I  say,  write  pages 
upon  pages  by  my  Courier,  and  ever  rest 
assured  of  the  undying  affection  of  your  de« 
voted 

•*  Ogilvie." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

From  the  Hanourabb  Eva  O*  Sullivan 
To  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  Ogilvie. 

''  Erlinghame  Court,  Gloucestershire, 
Sept.  18,  1753. 

'*  The  memories  of  the  sweet  though 
transient  past,  my  dearest  Ogilvie,  must  com- 
pensate for  the  bitter  contrast  of  the  present, 
unembellished  as  it  is  by  your  beloved  pre- 
sence. Truly  might  the  great  Italian  poet 
say — 

'  Nessiin  maggior  dolore 
Che  ricordarsi  del  tempo  felicc 
Kellazniseria!' 

I  acknowledge  this ;  to  a  certain  degree  I 
feel  it ; — and  yet,  supported  by  a  fervent  trust 
in  the  Almighty  Being  who  brought  us  safely 
through  a  series  of  long-enduring  sorrows, 
my  soul  springs  from  its  temporary  desolation 
to  the  buoyant  hope  that  we  shall  soon — 
very  soon — meet  again,  and  under  circum- 
stances which  may  prove  that  a  favourable 
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pRsentizcent  slioald  be  coofiiied  in  as  much 

as  ha  reverse. 

'*"  My  mind,  I  thzziky  b  natandly  consti- 
tnted  £:>r  iLippmesSw  I  know  that  I  am 
ardeat  ami  eatlmsastic,  bat  tliofie  rerj  attri- 
bate$.  under  fortunate  aospkes,  would  secure 
the  relieity  my  heart  tells  me  I  could  enjoy, 
and  which  TOur  dear  roice  so  often  has 
assureii  me  that  I  could  confer. 

*"  The  disposition,  then,  to  look  at  the 
Ifi.jocLv  side  of  life's  pictures  with  which  you 
have  ?ocietiri*es  reproached  me.  Ls  au  acquired, 
Qot  an  *  ricrifiaL  characteristic  of  mv  mind. 
An!  how  aeqaired  ?  By  the  trials.  Beloved 
One,  thnjugh  wbicli  we  have  mutually  p;tssed 
— trials  that  brouglit  their  blight  and  mildew 
to  the  spirit,  and  bent  its  elastic  spring  beneath 
tLe  pressure  of  real  misfortune.  I  use  the  word 
rral,  from  remembering  a  certain  little  implied 
censure  which  vou  gentiv  bestowed  at  our 
last  parting.  Xow,  though  I  confess  I  can 
no  more  still  the  aspirations  of  the  imagina- 
tion than  I  can  depress  those  of  the  mind 
and  souly  of  which  I  consider  it  the  offspring, 
yet,  I  trust — nay  believe — that  mine  is  under 
the  control  and  regulation  of  my  judgment, 
and  hence  that,  when  the  colours  of  my  ideal 
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worId.fall  over  the  actual  one,  they  are  but 
the  Iris  tints  which  beautify  the  horizon  of  ex- 
istence, without  misleading  in  the  path  of  life. 
^'  Be  tliis  as  it  may,  you  will  not  quarrel 
with  me  now  for  allowing  imagination  full 
sway,  since  that  fantastic  power  is  determined 
to  use  a  Claude  Lorraine  glass,  wishing  to 
invest  the  future  en  couleur  de  rose !  Neither 
will  you  condemn  me  for  fancying  myself 
somewhat  like  the  shell  which,  long  tossed 
on  the  tempestuous  ocean,  is  eventually  cast 
upon  the  sunny  sands,  where,  though  it  may 
be  found  dimmed  of  some  of  its  former  bright- 
ness by  encountered  storms,  it  can  still,  when 
the  voice  of  love  is  breathed  within  it,  *  dis- 
course sweet  notes  of  excellent  music/ — 
I  ramlde  on  in  this  wild  strain,  because  I 
wish,  if  possible,  to  cheer  the  depression  under 
which,  it  is  evident,  you  labour  as  regards 
the  future  of  our  equally  cherished  and  re- 
vered Prince  Charles  Edward.  Oh  !  need  I 
say  how  deeply  I  sympathize  in  all  your 
generous  and  warm  spirit  suffers  upon  his 
account,  or  how  intensely  interested  I  felt  in 
perusing  the  details  concerning  him  which 
your  sweet  letter  gave?  I  see,  with  you, 
that  danger  hovers  round  his  Royal  head,  but 
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itf  K  tnut,  my  Ogilvie.  Uutt  the  »bield'  oT 
0^«i|iiHfinr  will  xt-ert  it,  and  that  the  dark 
timi  wiuch  for  to  long  lia^  lotveretl  over  tlu 
fcrt— f  I  of  the  ilWaled  houg«  of  Stuart  will 
■M  bet  for  etxrl  Wliat  a  volume  of  mefto- 
Eg  &»  la  thoM!  two  little  wonU !  How  oftra 
1^  dfreas  hi^tes  of  i»ppjne&s  which  tma- 
tmm  tkis  worid  from  a  hon-ling  wilderueff 
•■to  «Q  CMtb^  |Mu«iiise — how  oft«n  they 
cftn;  tD  our  Warts  those  stiogiog  realities 
•iiJch  pcvt»e  il  to  the  quick  !  \\'ouid  that  I 
;M»esi«ii  thitt  penetr.itiDg  vision  nrhicb  from 
:-:-  jvwrr  t-fli-oking  into  t!ie  future  is  called 
P»?--j»£r:io'  biit  as  prescieuc*  is  deuie«l  me, 
I  ta::  viilv  iiof^  that  your  auticipatiuns  of 
t^'..  tLI  pr\>te  uufouaJetJ,  and  tliut  a  Lappy 
i:^#Ai  v"t  a  ir»gic  destiny  awaits  our  mag- 
-1- ->...>  Prince. 

-  Bu;  >hr>u!M  tiie  ahnost  preternatural 
irii^  of  hu:mji  fortiiude  to  wliioh  he  has 
thjer:."'  &;*a  subji-cte^l  be  indeed  reneneH, 
Oi-  :!:*  Oclriel  caa  jou  for  a  moment  doubt 
tjik:  w;u  jaide  as  well  as  sjin|»athy  of  heart 
1  will  u&ite  aiT  late  to  jours  and  his  for 
^rrj'  F^iiiiiT  alike,  reposing  unbounded 
oixiiieixe  in  ^»^  other  as  we  do,  one  im- 
■tiUe  i-L»li  jw«s«ibe  our  thoughts  and  guide 
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our  actioiis:  wherever  our  beloved  Prince 
Charles  Edward  wanders  there  we  will 
go.  Affection  and  loyalty  of  soul  will  make 
every  spot  he  treads  a  hallowed  ground ; 
our  time  shall  be  dedicated  to  the  consola^ 
tion  of  his  high  and  wounded  spirit;  and 
blessed  in  each  other  by  the  sacred,  undying 
Jiffection  of  wedded  love,  I  question,  dearest, 
whether^  had  we  all  the  world  with  its  riches 
and  honours  at  command,  we  should  be  hap- 
pier than  then ! 

^  In  those  sentiments  the  glorious  mind 
of  Lady  TuUibardine  perfectly  concurs,  and 
her  pale  and  thoughtful  brow  assumed  an  ex- 
pression almost  more  exalted  than  belongs  to 
a  creature  of  this  earth  when,  in  reply  to  my 
interrogation  on  the  subject,  she  announced 
her  fixed  resolve  to  share  the  sequel  con- 
sequences, whatever  they  might  be,  resulting 
from  a  steady  adherence  to  the  fortunes  of 
her  Prince,  and  her  determination  to  accom- 
pany him  and  us  to  exile  if  the  inscrutable 
decrees  of  Providence  shall  ordain  that  des- 
tiny. Thus,  rest  assured  that — to  use  the 
spirited  words  of  the  Jacobite  song — 

*  Come  weal,  come  woe,  we  '11  gather  and  go. 
And  live  and  die  with  Charlie  i' 
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— a  determination  in  wliich  even  our  humble 
finends,  dear  darling  Xurse  and  kind  Jesoe 
Campbell,  cordially  unite.  As  to  good  and 
generous  Mrs.  Sarsdale,  sbe,  of  course,  will 
return  to  Ireland. 

"  This  matter  being  settled,  I  hasten  to 
respond  to  your  other  question.  The  answer 
is  simple — ^Yes!  beloved  of  my  soul; — no 
affected  coyness — no  paltering  with  the  in- 
tegrity of  the  affections  shall  be  mine.  Bly 
knowledge  of  your  noble  heart  and  the  reality 
of  your  attachment  enables  me  to  fix  on  a 
^:eady,  uniform  line  of  judging  and  acting, 
producing  neither  reluctance  nor  irresolution. 
Be  assured  then,  dearest,  that  as  my  heart 
responsively  vibrates  to  each  emotion  of 
yours,  and  reposes  implicitly  on  the  rectitude 
of  your  judgment,  no  sickly  sentimentality 
nor — what  is  even  worse — conventional  af- 
fectation shall  make  me  hesitate  one  moment 
in  going  with  you  to  the  Altar  tchenever  you 
intimate  that  wish,  and  tchatever  be  the  cir« 
cumstances  under  which  you  may  express  it. 

^'  My  mind  is  cheered  as  well  as  composed 
by  announcing  this  unequivocal  compliance 
with  your  request,  and  I  give  myself  up  to 
the  fond  idea  that  reliance  on  our  God,  inde- 
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pendence  of  soul,  peace  of  conscience,  and  self- 
approving  reflections,  will  not  fail— what- 
ever happens — to  render  us  supremely  happy. 

•*  True  affection  is  precisely  the  reverse 
to  the  shadow  on  the  dial,  which  appears  in 
the  brightness  of  sunshine,  but  vanishes  at 
the  approach  of  a  cloud ! — ^for  the  duties  and 
virtues  of  the  heart  especially  beam  forth  in 
pure,  unmingled  tenderness  when  the  dark 
evils  of  life — from  which  none  are  exempt — 
come  to  be  encountered  and  sustained.  How 
true  is  your  definition  of  real — not  romantic 
liove,  which  leads  us  to  soar  above  our- 
selves, and  aspire  after  that  perfection  which 
shall  hereafter  join  the  spirits  of  the  blessed 
in  holy  communion ! 

"  Equally  do  I  agree  in  your  beautiful 
tribute  to  the  efficient  and  lovely  influences 
of  an  intellectual,  sensible,  and  amiable 
woman.  The  virtues  are  contagious  as  well 
as  the  vices,  and  I  believe  that  her  winning 
softness  and  the  potency  of  her  example 
often  lure  man  from  the  ways  of  sin,  while, 
soothing  his  sorrows  and  enhancing  his  joys, 
she  acts  equally  as  the  handmaid  of  religion 
and  philosophy,  in  leading  him  to  real  good^ 
whether  this  ascendancy  is  exhibited  in  the 
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touching  relations  of  mother,  wife,  sister,  or 
friend. 

''  But  why  do  you  pass  in  silence  the 
powerful  influence  which  constant  association 
with  the  character  of  a  noble  and  enlight- 
ened man  must  beneiicially  exercise  over  the 
wedded  partner  of  his  heart  ?  Is  it  that  you 
subscribe  to  the  impei*tinent  definition  that 
Man  is  only  a  biped  without  feathers,  malgri 
his  contriving  sometimes  to  be  quite  as  voloffe 
as  if  blest  with  those  appendages? — But 
the  subject  is  too  important  to  be  treated 
with  flippancy.  Let  me  then  seriously  re- 
quest you  to  tell  me  in  your  next  whether 
you  agree  with  me  in  considering  that  the 
conduct  of  a  wise  and  good  man  can  be  as 
morally  and  spiritually  potential  over  the 
gentler  sex  as  you  have  described  the  con- 
verse power  of  woman  to  be.  In  discussing 
her  characteristics  the  other  day,  Mr.  Yates 
was  eloquent  in  defending  what  he  called  the 
rights  of  the  female  sex,  and  asserted  that,  on 
the  broad  principles  of  justice  and  common 
sense,  woman  ought  to  enjoy  many  social 
privileges  from  which  she  is  at  present  de- 
barred by  a  code  of  conventional  and  arbi- 
trary laws,  formed  by  man,  who  consequently 
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took  especial  care  to  frame  them  entirely  in 
his  own  favour.  He  even  maintained  her 
claim  to  a  perfect  equality  of  intellect  with 
your  lordly  sex,  and  argued  that,  as  an  im- 
mortal, rational,  and  accountable  being,  wo- 
man—  if  end&wed  with  superior  mental 
powers — was  bound  to  exert  them  not  only 
in  promoting  th^  happiness  and  welfare  of 
her  husband  and  children,  but  in  benefiting 
society  at  large  by  bringing  them  to  bear 
upon  the  advancement  of  public,  monil,  and 
intellectual  good. 

**  The  conversation  was  principally  carried 
on  between  Mr.  Yates  and  Lady  TuUibardine. 
In  fact,  I  had  listened  throughout  with  much 
interest,  but  in  |)erfect  silence,  to  their  ani- 
mated discussion  ;  but  at  that  particular  point 
of  it  I  asked  Mr.  Yates  if  his  last  remark 
applied  exclusively  to  the  oft-disputed  ques- 
tion whether  a  highly-gifted  woman  ought 
or  ought  not  to  find  a  public  channel  for  the 
outlet  of  her  talents  through  the  medium  of 
her  writings. 

"  *  Not  exclusively,'  was  his  reply ;  and  he 
was  proceeding  to  dilate  more  extensively 
upon  the  subject,  when  the  entrance  of  a 
stupid  visitor  compelled  him  to  relinquish  it. 


tHBabo;  farA!  wlnft  ■  ba^iy  privilege  Is 
1  fcy  jomr  okiiikI.  and  to  refer  hit 
1  of  ti^t  or  wrong  to  tbe  de- 
t  af  j««n!  In  tbe  compuiiooship  of 
I  Oplrie,  mine  mast  ever 
,  raJfiog  as  I  do  upon 
le  aaderrtuidiiig  with  a  cun- 
fidt  a»  that  which  I  repose  in 
Ae  §Mtdmm  «f  your  beart  Endeared  as 
TV*  v«  lo  ae  by  the  moel  sacred  s\  uipathies 
■:■:  T^c j.  --"ur  n  itare  is  capable,  thus  would 
I  r.i-T*:;-^,  ZfiZfti'z  yi-tir  guidance,  its  higlie-t 
i^Ciri,u:c~  iz'i  hs  nv>l'ie5l  aims. 

-  Hj  TLoar_t5  i-d  pen  have  iuvoluntariiv 
wiz^iirErwi  oc  to  sycb  un  esteot  thit  I  have 
*iri:-.i;_T  .^n  civ^Jr  rom  to  express  the  i;reat 
rl^-osirf  I  A::::oif.ite  from  the  perusal  of  the 
Jm.-iaI  ::"  o^ir  t^Iove>i  Prince.  Pray  do  not 
iivtT  :ze  r^v»c::ect  in  affoniiuc  me  lliat  gm- 
T.i.'~i.':-J--.  i^-1  :be  itill  dearer  one  ol  receividi 
1  ".■err^r  it-:":  to-j.  my  own — my  precious  love. 
■  K-  ■  rr-ly  .:o  you  say  that  aliseiice  iii- 
-;re-i><:-?  _->en-.:r.e  affectio;i !  Until  you  left 
::ue  I  I.i  "■t  tfc:nk  the  iutensiiy  of  the  de- 
1  ::■  :l-^'.  rlirol's  at  my  heart — the  rich 
:Liis-re   ■::'  :::y   love — could   admit   of  aug- 
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mentation ;  but  now  I  feel  you  are  dearer  to 
me  than  ever ! 

"  We  may  be  sometimes  mistaken  in  the 
strength,  or  rather  in  the  reality^  and  conse- 
qnent  durability,  of  our  sentiments,  particu- 
hirly  when  they  dwell  more  in  the  imagina- 
tion than  in  the  heart:  but  absence  soon 
quenches  the  ignis  fatuus  gleam  of  mo- 
mentary fancy,  as  surely  as  it  must  add 
steadiness  and  brilliancy  to  the  enduring 
light  of  profound  attachment. 

"  And  yet,  though  convinced  of  this  truth 
as  thoroughly  as  I  am  of  the  freshness, 
ardour,  and  beautiful  sincerity  of  your  love 
for  me,  still  blame  not  when  I  confess  that 
every  moment  seems  an  age  of  anxiety  until 
we  meet  again ! 

"  Neither  can  I,  dearest  Ogilvie,  divest  my 
mind  of  many  uncontrollable  fears  concern- 
ing the  dangers  which  surround  you  indivi- 
dually in  your  present  political  position.  Oh ! 
may  the  invincible  shield  of  Providence  avert 
each  peril,  and  protect  my  love  from  all  the 
trials  that  may  be  gathering  round  him! 
My  thoughts  are  one  long,  unceasing  prayer 
to  God  in  his  behalf.  May  it  be  granted ! 
and  I  feel  it  will;  for  the  rainbow  of  the 

VOL.  III.  I 
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future,  though  still  seen  through  mist,  gives 
forth  promise  that  a  time  will  come  wbeo 
happiness  shall  \i»n  us  aud  all  we  love  in  the 
light  of  hetter  days. 

"  The  deep,  ferreot  sympathy  of  my  sweet 
home-circle  atteods  His  Royal  Highness  and 
yourself  ill  warm  and  genuine  siacerity.  Our 
dearest  I^idy  Tullibardine  especially  gathers 
you  to  her  heart  iu  boundless  coiitideuce  and 
affection,  while  die  invokes  the  blessing  of 
Goil  on  you,  and  that  noble  Prince  whose 
image,  with  \our  own,  is  fondly  woven  into 
all  her  thoughts  and  hope.-;. 

"  Auii  now  farewell,  uiy  own  affianced 
one !  Slowly  and  heavily  will  hours  drag 
on  their  tedious  course  as  long  as  you  are 
aWent :  but  how  my  heart  will  leap  for  joy 
wi.eu  you  return  to  hless  with  your  presence 
the  deep,  uuchangeable  love — whether  in  life 
or  death — of 

'•  Eva  O'SiLLivAN." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

From  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  Ogihie 
To  the  Honourable  Eva  O* Sullivan, 

"  London,  Sept.  25,  1753. 

"  Your  letter  came  home  to  my  heart,  my 
best  beloved^  with  an  intense  power,  a 
toothing  balm,  as  refreshing  as  the  dew  to 
the  opening  flower,  or  green  pastures  to  the 
weary  wanderer. 

**Oh!  Eva,  on  my  knees  I  thank  the 
Author  of  all  good  for  having  blessed  me 
with  the  rich  treasure  of  your  deep  affection. 
Next  to  that  Almighty  Being,  my  acknow- 
ledgments are  due  to  you,  my  true,  kind, 
gentle,  nay,  angelic  love,  for  the  beautiful 
candour,  the  exquisite  delicacy,  the  noble  dis- 
interestedness, with  which  you  have  acceded 
to  my  heart's  request,  and  crowned  my 
highest  hopes  by  consenting  to  be  my  wife 
as  soon  as  possibility  allows  you  to  confer 
that  bliss. 

I  2 
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I 


'\flw  Biiijag  drTotiuQ    to    the  noble 

tUj  dear   to   as,  magiutni- 

I  Iw  your  eon^eDting  to  share 

Beertain  ^e,  iu»d  to  pour  bio 

I  lit  op  «i  Be  the  qtnpBtfay  so  MMthing  sud 

I -^aBgewaltob  taste,  kbo  claims  uid  nxeiva 

tf  wmmak  i&Miks  and  admiratioo. 

~I  ftesiK  fcd  pnibvndl;  grmteful  to  our 
■»«d  md  fnaaas  Imdy  TulliWdine,  for 
tWtt— dhl  maaeoa  of  feeliag  she  lias  equally 
^^hftd^mi  liae  aine  important  subject; 
3CC  .Ti^  I  emit  to  rwonl  my  just  sense  of 
tiie  ^ifi=.re7t:sC*liw*s  of  the  humbler  [xtrtioE 
;c  -"iir  i«ir  L^c-a  e-circie  in  liavin^  come  to  a 

~yik\  Hiti^i-  snat.  my  b'esjed  Eva, that 
Tlti  Ia.iiz.f  oc'  «:i:j  uiiited  loyalty  and  aflection 
i;  tu*;  iiiriie  towird?  whicb  thev  liave  so 
',kc^  :«t!:i  tiin^rti^  may  Iriai;  at  least  one 
-LTij^  »  cvaiclitioo  to  the  heart  of  Cliarles 
E^WAT-i  >raLrt ;  and  that,  even  if  the  aspect 
:c  ^Li  f^iTiT*  cif^riay  Iw  as  dark  as  heretofore, 
rjM  J.£i"  CI  our  iinchang«J  and  true  devotion 

-  A--i  ^.'w  lei  me  endeavour  to  answer 

-.i«;  ^^<;iiiSA\-^  propose,      I  was  first  going 

-..-Ti'A:  :bem  pLivfully,  by  asking  whether 
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it  was   by  the  wand   of  some  invisible  en- 
chanter that  the  salons  of  Erlinghame  Court 
had  suddenly  been  transformed  into  a  cock- 
and-hen  Parliament!  but  as  I  see  that  you 
wish  for  my  serious  opinions  on  the  subjects 
of  your  recent  debates,  I  will  give  them  to 
the  best  of  my  judgment.      I  think,  then, 
that  you  are  right  in  your  estimate  of  the 
power,  the  ennobling  influence,  which  the 
mind  and  conduct  of  a  good  and  enlightened 
man  can  and  ought  to  exercise  over  the  dear 
companion  of  his  wedded  life,  thus  perfecting 
and  giving,  as  it  were,  a  spiritual  nature  to 
that  earthly  union,  the  essential  principle  of 
which  is,  or  at  least  ought  to  be,  Love.    The 
peculiar  mode  of  man's  education  leads  to 
such  an  expansive  range  for  intellectual  cul- 
tivation ;  his  opportunities  for  practical  ex- 
perience in  studying  the  details  of  human 
character  and  the  constitution  of  society  are 
so  large  and  varied,  that,  even  where  the 
natural  calibre  of  his  mind  may  be  inferior  to 
that  of  his  wedded  partner,  still  the  advan- 
tages T  have  named  present  a  strong  counter- 
balance in   his  favour;    because,  his  reason 
liaving  been  trained  to  generalize,  reflect,  and 
comprehend  on  a  scale  so  much  more  exten- 


H  km. 

maHB  win  anheir 
k  aai  will  «Dtertaii 
mtt  4aS^  Id  lidnj 
^•«n«ri  far  the  i» 

.--mut-icio.  iL'  TT^KjTJr^z  riTiry,  n,-,  mean 
.t--.vttt.-5  ■'^  -3rfc-_jf-L  r:  ritrrtVte  witfa  the 
jti'j.-:Ji=i£iua  :l  "iltfiT  ziT^^^ft*.  t"e^Iine=,  and 

■  -  iut2-  ne  Lirxxi  a"  -An'*  authoritv.  if 
ii'L^tr.'-  -5:^-;.-:.  wiaiiki  iho-dd  find  at  once 
i«rr  Sir™!?  ir,&-t.i:c.  *;rt^:i^e.  anc  iVJicitr, 
rn-rna:   ier.    t?  X  s-Lfiz  x<>  -io.   an   earthlj 

suf?  it  itr  jifis.-a.'OA.  :■<!  wtLio  j,  tt^aeaih  ihe 
jinriiaiEsriij  :f'  1  «-»>;*«■  p>w-er  than  her 
rwa.  sw  3UI1  moiyr.l.j  rrasf,  as  on  a  ver- 
curc  soi-t  iiiu:  'mr  »wei-«  o^^sert  of  human 
lit;.  >~jr  -rien.  315  tekw.^  Eva.  can.  nav, 
iM '/r  ^u  itW9 OHLXSi  ttodfn^ess of  nomao 
II  inn  aim.  ix  xs  kkffkness   save   iu   tbe 
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eacred  sphere,  the  hallowed  precinets,  of 
home?  In  th^  subtle  orbit  of  the  world, 
faelieye  me,  that  in  nine  cases  out  of  teti 
morality  is  expediency,  religion  hypocrisy, 
and  friendship  but  a  name!  Believe  me, 
too,  that  human  nature,  though  modified  by 
circumstance,  is  essentially  the  same  all  over 
the  earth;  that  its  boasted  wisdom  is  fre- 
quently folly,  its  pleasures  unsubstantial,  and 
that  disappointment  and  vanity  are  stamped 
even  upon  its  most  successful  enterprises. 

**  A  refined  and  feeling  woman,  however 
great  may  be  her  intellectual  attainments, 
however  powerful  the  natural  forces  of  her 
mind,  will,  in  her  progress  through  a  state  of 
society  so  cold,  artificial,  and  eminently  con- 
ventional as  ours,  feel  herself  each  hour  more 
and  more  unequal  to  its  complex  intrigues ; 
and  then  the  truth  must  press  with  increased 
conviction  on  her  understanding,  that  domestic 
is  the  only  real,  tangible  felicity  on  earth. 
Where  else,  indeed,  can  a  true,  warm-hearted, 
and  right-minded  woman  find  it?      Surely 
not  among  the  frigid,   the  selfish,  and  the 
dissimulating,  of  which  the  great  masses  of 
society  are  composed ;  where,  though  the  eye 
may  be  dazzled  and  the  ear  flattered,  the 


TmnUXK^LAG. 


1  bf  tbe  best  fee 
fortunate  co: 
it    dues   cou 
r  the  corrupt   antl   lu 
aAay  of  lacfa  a  &ctitious   sts 


»  dweU  ill  the 
V  howerer  well  desi 
I  will  iDeiitably  e 
la  W  tfe  dflcwi  and  dislike  of  tbt 
MB  srx.  aad  k)  tfa«  hatred  aud  utiei 
t  s£M  *AiiUft-f  of  mine,  who  coi 
:  into  tiie  ivorld  of  I 
e  cDcrmchmeut  on  the 
far  ifiov  af  tfe  Locds  ot  tint  Creatioi 
«eBW  M  oMct  the  Stliqutf  law  of  iot 
■m— .i^r  fB^^  eaubd  to  eiaiio  i  ts  prote 
-*'  BcMBvfec^  4e»xv5t,  that  I  here  ailud 
a»a^  «*■■  1  hare  called  the  shaiU 
mmmk^k,  art  to  t^  vise  and  gifted  p< 
«f  Mf  kk.<bW  I  Miefe  are,  with  rer 
«Baefliaaik  bm  oolf  leadj  lu  ackuow 
i^  t^tat  m  the  case  oi  a  seusibic 
*f«iH  •«■■■,  baft  attach  a  high  in 
aaet  to  tk  sadd  benefits  which  the  p 
IB  wiiM  rfWi  ina^UrrnnlpnTTii-  iii  ij[  1 1 
■^Bm  wftiek  flf  the  two  classes  I 
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named  preponderate  in  numbers  ?  Alas  !  I 
fear  the  solution  of  the  question  is  self- 
evident  as  belonging  to  the  first ! 

**  Thus,  my  precious  Eva,  it  is  my  serious 
conviction  that  in  elevating  the  tone  of 
thought^  feeling,  and  conversation  at  her 
own  household  hearth — in  enlivening,  while 
enjoying  its  domestic  companionship,  by  rais- 
ing the  standard  of  every  faculty  connected 
with  the  exercise  of  the  affections,  through 
the  ennobling  operation  of  mind  on  mind — 
woman  finds  her  best  medium  for  the  influ- 
ence of  her  mental  qualifications,  and  fulfils 
her  highest  destiny. 

"  Happy,  and  wise  as  well  as  happy,  will 
that  woman  be  who  perceives  and  acts  upon 
this  truth,  since  she  may  rest  assured  good 
feeling,  good  sense,  and  good  temper  are 
perennials  which,  properly  cultivated,  bloom 
through  the  whole  routine  of  private  life,  and 
^ild  its  close,  while  the  brightest  laurels  with 
whicii  the  public  hand  ever  wreathed  a  female 
brow  are  liable  to  fade,  and  conceal  the  grub 
of  Envy  within  their  leaves ! 

"  You  will  perceive,  my  dearest,  that  in 
treating  this  subject  I  have  considered  it 
more  in  reference  to  the  happiness  of  woman 

i3 
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than  in  allusion  to  the  powerful  effect  which 
ber  genius  can  beneficially  exercise  oyer  the 
world  at  large.  But  pray  do  me  not  the 
injustice  to  imagine  that  I  am  msensible  to 
the  vast  good  which  accrues  to  literature  and 
society  from  the  writings  of  a  judicious  and 
high-principled  woman,  nor  think  that  I  aoi 
so  meamly  prejudiced  as  to  condemn  her  for 
exerting  her  talents  through  their  medium. 
No;  believe  me,  I  revere  her  intellect  when 
ably  and  fearlessly  displayed  in  such  a  noble 
cause,  and  only  regret  tiiat,  while  thus  em- 
ploying it  for  the  public  good,  she  is  liable  to 
be  misunderstood  by  the  mass  of  inferior 
minds,  and  often  doomed  to  find  that  even 
her  holiest  sphere  of  action,  domestic  life, 
cannot  always  remain  secure  from  the  results 
her  literary  labours  bring.  In  one  word. 
Genius,  the  divine  gift  of  Nature,  is  loved 
only  by  the  good,  the  great,  the  few ;  and  as 
long  as  the  world  lasts,  so  long  will  the 
high-road  to  learned  celebrity  be  strewed 
with  bitter  fruits,  which,  especially  to  the 
sensitive  mind  of  woman,  will,  with  rare  ex- 
ceptions, poison  the  intellectual  career,  and 
prove  the  fallacies  of  human  ambition. 

''  Thus  great  are  the  sacrifices  which  Ge- 
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xiius  necessitates ;  and,  t1ierefoi*e,  do  I  deeply 
sympathize  with  a  noble  and  enlightened 
Woman,  when  I  see  her  cast  into  the  whirl- 
wind of  Fame,  unable  to  arrest  her  course, 
And  buffeted  by  the  contending  influence  of 
thiogs. — Woman !  whose  image  reigns  within 
•the  heart  of  Man — ^the  pole-star  of  his  hopes 
r— the  fine  ideal  of  his  mind — ^the  being 
who  seems  fresh  descended  from  the  horizon 
of  a  distant  Heaven  to  soften  and  embellish 
the  outer  universe  of  Earth. 

**  But  why  dwell  longer  on  the  treasury 
of  thought  and  feeling,  the  purity  of  heart 
and  mind,  the  exquisite  delicacy  of  the 
female  character — when  properly  developed 
and  exercised — since  all  its  most  blessed 
attributes  are  so  peculiarly  the  portion  of 
my  peerless  Eva  ?  Oh  yes ! — ^they  beam  in 
beautiful  simplicity  throughout  the  letter 
I  have  just  received,  and  find  their  best 
interpretation  in  the  tenor  of  her  life.  What 
is  propriety  ? — a  conformity  of  actions  with 
right  principles.  What  is  modesty  ? — purity 
of  heart  and  mind.  What  is  delicacy?—-* 
Petrarch  calls  it  a  fourth  Grace ;  but  perhaps 
a  more  correct  definition  would  be,  the  silent, 
secret  efforts  of  sentiment,  regulated  by  sense, 
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iiTadiatioD  of  the  mutable  and  clouded  scene 
of  life  as  the  light  of  the  sun  to  the  pro- 
gress and  the  blossom  of  the  flower  which 
it  nourishes  into  brightness  and  beauty.  And 
now  let  me  turn  to  another  subject. 

'*  The  Prince  continues  firm  and  immov- 
able in  his  purpose,  uninfluenced  by  antici- 
pation of  any  of  the  dangers  and  troubles 
which  too  surely  surround,  and  may  at  any 
instant  fall  u|K)n,  his  Royal  head.  His 
fearlessness  amounts  to  reckless  daring, 
and,  blind  to  my  remonstrances,  and  to 
the  promptings  of  common  prudence,  he 
now  walks  abroad  in  the  glare  of  open 
day  through  the  most  public  parts  of  Lon- 
don without  attempting  a  disguise.  Nay, 
as  if  in  defiance  and  contempt  of  aught  that 
may  assail  him,  he  sometimes  wears  about 
his  person  a  medal,  bearing  date  23rd  Sep- 
tember, 1752,  with  the  head  of  Charles  on 
one  side,  and  on  the  reverse  the  words 
*  LoBtamini  Cives!*  Would  that  our  noble 
Charles  Edward  were  more  mindful  of  the 
parting  words  of  his  afflicted  father,  when, 
in  strong  emotion,  he  exclaimed,  while  ten- 
derly embracing  him — •  Be  careful  of  your- 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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seli,  my  dear  Prince,  for  my  sale,  and,  I 
hope,  for  the  sake  of  niitlions  !  '  But  so  far 
Irotu  tills,  be  seems  to  court  danger  much 
ofteaer  than  he  avoids  it.  "^The  direct  cm- 
barrassmeiits  incideolal  to  this  line  of  cod> 
duct  are  sufficieatly  obrious,  but  it  seems  to 
me  that  the  Priace's  iiiiud  hns  now  changed 
Duny  of  its  former  views,  whicli  at  the  time 
were  perfectly  sincere,  and  is  at  preseat  ia 
an  exahed  state  of  irritability,  which  makes 
him  aln'.0:t  curse  the  spells  nbich  chain  liim 
down  from  attempting  the  rasbest  actious. 
Nevertheless  he  ceases  not  to  coucoct  tbeni 
in  his  fertile  brain,  in  proof  of  which  I  need 
only  mentioQ  ihat  no  later  than  yesterday 
his  Royal  Highness  proposed  to  his  little 
knot  of  adherents  a  plot  for  the  seizure  of 
the  Elector  while  returning  from  the  theatre, 
with  an  intent  to  carry  him  oflf  ui  et  armis  to 
the  Continent  !  To  accomplish  this  it  was 
suiigested  that  a  number  of  Irish  chairmen 
should  l>e  engaged,  who  were  to  attack  the 
Hanoverian  servants,  to  extinguish  the  lights, 
and  to  excite  such  general  confusion  as  would 
enable  the  Jacobites  lo  perrorni  their  uniler- 
tukiug.*     After  much  violent  discussion,  I 

•  niitorieai. 
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rejoice  to  say  that  the  advice  of  the  Prince's 
best  friends  prevailed,  by  which  a  plan,  at 
once  impracticable  and  hazardous  to  the  last 
degree,  has  been  wisely  abandoned.  My 
impression,  however,  is  even  more  fixed  than 
when  I  wrote  last  in  this  conviction,  that 
our  political  hopes  and  fears  must  soon  arrive 
at  a  crisis.  Be  prepared  for  it,  my  love,  and 
summon  to  your  aid  all  the  noble  firmness  of 
your  nature,  instead  of  yielding  to  nervous 
apprehensions,  which  tend  to  depress  the 
intellect,  and  give  an  unhealthy  action  to 
the  mind. 

''  Let  us  rather  trust  steadily  in  God,  and 
leave  the  issue  of  events  in  calmness  and  in 
hope  to  his  unerring  wisdom.  What  solemn 
chords  of  feeling  strike  upon  my  heart  as  I 
make  this  fervent  appeal  to  her  who  reigns 
in  it  supreme !  Beloved  of  my  soul,  reject 
it  not.  I  enclose  the  foreign  Journal  of  our 
Prince  for  your  perusal,  and  send  it  with 
this  hurried  letter  by  my  safe  and  special  mes- 
senger, who  would  willingly  die  rather  than 
betray  me  or  his  Royal  Master. 

"  Say  all  and  everything  affectionate  for 
me  to  those  around  you,  and,  reciprocating 
from  the  depths  of  my  spirit  your  fond  hope 


a^uo,  fraring  no 
death,  ukd  pnpiig 
*  to  take  loo  uto  h» 
I  Mf  hwyin^  bdin  e  m^ 
i  fvH,  for  erer 


"OGimE." 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

THE  JOUENAL 

OF  mS.BOYAL  HIGHNESS 

PRINCE  CHARLES  EDWARD  STUART. 

(Enclosed  in  the  preceding  letter.) 

"  Rome,  July  1, 1752. 

urn  m  4F  ♦A  painful  void  is  in  my 
heart.  I  am  reckless,  gloomy,  sad,  and  yet 
at  times  an  anxiety  and  eagerness  accom- 
panies my  resolves,  and  exercises  over  my 
soul  a  complete  re-action.  I  then  feel  the 
confidence  of  one  inured  to  danger,  and  as  if 
possessed  of  more  power  now  than  before  my 
train  of  sufferings  began. 

"  When  this  state  of  mind  ensues,  my  first 
impulse  is  to  hurl  myself  into  action,  and, 
rising  superior  to  misfortune,  to  drink  deeply 
of  the  grandeur  of  nature  by  mingling  my 
thoughts  and  emotions  with  the  tranquil 
majesty  of  the  universe,  undisturbed  amid  its 
solitudes  by  the  dreams  of  worldly  ambition, 
or  the  presence  of  man.     And  where  can 
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glory  in  the  heavens  or  beauty  on  the  earth 
be  found  in  such  perfection  as  in  Italy  ? — ^the 
land  of  the  sun — the  classic  region  of  poetry 
— the  birthplace  of  genius — ^the  arena  of 
deeds  of  mighty  heroism,  which  stir  the  soul 
unto  its  innermost  depths,  and  render  pal- 
pable the  remote  and  shadowy  region  of  the 
past? 

^^  Beautiful  Italy  !  though  cypress-shaded 
by  desolation,  what  magnitude  of  design  and 
aerial  colouring  pervade  thy  glowing  land- 
scapes, enabling  the  imagination  to  soar  into 
a  spiritualized  life  through  the  great  and 
sublime  conceptions  of  Divinity  thus  revealed 
to  Man !  Let  me  enjoy  those  pure  and  rap- 
turous delights — yes,  I  will  go  alone  and 
incognito,  a  pilgrim  through  the  wondrous 
scenes  of  this  poetic  land,  and,  leaving  for  a 
time  the  matchless  monuments  of  the  Eternal 
City,  will  hie  me  to  luxuriate  among  the 
living  harmonies  of  Nature. 


'<  Albano,  July  S. 

"  Visions  of  romance  seemed  to  crowd 
round  me  as  I  passed  through  gorgeous  trees 
that   flung    their   quivering  shadows   upon 
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verdant  glades  enamelled  with  iield-flowers, 
fresh,  aiid  laden  with  perfume;  and  as  the 
sunlight  fell  on  the  pale  olive,  or  tinted  the 
^pressy  myrtle,  and  citron  groves,  which, 
like  patrician  guardians  of  the  loveliness  of 
Nature,  rise  around  the  silver  lake  of  classic 
Albano^  my  mind  felt  imbued  with  the  mystic 
beauty  of  the  olden  ptist.  Then  for  the  first 
time  r  fully  recognised  the  power  of  those 
spells  which  fell  from  the  glorious  archetypes 
before  me  upon  the  master-spirits  of  Poetry 
and  Painting,  and  originated  creations  of 
genius  worthy  of  such  inspirations. 

**  Where,  indeed,  can  we  imagine  ourselves 
as  if  in  the  visible  presence  of  Heaven  so 
completely  as  at  Albano  ?  Can  it  be  possible, 
I  ask,  that  the  world  contains  more  noble 
scenery  than  that  which  is  presented  from 
different  points  of  her  hallowed  Mount?  I 
think  not ;  and  in  taking  this  ultra-estimate 
of  its  beauties,  I  even  leave  out  of  the  ac- 
count its  moral  interest ;  for  if  we  allow  our 
judgment  to  be  swayed  by  the  host  of  his- 
torical associations  which  on  every  side  arise 
like  mighty  spirits  of  the  past,  where  indeed 
w^uld  our  admiration  and  our  interest  end  ? 


■!    .    -~   t'iii-i    Ll'eS  MCa  QiT^T  thirty 

_j-    ■ue    nine    :t    iii    tixe-hir.'.'weJ 


-^K.-v*-  :-r. — ill  i'i:iz -^It^tj  trip  wa^  to 
,_-.ta.  u>«r  •-'.•■':^  hijs  :j  Utf  e^jt  ot  La- 
-^-iii;.  i^ti.  isK  T.  lexr  ti-^  5«si.  Thi?  was 
_--aiii  i£i  »Ji--**-ic  X'W3  «r:<e2  >!A,-ter*  Ro- 
:;a."':s  uiu  i^Ji'iswifrs  :«siE  fut  out  to  their 
u-xiv^ae  S.iiT-ei;^  wrt-ciir** !  It  is, 
-je*  iaw.  -zm  3if^  MOrtU  pU«  in  all  Italy, 
iutf /u«  «» »»ia«sc  tif  most  frosperous. 
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Its  population  is  now  about  170  souls  (four 
times  that  of  Lavinium)  ;  its  name,  however, 
has  remained  constant  to  it  from  the  begin- 
ning. It  was  this  place  that  the  Roman 
army  was  besieging  when  the  dispute  arose 
between  Ck)llatinus  and  the  sons  of  Tarquin 
as  to  the  virtue  of  their  wives,  and  hence  the 
death  of  Lucretia,  the  expulsion  of  the  Tar- 
quins,  and  the  re-establishment  at  Rome  of 
the  Consular  Government.  The  sublime 
loneliness  of  these  ancient  places  is  not  the 
least  striking  part  of  the  picture. 

"  The  surrounding  country  is  a  desert.  I 
have  travelled  for  miles  without  meeting  a 
human  being,  or  hearing  anything  but  the 
Cicala,  even  wh^^n  at  the  very  gates  of  ruined 
cities.  How  often  has  my  inquisitive  spirit 
flown  to  the  Past  to  inquire  the  histories  of 
the  former  habitants  of  those  old,  deserted 
towns,  and  returned  back  to  the  Present,  not 
laden  like  the  bee,  but,  alas !  just  as  it  staiied 
—  vacant  and  dispirited  !  These  are  the 
ethereal  journeys  that  longing  and  discon- 
tented souls  project  from  their  own  little  cold 
house  of  clay  into  space  vain  as  boundless, 
where  they  find  not  the  desired  spot  on 
which   to   rest !    Mysterious   worship !   who 


I  If ' 
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Scotland,  gaire  ample  opportuoities  for  learn- 
ing how  to  avoid  suspicion  and  escape  de- 
tection. I  am  glad  I  have  succeeded  in  doing 
10  on  the  present  occasion,  because,  not 
trammelled  by  prestige  of  any  sort,  I  avoid 
the  ceremonials  of  respect  which  otherwise 
would  attend  my  rank,  and  tlius  see  human 
nature  in  much  of  its  primitive  simplicity 
in  the  remote  quarters  of  this  glorious 
land. 

'^  Every  excursion  I  take  is  full  of  agreeable 
and  varied  incident.  As  I  visit  many  places 
where  there  are  no  such  things  as  Inns,  I  am 
dependent  on  the  hospitality  of  the  natives  ; 
in  fact,  I  am  forwarded  from  one  house  to 
another,  or  else  (which  I  like  better)  I  am 
most  hospitably  entertained  in  Convents.  In- 
deed I  have  almost  fallen  in  love  with  a 
monastic  life,  but  certainly  not  on  account  of 
its  austerities !  I  have,  in  truth,  found  no- 
thing but  sleek,  jolly  monks,  and  good  living, 
except  at  a  Trappist  monastery  where  I  halted 
for  a  short  time;  its  inmates  are  such  enthu- 
siasts as  to  deny  themselves  the  use  even  of 
speech !  Yet  I  mean  to  go  and  stay  awhile 
with  them  anon. 
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"  ^i^iMt  30M,  1 752.— Afier  I  left  the 
Tnppists  1  quitted  entire!}-  the  paths  of  civil- 
ised lite,  ftod  passed  some  da)s  in  ranging 
thnwgh  the  Banditti  country,  as  yet  not 
reduced  within  the  pale  of  the  laws.  No 
travvlJer  (unless  be  were  a  captive)  has  ever 
been  where  I  went,  for  1  penetrated  into  llie 
hesut  of  alatosf  inaccessible  mountain-fore^tg, 
SoiDf  of  the  Banditti  town*,  perched  on  the 
peaks  of  rocks,  had  rather  startling  frontis- 
pieces above  their  little  gates ;  over  one  of 
them  I  cou:.tfd  fourteen  iron  cases,  eucli 
ivntainini:  a  malefactor's  head! — in  sliort,  it 
is  ;t  thous;uid  pities  that  this  wild  excursion 
oi'  mine  should  Ite  lost  to  the  world,  as  it 
u^iist    necessarily    be    in    my   hands.     Three 

0  ir.ely  volumes  might,  I  am  sure,  be  spuu 
ou!   ,if   it,   a[ui  that  without   any   f^t retch iiii;. 

1  c.'uld  furnisli  several  chapters  on  Cyclopean 
w.,I!s,  in  ivhicli  the  learned  might  he  mixed 
'.;['  with  the  picturesque  in  a  most  edifying 
iti;tuner!  But  Charles  has  other  '  occupa- 
ti-n;'  lor  in  his  heart  of  hearts  he  cherishes 
;i  iiojv.  a  si'heme,  soon,  very  soon  to  le 
;u\vn'.plisheti,  uhich — in  Heaven  is  the  trust 
— will  place  the  Crown  of  England  on  the 
head  of  the  last  scion  of  the  Royal  line  of 
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Stuart  But  no  more  of  this  at  present. 
Attendons — Esp^rcnsI  and  God  defend  the 
right! 

"  September  20th, — I  have  just  returned 
from  my  wanderings  through  the  Upper 
Apennines,  where  I  found  a  young  French- 
man intent  on  imitating  the  austerities  of  St. 
Benedict,  who  passed  his  life  in  the  same 
mountains  some  seven  hundred  years  ago. 
His  dwelling  is  a  hole  in  the  rock,  into  which 
I  had  much  difficulty  in  effecting  an  entrance 
on  my  hands  and  knees,  for  admission  is  as 
hazardous  to  this  strange  domicile  as  it  was 
to  tliat  of  my  own  well-remembered  *  Cage  P 

"  At  length  I  achieved  it  in  the  way  that 
I  have  mentioned.  This  singular  man  is  in 
the  very  prime  of  life,  and  seems  an  incarna- 
tion of  the  spirit  of  happiness  and  peace  ! 
The  boughs  of  trees  compose  his  bed,  and 
his  pillow  is  a  projecting  portion  of  the  bare 
rock !  How  near  the  clouds  his  habitation  is 
may  be  conjectured  from  this  fact, — that  the 
snows  of  winter  rest  there  always  until  May, 
and  sometimes  until  June,  and  they  begin  to 
fall  early  in  October!  St.  Benedict  (selon 
VEglise)  was   fed   by  the    ravens;    but   his 

VOL.  III.  K 
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disciple  Heaven  knows  how !  He  brook  at 
the  bottom  of  the  ravine  supplies  hhn  in 
summer  with  drink  ;  in  winter  he  melts  tlie 
snow  for  his  beverage.  He  cultivates  a  few 
gourds  and  cabbages  on  a  stony  patch  of 
ground  before  his  little  den,  and  those  he 
quotes  gratefully  as  signs  of  the  wonderful 
bounties  of  his  great  Creator.  A  neighbour- 
ing monastery  supplies  him  with  a  pound 
(i.  e.  twelve  ounces)  of  bread  per  day,  et  voild 
tout!  The  wild  Molf  often  comes  to  his 
door,  and  the  wily  beast  well  knows  what  he 
is  about,  for,  certes,  one  of  these  days  he  will 
gobble  up  the  inmate,  with  all  his  sanctity  !♦ 

^^  September  26^A,  1752. — Nature  seems  to 
decree  to  each  man  a  single  path.  As  we 
are  organized,  so  we  feel  and  act.  That  poor, 
humble,  half-besotted  monk  pursues  hisy  and 
finds  it  lead  to  peace !  I  follow  miney  and, 
in  whatever  shape  she  comes,  glory  must  be 
my  mistress,  and  love  of  fatherland  my  pas- 
sion. Oh!  how  I  loathe  my  exiled  lot! 
How  fervently  my  heart  turns  to  the  blue 
hills  of  Scotland  and  her  brave  sons,  who, 
when  I  was  involved  in  danger  upon  every 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  Yduxne. 
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side,  rushed  to  my  support  and  bided  with 
•me  to  the  last,  content  to  share  my  ruin  and 
despair.  Yet  why  despair?  My  heart 
rejects  that  word,  and  a  thought  long  deeply 
buried,  but  stiU  mighty,  strikes  on  its  rever- 
berating chords,  and  utters  the  music  of  anti- 
cipated triumph ! 

'*Yes!  it  seems  as  though  the  Eternal 
reigns  within  me,  and  approves  the  high  con- 
ception of  my  soul.  Be  it  so.  I  will  leave 
this  beauteous  but  effeminating  clime,  and 
return  once  more  to  England  !  Justice  and 
time  may  yet  bring  an  illuminated  page  from 
heaven  to  receive  the  record  of  my  deeds, 
and,  even  if  again  found  wanting  in  success 
(which  ever  with  the  vulgar  makes  the  hero, 
ay,  though  chance  alone  may  happen  to 
confer  it!),  still,  still  my  heart's  fondest 
wish  may  be  granted  by  my  God — I  may  yet 
die  in  the  embraces  of  eternal  fame ! 


"  London,  Sept.  8, 1758. 

«  ♦  ♦  ♦  That  last  thought,  which 
rushed  in  grand  emotion  through  my  frame, 
like  a  tliunderbolt,  awakening  all  the  spirit  of 
the  Sobieskis,  has  led  me  to  fulfil  my  destiny. 

K  2 
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t  kSi  the  sweet  south,  with  bII  its  lux»- 
delights,  and  after  unexpected  Aehyt, 
mHA  detunrd  me  a  twelvemonth  incogiali 
in  FniK^,  I  ani  again  in  mighty  Lon<]on. 

"  Cuademtied  to  ignoDiinious  privacy,  I 
tmJ.  in  what  I  terra  secrecy,  its  tortuous 
fiife;  but  only  for  a  brief  point  of  time 
dMll  thus  my  Kingly  will  and  right  le  fet- 
Icnd  by  neeesfiiij.  I  have  reached  the  briok 
cf  iiat  pr«ei|Mce,  and  with  my  little  knot 
ci  warm,  trae-hearted  friend; — Ogilrie  the 
(--lie.est  ot'ih^m  and  the  Wst  beloved — I  will 
j*.vr. p.uiisvheailiong  into  Victory  or  Deatiil 

'•  Ch.\rles  p." 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

*'  Sip,  0  ecstacy  of  bliss  1 

Am  I  poBsess'd  at  last  of  my  Ismena? 
Of  that  celestial  maid  ?    0  pitying  gods  1 
How  shall  I  thank  your  homities  for  my  sufferings, 
For  all  my  pains,  and  all  the  pangs  IVe  home  ? 
Since  'twas  to  them  I  owe  divine  Ismena— 
To  them  I  owe  the  dear  consent  of  Theseus  I 
Yet  there 's  a  pain  lies  heavy  on  my  heart, 
For  the  disastrous  (ate  of  hapless  Phaedra  !** — Smith. 

"I, 
Beyond  the  limit  of  all  else  i'  the  world, 

Do  love,  prize,  honour  you  1"  Shakspeabe. 

The  splendour  of  a  crescent  moon  fell  in 
unclouded  lustre  over  the  singular  richness 
of  the  deep  greensward  of  a  bank  of  the 
Severn  which  formed  a  little  peninsula 
at  the  particular  spot  where  the  quaint  and 
curious  edifice  of  Erlinghame  Court  stood. 
The  beautiful  river  we  have  named  was 
suffused  with  the  radiance  of  the  glorious 
orb  of  night,  which  spread  its  mellowed 
light  not  only  over  its  silvered  waters,  but 
also  upon  the  heavy  and  somewhat  fan- 
tastic battlements  and  projecting  windows  of 
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ihe  mansion  of  the  Yates  family,  tte  grey 
and  lofty  walls  of  which  were  erected  at  the 
epocli  of  the  Norman  conquest.  A  massive 
flight  of  niarhle  steps  led  to  a  colossal  ter- 
race of  the  same  material,  extending  in  front, 
and  adorned  with  several  curious  pieces  of 
sculpture  of  great  antiquity,  now  gleaming 
in  the  moonlight.  A  forest  of  trees,  twisted 
by  age  into  many  strange  forms,  lent  their 
own  peculiar  portion  of  interest  to  the  beau- 
tiful and  smiling  picture,  aa  they  mapped 
their  contortions  in  shadow  on  the  velvet 
grass.  At  one  or  two  points  in  the  short 
slretcli  which  the  peninsula  afforded,  the 
purple  hills  of  Gloucestershire  seemed  to 
recede  from  one  another,  forming  vistas, 
which,  though  all  were  connected  by  one 
common  range  of  mountains,  severally  re- 
vealed broken  glimpses  of  distant  aud  lux- 
uriant landscape. 

A  small  barge  lay  moored  and  almost 
entirely  concealed  under  the  shadow  of  a 
projecting  rock,  which  fell  with  a  picturesque 
outline  over  the  margin  of  the  silver  Severn. 
At  a  short  distance  from  this  spot  a  very 
ancient  cha]>el,  dedicated  to  "the  Blcs5ed 
Virgin,"    peeped    forth,    embosomed     amid 
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mighty  trees,  and  thickly  covered  with  ivy, 
on  which  sombre  canopy  the  moon  looked 
down  in  solemn  calmness. 

But  however  lovely  the  landscape  we  have 
thus  lightly  sketched,  its  scenic  effect  received 
perhaps  the  most  interesting  adjunct  from 
the  graceful  figures  of  two  persons  of  oppo- 
site sexes,  who,  walking  slowly  on  the  noble 
terrace  that  extended  before  the  faqade  of 
the  fine  old  mansion,  were  engaged  in  con- 
versation, apparently  of  the  most  deep  and 
soul-engrossing  nature. 

Suddenly  they  stopped  and  entered  the 
massive  porch,  which,  covered  with  the  pas- 
sion-flower^ the  jasmine^  the  sweet-scented 
clematis,  and  other  odorous  and  climbing 
plants,  was  surmounted  by  a  large  Gothic 
Cross,  finely  sculptured  in  white  marble,  and 
contained  within  its  semicircular  sweep  an 
oaken  bench  elaborately  carved  in  bass-relief. 

Confronting  this  entrance  to  the  ancient 
hall  a  htbxAi{\ii  parterre,  quaintly  laid  out  in 
arahesqMs  and  sundry  strange  devices,  ex- 
tended to  a  considerable  length,  and  was 
thickly  studded  with  Italian  statues,  which 
told  with  much  effect  as  they  rose  amid  a 
perfect  wilderness  of  flowers. 
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Superb  fountains  of  gtallo  cmtico  threw  up 
jets  of  water,  with  sweet  and  soothing  sounds, 
to  a  ^toifisiderable  height,  where,  cascading 
doiinei#iidrds,  they  threw  a  mist  of  delicious 
frtebnesB  over  the  ancient  garden,  the  flowers 
of  which  filled  the  air  with  fragrance,  while 
the  moon  shone  fair  and  far  upon  tlie  tran- 
quil beauty  of  the  scene. 

When  the  lady  entered  this  porch,  she 
raised  the  long  white  veil  which  had  hitherto 
concealed  her  face,  and,  as  she  sank  upon  the 
oaken  bench,  the  glorious  eyes  of  Eva  O'Sul- 
livan  were  lifted  up,  and  rested  in  unutter- 
able love  on  those  of  her  devoted  Ogilvie. 

He  spoke  no  word — ^for  the  moment  he 
could  not ;  but  as  he  stood  before  the  woman 
he  adored,  and  bent  to  kiss  her  noble  fore- 
head, Eva  felt  an  eloquent  tear  of  happiness 
drop  upon  her  cheek. 

**  Beloved  of  my  heart !"  exclaimed  the 
enraptured  lover  in  strong  emotion,  as  the 
next  moment  he  threw  himself  beside  her 
and  twined  his  arm  round  her  waist,  "I 
am  mastered — overcome  by  my  tumultuous 
sensations.  Do  not  think  me  weak,  or  that 
I  shame  my  manhood,  but  at  this  moment 
life  and  earth  seem  to  me  so  bright  and  beau- 
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tiful,  SO  full  of  bliss,  now,  when  on  the 
verge  of  making  you  my  own  for  evermore, 
that  I  tremble  from  excess  of  rapture,  and 
find  ray  best  interpreter — a  tear !" 

"  And,  dear  one,  deem  you  not  that  I  ac- 
cept the  silent  pledge  and  participate  in  the 
feeling  which  has  caused  its  flow  ?  Oh,  yes ! 
to  share  such  aspirations,  to  mingle  in  your 
joys,  and,  above  all,  to  soothe  your  sorrows 
during  our  united  lives — have  not  such  high 
impassioned  thoughts  a  power  which  seems 
to  me  so  great  that  it  could  almost  conquer 
death  ?  And  yet,"  she  added,  with  an  ear- 
nest and  deep  solemnity  that  was  peculiarly 
affecting,  "  ought  not,  must  not,  less  blissful 
emotions  dwell  within  our  hearts,  and  cast  a 
tender  shadow  over  them?  Does  not  the 
treasured  memory  of  our  Edith  appeal  with 
agitating  mastery  to  the  world  within  us — 
now,  at  this  sacred  moment,  which  fixes 
alike  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future  on 
our  thoughts  and  feelings,  as  if  with  an  im- 
perishable spell?  And  is  that  spell  less 
powerful  when  also  enforcing  a  remembrance 
of  the  dangers  that  surround  our  beloved 
Prince  even  to-night,  when,  in  disappoint- 
ment, secrecy,  and  sorrow,  he  will,  with  us 
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aoil  oars,  leave,  and  perchance  for  ever, 
tlib  the  fair  realm  of  his  intieritance,  his 
own,  his  Dative  land,  wh^^re  he  was  boro  to 
reign  ?"  There  was  a  fervour  in  the  tone 
with  which  those  words  were  spokeu  that 
seiit  a  thrill  through  the  Leart  of  Ogilvie, 
and  mingled  with  the  rapture  of  his  feelings, 
as,  pressing  his  affi&aced  bride  still  closer  to 
his  side,  he  munnurad  in  a  subdued  anU 
almost  faltering  voice —  " 

"In  what  soft  rablimity  you  dotbe  tbe 
thouijhts  that  rest  within  your  bosom,  and 
waken  from  the  depths  of  mine  my  strongest 
emotions,  even  as  the  touch  of  the  Minstrel 
calls  forth  what  tone  he  wills  from  the  strings 
of  his  harp!  A  nature  finer  than  mortal 
man  could  ever  know  lias  taught  you  thus  to 
feel  and  argue.  Yes,  fascinating  being!  / 
am  the  selhsh  one,  for  in  tiie  rapturous  cer- 
tainty that  this  very  night  you  will  be  my 
own,  my  peerless  bride,  I  confess  my  soul 
was  so  filled  with  that  blessed  consciousness, 
that  no  other  could  find  entrance  there: — I 
was  wrong.     Thus  let  me  seal  my  pardon." 

Eva,  with  the  glow  of  maiden  youth, 
softly  extricated  herself  from  the  fervent  em- 
bruce  that  accompanied  those  words,  and  a 
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smile  of  ineffable  sweetness  lightened  tlie 
melting  tenderness  of  lier  countenance,  as, 
taking  the  hand  of  Ogilvie,  she  besought  the 
full  detail  of  those  circumstances  which,  an 
hour  before,  had  caused  the  sudden  appear- 
ance, almost  in  breathless  haste,  of  Prince 
Charles  Edward  Stuart  and  her  affianced 
husband  at  Erlinghame  Court. 

''Few  words  will  give  it,  loveliest  and 
dearest,"  answered  Ogilvie,  returning,  with  a 
look  of  rapturous  affection,  the  tender  pres- 
sure of  his  Eva's  hand.  He  paused  a  mo* 
ment  and  then  said,  in  a  tone  of  deep  and 
thrilling  seriousness,  *^  Moneyless,  almost 
friendless,  betrayed  by  those  in  whom  he 
trusted,  and  surrounded  by  numerous  and 
powerful  enemies,  our  noble  Prince  grew  so 
desperate,  so  perfectly  reckless,  that  he  ac- 
tually gambled  with  his  fate,  and  seemed  to 
find  his  only  consolation  in  daring  and  con- 
fronting danger  with  reprehensible  rashness. 
When  I  ventured  to  remonstrate,  I  was  met 
with  this  remarkable  reply, — '  Providence 
has  conducted  me  in  safety  through  so  many 
dangers,  that  I  am  certain  I  am  under  the 
peculiar  care  of  Heaven,  and  that  I  am  des- 
tined for  some  great  end.'* 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  Yolume. 
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"So  strong  was  this  impression  on  the 
Royal  niiod  that  nothing  couli)  er<Lse  nor 
daunt  it.  7'he  same  spirit  which,  at  tlie 
early  iige  of  fifteen,  led  him  at  the  siege  of 
Gaeta  lo  perform  deeds  of  %'alour  wliicti  made 
both  hia  friends  and  enemies  tremble,  tliough 
from  diflerent  motives,  has  lately  animated 
him  to  still  greater  rashness;*  and, as  I  told 
you  in  my  last,  the  Prince,  throwing  off  all 
disguise,  was  wont  to  walk  openly  abroad 
through  St.  James's  and  the  Mall  in  his  own 
dress,  only  laying  aside  his  ribbon  and  star." 

"  Oil,  \\cw  impnulcnt,  yet  at  the  same 
time  how  counigeous !"  exclaimed  Evii,  in- 
voluntarily interrupting  the  recital  of  her 
lover  ;  "  but  can  it  be  possible  that  he  escaped 
recognition  .'" 

'■  Certainly  not ;  hut  many,  even  of  his 
enemies,  were  so  struck  by  his  heroic  cou- 
tem|)t  of  peril,  that  they  forbore  to  give  in- 
fonnation  of  his  presence  to  the  Government. 
Nay,  from  liigh,  though  strictly  confidential 
authorily,  I  have  heard  that  the  Elector 
himself  was  aware  of  the  fact,  and  mentioned 
it  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  Lord  Holder- 
nesse,  subjoining  the  embarrassing  question, 
'And  what  do  you  think,  my  Lord,  I  should 

■  See  not*  at  the  end  of  tbe  volume. 
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do  nith  him  ?  *  Perplexed  in  the  extreme, 
the  wily  diplomatist  was  puzzled  how  to 
reply,  fearing  that,  if  he  declared  his  real 
sentiments,  they  might  he  deemed  too  indif- 
ferent towards  the  reigning  family.  Per- 
ceiving which,  George  of  Hanover  extricated 
his  Secretary  from  the  horns  of  the  dilemma 
by  adding,  with  much  good  humour,  '  My 
Lord,  take  no  trouble  to  reply,  for  I  shall 
just  do  nothing  at  all,  and  when  he  is  tired 
of  England  he  will  go  abroad  again.'  "  ♦ 

"  But  from  what  source  could  the  Usurper 
have  been  informed  of  the  presence  of  our 
Prince  in  England?"  demanded  Eva,  with  a 
gesture  of  extreme  surprise. 

^^  Doubtless  the  intelligence  came  from 
some  individual  who  was  at  my  Lady  Prim- 
rose's when  his  Royal  Highness  made  his 
injudicious  visit  there,"  returned  Ogilvie,  in 
an  irritated  tone.  He  paused  a  moment ; 
then,  as  if  recollecting  himself,  and  with  an 
emotion  that  powerfully  agitated  him,  he 
said,  ^^  I  scarcely  know  how  to  interpret  this 
conduct  on  the  part  of  the  Elector;  but 
mean  what  it  might,  there  existed  an  infinity 
of  other  reasons  to  prove  the  absurdity  of 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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cherisLiDg  the  remotesl  hope  <^  success  to 
our  party  at  tliis  juncture.  Still,  I  question 
wbether  eren  His  critical  and  dangerous  posi- 
ticm  could  have  led  liis  Royal  Highness  to 
consent  to  leave  this  country,  were  it  not  for 
the  late  decided  act  on  the  part  of  the 
tjOTemment — the  execution  of  Dr.  Archi- 
hald  Cameron,  which  was  followed  hy  the 
almost  general  defalcation  of  his  former  ad- 
hereotsw  Oh,  Eva!  had  you  hut  seen  the 
dignity  of  fallen  greatness  with  which  the 
Hero  (for  such,  whatever  be  his  fate,  is 
Charles  Eldward  Stuart)  stood  in  the  centre 
of  the  fifty  partisans  who  alone  continued 
faithful  to  him,  and  who,  in  suspense,  ren- 
dered nearly  intolerable  by  the  interest  they 
felt,  awaited  his  answer  to  their  supplications 
to  resign  his  desperate  enterprise!  Never, 
never  can  I  forget  that  moment.  The 
Prince's  form  seemed  actually  to  dilate, 
while,  his  heroic  spirit  burning  in  his  eye,  he 
seized  the  proper  moment  to  speak,  and,  lift- 
ing his  arm  on  high,  as  if  to  enforce  his 
meaning  by  the  action,  he  said,  in  a  voice  so 
impressively  grand  that  it  descended  to  the 
depths  of  every  heart  around  him, — 

"  '  Could  I  but  command  four  thousand 
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men  out  of  the  legion  of  those  who  ought 
to  be  my  own,  my  loyal  subjects,  how  joy- 
fully I  would  heady  and  lead  them  ou  to 
Victory!*  But,  as  it  is — *  The  arm  of 
tlie  Prince  fell  as  he  uttered  those  words, 
and  his  hand,  descending  to  the  hilt  of  his 
sword,  rested  on  it ;  he  stood  in  silence  for 
one  instant — then,  suffering  his  lip  to  curl 
to  a  proud  smile,  that  ill  disguised  his  inward 
agony,  he  firmly  said — 

**  *  Be  it  so,  my  friends.  Do  with  me  what 
you  will.  This,  my  true  sword,  for  the  pre- 
sent sleeps  within  its  scabbard ! ' 

"  We  crowded  round  him,  and  a  low  mur^ 
mur  of  applause,  mingled  with  stifled  sobs, 
testified  our  feelings.  Unable  to  command 
himself  any  longer,  our  heroic  Prince  hur- 
riedly dismissed  the  meeting,  and,  with  his 
usual  recklessness,  rushed  out  of  the  house, 
in  the  direction  of  Hyde  Park.  I  was  the 
only  one  who  ventured  to  follow  the  Royal 
steps.*' 

^'  And  did  you  overtake  them  T  demanded 
Eva,  with  hurried  emotion. 

"  Yes ;  and  so  quickly  as  to  accompany 
His  Royal  Highness  at  the  moment  he  entered 

*  Historical. 
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the  Pnrk.  Scarcely  had  he  done  so  when 
the  Prince  was  met  by  a  geatlenian  who 
instantly  recognised  him,  and  attempted  to 
kneel  to  him  pulilicly  as  KitJgof  England."* 

"  How  Tiish  !  And  the  coti sequences  f 
demanded  Eva,  with  strong  anxiety. 

"  Alarmed  at  the  insane  act,  which  almost 
insured  immediate  disrovery,  I  sharply  re- 
buked tlie  enthusiast  who  had  committed  it ; 
and,  freeing  the  Prince  from  his  detaining 
grasp,  succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  return 
to  Ills  incognito  residence  immediately.  Tlitre 
fresh  disiis.ters  awaited  ns,  fur  the  lady  with 
whom  our  Royal  Master  lodged  met  us  in 
breathless  ajritation,  declaring  that,  from  in- 
formation just  received,  siie  dared  not  har- 
bour the  Prince  one  moment  longer  in  her 
house!  Seeing  that  every  ray  of  hope  was 
now  extinguished,  the  Royal  Stuart  no  longer 
opposed  the  wishes  of  his  few  remaining 
friends,  and  consented  that  the  barge  wliich 
brought  us  here  fo  uiiexjjectedly,  en  route  to 
Italy,  sliunld  he  instantly  hired.  Heaven 
grant  that  the  voyage  thilher  may  be  propi- 
tious on  this  night — the  blessed  one  which 
will  make  my  Eva  my  beloved  bride !" 

•  ^w  iiolc  at  tlie  pnd  of  the  volume. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

"  Go,  heavenly  pair,  and  with  your  dazzling  virtues, 
Your  courage,  truth,  your  innocence  and  love. 
Amaze  and  charm  mankind." 

Tkxdra  and  Hippolitus. 

"  0  Love  I 
Thou  art  the  essence  of  the  universe  I 
Soul  of  the  visible  world !  and  can  create 
Hope,  joy,  passion,  madness,  or  despair, 
As  suiteth  thy  high  will."  Watts. 

"  Where  shall  wo  find  the  man  that  bears  affliction, 
Crreat  and  majestic  in  his  griefs,  like  Cato  ? 
Heavens !  with  what  strength,  what  steadiness  of  mind, 
He  triumphs  in  the  midst  of  all  his  sufifcrings  I 
How  does  he  rise  against  a  load  of  woes, 
And  thank  the  gods  that  throw  the  weight  upon  him  !*' 

Addison. 

"  Farewell ! 
Still  must  I  cherish  the  dear  sad  remembrance, 
At  once  to  torture  and  to  please  my  soul."         Idem. 

Eva,  who  had  been  exceedingly  excited 
and  overcome  by  the  preceding  conversation, 
reposed  her  cheek  upon  the  shoulder  of  her 
lover.  After  many  moments  had  thus  parsed 
in  the  delicious  repose  of  silence,  and  mu- 
tual, though   tacit,   communion   of  feeling, 
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the  maidea  raised  her  eyes,  which,  as  the 
iDOonlight  fell  upon  them,  seemed  invested 
with  almost  unearthly  beauty,  and  softly 
said — 

^  Ogilvie,  when  I  look  upon  you  I  acquire 
a  strength,  a  moral  courage,  that  I  believe 
springs  not  from  my  own  powers,  but  ema- 
nates from  your  sustaining  presence.  All 
gloom  seems  to  pass  behind  into  the  shadows 
which  the  broad  light  of  the  moon  throws 
back,  while  at  the  same  time  she  makes  us 
visible  to  each  other,  as  thus  we  converse  in 
harmony  as  perfect  as  the  hour/*  She 
paused  a  moment,  then,  in  a  still  more 
solemn  voice,  she  said, — "Ogilvie,  we  love 
and  trust  in  God.  In  that  bright  certainty 
let  Hope,  our  presiding  star,  give  forth  assur- 
ance of  a  happy  future  unto  us  and  all  our 
hearts  hold  dear !"  A  hallowed  light  seemed 
to  issue  from  the  depths  of  those  azure  eyes, 
that,  pure  and  cloudless  as  the  sky  above 
her,  and  brilliant  as  the  stars  to  which  they 
were  upraised,  spoke  the  swelling  aspirations 
of  her  soul — for  Eva  looked  and  felt  as  if  in 
the  visible  presence  of  her  Creator. 

At  this  moment  a  strain  of  music,  sweet 
and  touching  as  if  it  were  a  Spirit*8  song. 
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floated  through  the  air,  and,  from  the  exces- 
sive stillness  of  the  night,  so  clearly,  that 
even  the  following  words  which  it  accom- 
panied were  heard  hy  the  lovers,  while  they 
listened  in  breathless  silence  to  the  divine 
melody  which  filled  their  hearts  with  thrill- 
ing delight. 

1. 

"  Oh !  let  our  Vesper  Hymn  arise 
In  gratitude  to  Heav*n ; 
And  through  the  Saviour*s  sacrifice 
Be  all  our  sins  forgiv'n  I 

2. 

Throughout  the  day,  0  God  1  thine  arm 

Hath  shielded  us  from  ill : 
Extend  it  yet — ^preserve  from  harm — 

And  be  our  Guardian  still  I 

3. 

In  peaceful  sleep  our  eyelids  close ; 

And,  as  we  sink  to  rest, 
Oh  1  may  our  Souls  on  thee  repose, 

Redeemer  of  the  blest  I 

4. 
And  e'en  when  death's  long  starless  night 

Shall  shroud  us  in  the  tomb. 
Oh  I  may  our  Spirits  spring  to  light, 

And  fearless  pass  the  gloom ! 

5. 
Then  joyfully  let  ev'ry  heart 

Exult — rejoice — aspire ! 
Oh  God,  to  each  of  us  impart 

Thy  Spirit's  sacred  fire  1 


■■* 
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Ar  Horning  clasc^  Night  away, 

Hsf  Sin  and  Sgirow  flee 
Befora  the  eoul-Bnaiaming  ray 

We  BuppUcate  from  Thee ! 

7. 

When  the  Lust  Trampet's  solemn  breath 
Shall  aummoD  from  the  tomb, 

And  waken  from  the  sleep  of  death 
All  men  lo  meet  their  doom — 


4 


Then,  when  the  Lord  shall  come  in  might 

To  judijc  the  earth,  may  we, 
Clad  in  the  robes  of  life  aod  light. 

Ascend  to  Deity !" 

The  gush  of  music,  entrancing  as  lluit  ive 
hear  in  dreaiiLs  now  ceased.  A  deep  radiant 
blush  lijfhted  up  tlie  countenance  of  Eva 
almost  to  tlie  beauty  of  an  angel,  when,  as 
the  last  notes  died  away,  Ogilvie  clasped  lier 
to  his  heart  and  liiuimured,  with  impas- 
sioned fervour — "  Tis  the  Nun's  Vesper 
Hvniii ! — the  pre-concerted  signal  to  announce 
that  all  is  Siife  and  ready  for  our  nuptials 
witliin  vonder  Chapel.  Thank  God — thank 
Go.I  !"■ ' 

Eva  could  not  speak,  but,  gently  returning 
the  pressure  of  her  affianced  husband,  she 
released  herself  from  his  embrace,  and,  bend- 
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iiig  her  head  to  her  bosom,  clasped  her  hands 
and  pressed  them  over  it 

The  lock  at  this  instant  turned  inside  the 
great  entrance   door  of  Erlinghame  Courts 
which  opening  widely,  a  blaze  of  light  re- 
vealed the  splendid  form  of  Charles  Edward 
Stuart,   who,   advancing   from   one   of    the 
intricate  avenues  peculiar  to  old  houses,  took 
his  station  in  the  centre  of  that  ancient  hall, 
surrounded  by  his  friends.     The  Prince  held 
up  his  finger  to  command  silence,  and,  eagerly 
pressing  forward,  met  our  agitated  heroine 
at  the  moment  when,  rushing  from  the  porch, 
she  sank  upon  her  knees  at  the  feet  of  her 
Royal  Master.     He  stretched  his  arms  over 
her  in   blessing ;    then,  gently   raising   her 
from  the  ground,  the  Prince  turned  to  Lord 
Ogilvie,  and,  with  deep  emotion,  grasped  his 
hand,^while  placing  that  of  Eva  in  its  fer- 
vent clasp. 

The  action  spoke  for  itself,  and  required 
not  the  few  expressive  words  of  strong  affec- 
tion which  fell  from  the  lips  of  Charles,  as 
he  united  the  hands  of  the  devoted  lovers. 
They  felt  themselves  blessed — happy  almost 
beyond  their  strength  to  bear ;  and,  looking 
the  thanks  they  could  not  speak,  obeyed  the 
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silent  gesture  of  the  Prince,  as  he  gently 
took  the  arm  of  Eva  and,  resting  it  witlun 
his  oivn,  passed  irith  her  through  the  porch; 
theii,  while  a  benignant  smile  played  over 
his  expressive  features,  he  softly  drew  down 
the  long  bridal  veil  over  the  face  of  the 
agitated  maiden,  and,  having  motioned  to  the 
remainder  of  the  group  to  follow,  passed 
with  her  to  the  terrace.  And  now  they  all 
walked  forlh  in  the  fair  moonlight  over  the 
velvet  grass  towanis  ihe  gloriuus  old  rhapel 
of  Our  Lady,  with  its  tumbs,  white,  cahn, 
and  i;leaniii)g  out  I'mm  the  nivL-n  boiigli*;  of 
the  spreading  cedurs  that  surrounded  it — 
that  little  band  of  friends,  the  majority  of 
whom  weri-  pledged,  for  the  eventful  future, 
to  l>e  all-in-all  the  world  to  each  other. 

^"ight  never  moved  on  a  more  brilliant 
pathway  of  Stars,  which,  to  a  poetical  ima- 
gination, miglit  seem  to  look  down  with 
eves  of  love  upon  the  nuptial  group,  so  softly 
radiant  were  tlie  rays  with  which  they  lit  it 
onwards  to  the  ancient  Sanctuary  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin. 

It  had  been  the  hereditary  custom  of  the 
Master  of  Erlinghame  to  leave  this  Chaj>el 
open  for  the  benefit  of  the  pious  poor  of  his 


THE  DS^TH-FLAG.  2 15 

neighbourhood  ;  and  a  curtaiued-gallery  was 
appropriated  to  such  nuns  of  an  adjacent 
convent  as  cliose  to  attend  what  were  termed 
the  public  prayers  of  '*the  Court."  This 
gallery  was  often  frequented  by  those  relir 
gieuses  who  had  not  yet  taken  the  black  veil, 
and,  as  it  struck  the  friends  of  the  Prince 
that  an  additional  security  against  his  dis- 
covery might  be  afforded  by  making  their 
Vesper  Hymn  the  signal  for  the  commence- 
ment of  the  nuptials,  instead  of  more  publicly 
announcing  them,  it  had,  as  we  have  seen, 
been  effectively  adopted  through  an  arrange- 
ment secretly  made  with  the  Lady  Abbess  of 
the  Convent. 

The  wide  and  massive  doors  facing  the 
Ahar  of  the  time-hallowed  edifice  flew  apart 
as  the  marriage-group  reached  them.  At 
the  upper  end  was  a  magnificent  oriel  win- 
dow paned  with  the  beautiful  stained  glass  of 
the  thirteenth  century,  and  beneath  it  lay 
the  great  altar,  surmounted  by  a  splendid 
Salvatare  bearing  the  cross,  and  illuminated 
by  a  profusion  of  waxlights  in  high  can- 
dlesticks of  solid  gold ;  for,  on  the  present 
occasion — despite  the  imprudence  of  the  mea- 
sure— the  Master  of  Erlinghame  liad  been 


TUB  DBATH-CXAQ. 


^ 


unable  to  resist  displajing  the  treasurci  ot 
his  Sacristy,  ia  tokeu  of  respect  to  his  prinfely 
guest.  A  profusion  of  livintr  flowers,  of  tiie 
richest  hues,  i>reatlied  fragrance  from  nu* 
Bierous  vases  of  the  rarest  jiorcelain,  while 
a  gori;eou8  service  uf  ohurch  plate  glittered 
amid  their  hues  and  perfumes  on  the  solemn 
shrine.  Before  it  stood  the  Minister  of  God 
in  his  priestly  vestments  of  white  and  gold, 
and  we:iriiig  the  magnificent  wliite  lace  stole 
peculiar  to  the  marriage  cerenioiiy  of  die 
Koman  Catholic  Clmreli.  He  held  an  open 
missal  in  his  hand,  re;idy  to  i)egin  the  solemn 
rite  of  Marriage  ;  the  organ  pealed  forth  a 
glorious  autheni,  arid  numerous  acolytes,  in 
white  surplices,  swung  fragrant  incense  too 
and  fro  from  golden  censers. 

The  main  aisle  was  of  some  extent,  aad 
ere  the  nuptial  group  had  gained  its  centre 
thev  were  met  by  the  venerable  Abbess  of 
"The  Convent  of  Our  Lady,"  who,  having 
first  reverentially  and  right  loyally  done 
homage  to  the  Prince,  greeted  gracefully 
the  remainder  of  the  party.  Then  turuiun; 
to  the  bride-elect,  she  gently  raised  the 
nuptial  veil,  and  kissed  her  with  nmch  so- 
lemnity on  either  cheek.     "  The  blessing  of 
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our  Lady  be  upon  you  and  yours !"  were  her 
next  words,  as,  receiving  the  hand  of  Eva 
from  the  Prince,  she  led  the  blushing  maiden 
to  the  Altar,  accompanied  by  her  affianced 
husband.  They  knelt  in  solemn  silence 
before  the  sacred  shrine.  His  Royal  High- 
ness then  drew  the  arm  of  the  agitated  Lady 
Tullibardine  within  his  own,  and  both  took 
their  station  immediately  behind  the  bride 
and  bridegroom.  Mrs.  Sarsdale  and  the  re- 
mainder of  their  friends  closed  round,  and, 
beyond  the  outermost  boundary  of  the  circle 
thus  formed,  the  physiognomies  of  a  small 
group  of  peasants  who,  devoted  to  the  faith 
and  person  of  the  Prince,  would  have  sooner 
died  than  have  betrayed  him,  and  who  now 
gazed  in  unsophisticated  emotion  on  the 
scene  before  them,  gave  an  interesting  effisct 
to  the  striking  picture.  A  more  prominent 
point,  however,  was  presented  in  the  figure  of 
Nurse  Norah,  as,  completely  overpowered  by 
the  strength  of  her  emotions,  and  her  frame 
shaking  from  head  to  foot,  she  yielded  to  the 
passionate  impulsiveness  of  her  character, 
and  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  beside  the 
equally  faithful  Jessie  Campbell.  The  next 
instant,  clasping  her  hands,  and  raising  her 
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aged  eyes  to  heaven,  Norah  ejaculated,  m 
utter  forgetfulness  of  aught,  save  her  beloved 
MistrvKs, — "Virgin  of  Heaven, — bless.  Oh! 
ble^  'em  both !"  A  mild,  but  expressive 
gesture  irotu  the  Abbess  commanded  si- 
lence, and  recalled  poor  Nuree  to  a  proper 
sense  of  the  scene  around  ber,  and  the  de- 
corum it  enjoined  ;  when,  burying  her  agi- 
tated features  iu  her  trembling  hands  the 
honest  creature  lified  iip  her  soul  iu  the 
silence  of  meulal  prajei'. 

The  sacred  Cfremony  then  began,  and,  at 
the  ap[K)iiited  moment,  the  Royal  Stuarl, 
"  looking  everj-  inch  a  king,"  advanced,  and 
gave  away  the  l)ride  to  tlie  true  love  of  her 
heart. 

The  Priest  then  (as  is  customary  in  the 
Roman  Catholic  Church)  put  on  the  ring, 
half-way  down  her  fourth  finder  ;  after  whicli 
the  enraptured  Ogilvie  passed  it  over  the 
lowest  juiut.  The  memorable  ivonls  ivliicb 
made  them  one  for  ever  were  then  solenmly 
and  devoutly  spoken. 

The  holy  ceremonial  soon  afterwards 
reached  its  termination,  and  as  the  wedded 
pair  rose  from  their  knees,  amid  a  cloud  of 
ascending  incense,  Ogilvie  clasped   liis  Eva 
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in  ecstacy  to  his  heart,  and  gave  way  to  an 
incoherent  effusion  of  delight  and  passion. 
It  was  responded  to  through  tears ;  hut  with 
a  smile  so  expressive  of  perfect  happiness, 
chastened  hy  modesty,  that  at  this  interesting 
moment  of  her  fate  The  Lady  Ogilvie  looked 
the  heauty  and  purity  of  an  habitant  of  Heaven 
now  clothed  in  the  bliss  of  Earth ! 

The  Prince,  forgetting  for  the  instant  all 
his  private  sorrows,  immediately  claimed  his 
Royal  prerogative,  by  greeting  the  bride  with 
a  salutation  almost  paternal  in  its  heart-felt 
sincerity,  and  then  resigned  her  to  the  ex- 
tended arms  of  the  Lady  Tullibardine. 

Upon  that  faithful  and  maternal  bosom 
Eva  reposed  for  one  delicious  instant,  which 
was  an  age  of  deep  and  grand  emotion. 

Her  spirit,  absorbed  in  the  holiest  senti- 
ments^ and  true  to  the  immortality  of  her 
hopes,  ascended  from  that  sacred  shrine — a 
mother  s  breast — in  unutterable  aspirations, 
to  the  throne  of  the  Eternal. 

From  this  short  but  fervent  trance  of 
feeling  Eva  was  recalled  by  a  few  thrilling 
words  of  blessing  from  the  Lady  Tullibar- 
dine, as,  having  pressed  her  closer  and  closer 
to  her  heart,  she  resigned  her  to  the  congra- 

L  2 


220  THE  DE-XTH-FLAG. 

tulatioiis  of  Mrs.  Sarsdiile  and  her  other 
friends. 

And  then,  "  a  thousand  lilushing  appari- 
tions" mantling  her  lovely  countenance, 
Liidy  Ogilvie  received  those  tributes  of  un- 
feigned affection,  with  a  gince  and  feeling 
peculiarly  lier  own.  The  moment  tlie  last 
was  given,  she  instinctively  held  out  both 
her  arms  to  her  devoted  Nurse,  who,  regard- 
less of  all  ceremony,  flew  to  lier  enilirace, 
and,  flinging  her  hands  round  the  neck  of  the 
afffctionale  bride,  found  relief  for  the  in- 
tensity of  her  transport  in  a  flood  of  tear?, 
mingled  ivith  thanksgivings. 

All  were  affected  by  this  sj)ontaneous  out- 
burst of  fcL'ling  ;  but  one  common  impulse 
prescribed  the  termination  of  the  touching 
scene.  Under  this  impression  Lord  Ogilvie, 
after  a  few  words  of  warmest  sympathy  to 
the  faithful  Norali,  disengaged  liis  bride  from 
her  encircling  clasp  ;  and,  with  looks  of 
proud  and  liappy  love,  drawing  his  wife's 
arm  within  his  own,  his  Lordship,  with  the 
remainder  of  his  friends,  followed  the  Prince 
and  Lady  Tullihardine,  who  had  already 
passed  the  portals  of  the  Chapel,  and  were 
proceeding  rapidly  towards  that  part  of  the 
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Severn,  where,  as  we  have  already  mentioned^ 
a  small  vessel  lay  at  anchor.  Its  buoyant 
form  was  distinctly  revealed  by  the  clear 
beams  of  the  moon,  which,  though  now  par- 
tially shaded,  threw  irregular  masses  of  light 
and  shadow  in  finest  combinations  over  the 
surroundiug  landscape. 

There  was  a  seat  near  the  river  where 
luggage  and  mufflings  of  various  descriptions 
were  deposited.  A  plank  was  thrown  across 
from  the  bank  to  the  barge,  and,  as  an  old 
domestic  stowed  away  some  baggage,  it  was 
clear  that  Mr,  Yates's  secret  orders  were 
obeyed,  and  that  all  was  ready  for  immediate 
departure  to  the  mouth  of  the  Severn,  where 
a  vessel  of  fitting  size  lay  privately  ready  to 
bear  the  Royal  Exile  and  his  friends  to  Italy. 
The  dignity  and  presence  of  mind  of  Prince 
Charles  did  not  forsake  him  even  at  this 
trying  hour.  True,  he  looked  deadly  pale, 
and  it  was  evident  that  deep-seated  thoughts 
of  blighted  prospects,  disappointed  ambition, 
and  blasted  birthright  weighed  upon  his 
noble  spirit,  as,  having  gained  the  margin  of 
the  Severn,  he  handed  Lady  TuUibardine 
into  the  barge ;  but  almost  immediately  reco- 
vering himself,  he  stepped  back  to  land,  and, 
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turning  full  rouud,  prepared  to  t<ike  a  long 
farewell  of  the  little  group  of  friends  who, 
compelled  by  stern  nect^ssity  to  remaiii  be- 
hind, now  crowded  from  the  Chapel  to  the 
point  of  emhiirkation. 

There  nras  a  noble  sadness  on  the  brow  ci 
the  mifortunate  Prince,  as  he  rjiised  his  full 
eyes,  and  fixed  them,  radiant  ivitli  intellect 
and  ttfiectioQ,  on  the  fuithful  beings  who  to 
the  last  attached  themselves  to  his  unhappy 
fate.  Charles  Edward  Stuart  looked  almost 
supeniaturolly  heroic,  os  thus  for  a  moment 
he  stood  with  fidded  arms  in  the  midst  of 
them  ;  for  the  devotion  of  his  heart  corre- 
sponded with  the  harmony  of  his  features, 
while  Ids  fine  form  seemed  to  dilate  into  gran- 
ileiir  from  the  force  of  his  interiml  emotions. 
TliO  phinet  of  the  night  at  this  moment 
walked  forth  in  lustrous  beauty,  from  be- 
r.o.nii  a  wandt'riiiij  cloudlet,  and  the  stars  tliut 
:;emmoi.i  the  spec  of  heaven  threw  their 
\.iHous  ra\s,  like  a  niiuiifestation  of  glory, 
,m'r  t:,e  Ho\-;d  :md  the  fallen  one!  Teais  o( 
SMi;;«liiv  ru^lied  into  the  eyes  of  his  faithful 
„i:hi'r«'ii:s  as  t'lcv  gazed  with  unutterable 
-iTn>"  for  the  hist  time  upon  their  Prince; 
i;(,i  ;is   \]u<   I'ouvictiou  prcssid  upon  them. 
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stifled  sobs  burst  forth  from  many  a  manly 
heart. 

For  a  moment  the  Prince  seemed  quite 
unable  to  articulate  ;  but  in  the  next,  making 
a  grand  effort  to  command  his  feelings,  he 
doffed  his  hat,  and,  walking  straight  into  the 
centre  of  his  friends,  said,  in  a  voice  inex- 
pressibly dignified  and  affecting, — 

"  Gentlemen,  farewell !  It  may,  or  may 
not,  be  for  ever^  yet,  stUl,  farewell! — and 
with  that  sad — that  wretched  word,  accept 
my  heart's  best  thanks,  and  believe  the  only 
solace  it  receives,  on  leaving  this  my  native 
Land  and  Kingdom,  is  the  certainty  of  your 
true  and  well-proved  loyalty  to  the  doomed 
race  of  Stuart.  My  friends,  again,  farewell. 
God  bless  you  all !" 

As  the  last  words  passed  the  royal  lips, 
the  voice  that  breathed  them  faltered,  and 
was  almost  inarticulate  from  strong  emotion. 
Unable  to  add  another  syllable,  the  Prince 
stepped  on  to  the  ladies  of  the  party,  and, 
having  with  agitated  affection  takeii  leave 
of  them,  he  passed  on  from  one  to  another 
of  his  weeping  friends;  and  amid  their 
bursting  sobs,  shook  hands  severally  with 
each,  manifesting  a  depth  of  feeling  unmis- 


Nor  did  such  emotion  de- 

frCMB  tbe   b»bitaa]  dignity  of 

;  Ptiatx ;  for,  though  fallen, 

,  amt  iwerdoaded,  still  Slajesty  h-ss 

and  perbaps  eveo 

the  attending  circum* 


of  die  Ihde  knotwbo  were  to 
tke  tcgkl  adien,  Ixntl  Ogilrie 
i^to  Ae  Prince,  and  said,  in  an  em* 
kif*f,  *"  I  pray  jour  Royal  Highness 
r^  SK.  bat  time  wanes,  and  we  must 
.  iri-irT,  .:  iiuiV^v  ii  tu  be  ensured." 
,  ,_i:rj  L-jT.r;  l-oired  a  silent  a£- 
.;  i:  j:;L::;-.e!y  jici-iir.g  lo  an  eniotion 
.. :  L."  >•:  .-\r:-rt^?tTi,  Le  turned  ruund 
[  ,;::.■  . :  E-"-;-;h^ii:e  and  his  amiable 
i- :  ~;.i  i-.Til:  ",<-;h  Li*  Ii^Ld*.  They 
'  .->iri  j.::i  ;V1I  a:  h;?  feet, 
.ii.rr  — ■-.  r^  rt !"  ejaculate*!  the 
.::  i  "  7*.'ie::  %o:i.-e  oi"  indejcri liable 
>?.  Tr.e:-  ^A;^:z^  h:<  a^ritated  frieiids 
;-;.:.■;.  ,.e  c:.ui(«ed  them  fur  one 
--.;:::  :.■  _!?  i>:\-u?t,  nnd  rushed  over 
i".:,  r'rt'  ,ir^.  Liijy  OiriUie  thretr 
:.  :~e  >:r\rj  eu-.i'tioa  ol  a  last  em- 
1  Mrv,  S^->c.u!f'j  Uioiii,  and  then  on 
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that  of  Ifrs.  Yates.  It  was  necessarily  the 
act  of  a  moment.  In  the  next  she  wrung  the 
hand  of  her  late  host  with  unfeigned  affection, 
and  tlien,  drowned  in  tears,  was  led  with 
gentle  firmness  by  her  husband  to  the  barge. 
The  Prince,  on  re-entering  it,  bad  almost  in- 
stantaneously recovered  his  now  habitual  air 
of  melancholy  calmness,  for  as  Lord  and  Lady 
Ogilvie,  followed  by  Norah  and  Jessie,  came 
on  deck,  he  joined  them,  with  a  firm  step,  at 
the  spot  where  Lady  TuUibardine  stood,  and, 
requesting  the  ladies  to  take  their  seats,  his 
royal  hand  assisted  Ogilvie  in  adjusting  the 
large  dark-hooded  mantles  which  his  Lord- 
ship assiduously  wrapped  around  the  objects 
of  his  solicitude.  The  plank  was  now  re- 
moved, and,  returning  to  the  extremity  of 
the  vessel,  Prince  Charles  stood  there  with 
folded  arms,  and  one  foot  firmly  advanced — a 
position  which  he  maintained  as  long  as  the 
friends  he  left  on  land  were  visible.  The 
little  bark  unfurled  her  solitary  sail  to  catch 
the  light  breeze  which  had  sprung  up,  and 
the  next  moment,  at  a  signal  from  the  Prince, 
she  glided  onwards  over  the  silvered  bosom  of 
the  Severn, 

As  if  actuated  by  one  instinctive  impulse, 

l3 


226 

eveiy  individual  of  the  groop  upon  the  moon- 
lit  bank  dropped  upon  his  knen^  and  each 
man,  with  the  strength  of  a  devotion  far  be- 
yond the  power  of  hinguage  to  describe,  bent 
his  head  upon  his  breast  in  siknt  prayer.  A 
moment  passed  thus,  and  then  the  fiEUthful 
Jacobites  upraised  their  pale  face%  but  still 
retained  their  prostrate  position,  while,  in 
mute  emotion,  their  eyes  followed  the  de- 
parting vessel  as  it  approached  a  point  of 
land  which,  jutting  like  the  bom  of  a  crescent 
into  the  river,  thev  knew  must  shut  it  out  for 
ever  from  their  view.  The  Prince,  his  whole 
spirit  subdued  by  the  feelings  which  rushed 
through  it,  dashed  away  the  unwonted  tears 
thn>ugl)  which  he  gazed,  and,  as  the  vessel 
was  turning  round  the  cape,  lie  upraised  his 
hat  and  waved  it  to  the  kneeling  group,  with 
the  sad  yet  passionate  emotion  of  a  final  Adieu. 
The  action  was  responded  to  with  indescrib- 
able enthusiasm  bv  the  devoted  friends  of 
Charles  Edward,  who,  actuated  by  one  feeling 
of  sympathy,  arose  and  rushed  to  the  margin 
of  the  bank.  There,  straining  a  last  long 
lingering  Icok,  they  all  held  forth  their  arms, 
as  iu  fervent  silence  they  mentally  inyoked 
a  thousand  blessings  on  the  little  bark  which 
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bore  away  the  ill-fated  scion  of  the  House  of 
Stuart,  and  the  equally  heroic  companions  of 
his  destiny. 

At  this  instant  the  sky,  which  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  eventftil  night  had  been  calm 
and  bright  as  the  Spirit  of  Happiness,  now 
suddenly  became  obscured.  A  slight  electric 
flash  passed  through  clouds  that  had  been 
gradually  gathering  at  a  particular  point  of 
the  horizon,  and  which,  now  condensed  and 
massed  together,  floated  like  a  funeral  pall 
above  the  bark.  Sad  but  true  omen  of  a 
darkened  future ! 
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CHAPTER  XVI- 

"  On  rolls  the  mighty  drama  tx>  its  doae. 
Fate's  hand  upon  the  curtain  still  unraised  f 
Before  the  coming  of  a  mighty  thing 
Sits  panting  Expectation !"— John  Edmuhd  Beads. 

"  Time  and  the  everlasting  hour  had  brought 
The  day  of  change,  by  their  own  spirits  wrought, 
Fiird  with  the  process  of  recorded  thought." — Idem. 

"  Cos,  0  gods !  ye  gods !  must  I  endure  all  this  ? 
Bru,  All  this  ?    Ay,  more  j  fret  till  your  proud  heart 
break  I**  Shakspeabe. 

The  affairs  of  the  world  never  stand  still. 
The  fall,  whether  of  the  Statesman  or  the 
King, retards  them  not;  and  national  changes, 
however  violent  or  subtle,  republican  or  mo- 
narchical, still  fail  to  arrest  the  moral  govern- 
ment of  the  globe.  Ever  in  transition,  the 
social  mechanism  of  the  body  politic  moves 
on^  pursuing  the  grand  career  of  destiny;  and 
the  Spirit  of  History,  while  ministering  to  the 
sagacity  of  man,  teaches  the  grand  fact  that 
the  Divine  Intelligence  which  regulates  and 
upholds  myriads  of  worlds  in  the  yastness  of 


THE  DEATH-FIAG.  229 

space,  directs  each  of  them  in  the  way  it 
should  go,  and  evidences,  in  our  own  com- 
paratively little  sphere,  an  ordination  of  cir- 
cumstances which,  however  inscrutable  to 
human  perceptions,  proves  to  demonstration 
the  superintendence  of  the  Deity.  To  the 
reflective  mind  it  is  equally  obvious  that  the 
same  Great  Power,  at  various  epochs,  raises 
up,  controls,  and  shapes  the  course  of  those 
bold  and  remarkable  spirits  which,  whether 
their  achievements  be  victorious  or  defeated, 
are  still  the  instruments  of  Omnipotence  in 
fulfilling  the  decrees  of  eternal  wisdom. 

In  the  class  of  eventually  unsuccessful 
heroes  stood  Charles  Edward  Stuart — the 
Prince,  the  Wanderer,  the  Exile!  Eight 
years  had  elapsed  since  his  departure  for  the 
foreign  clime  of  Italy,  which  he  reached  in 
safety,  surrounded  by  the  little  band  of 
friends  who  were  still  the  faithful  companions 
of  his  fate.  During  that  period  Lord  and 
Lady  Ogilvie,  with  the  Marchioness  of  Tulli- 
bardine,  had  rigidly  adhered  to  the  fortunes 
of  their  beloved  Prince.  The  charm  of  their 
society  had  mitigated  the  sorrows  of  banish- 
ment from  his  native  land;  and  as,  by  fits 
and  starts,  the  resolution  or  the  agony  of  the 


ham*  prentM  orer  Xht  heart  of  the  Rorid 
Kxfle.  1ms  derated  nieods  poured  tlie  bsim  of 
nKf«%  Wfaa  k,  actokted  by  tlut  Eublime 
fever  vikk  mixes  hadf  «ltke  with  the  Uste 
Md  1^  ifcctiops,  tfe  iniB^natiwi  and  tk 


TW  kiod  aad  goaofiv  though  appuvnU; 
&^giii  ftfeOL  fiifiih  ImhI  oot  long  surviTcd 
tte  mmmgiK  of  the  I^y  Ogihie.  She  ap- 
facud  Adnnal  Orf^niok  her  e^utor; 
iT.:.  13  c-^cLi^.iA-^ce  with  the  instructions  of 
_•?:  \\  LJ.  •JLi:  e\<v.iecl  uia:i,  nlio  coutinued 
i^  ■";_  Ju:^  iiipcy  a?  wiien  lii>t  introduced 
:j  '.::■:  r^^der.  I'uliiiied  tiieni  to  the  letter  by 
tf^-;::ii  i3  ^  iTjat.ice.u?  sale  ^-f  ail  lier  pro- 
ztT'-j,  *i.c  i.~*a&"jii!ti:;j;  the  Urge  sum  which 
I'.vr.e'-  :r-Tii  it  to  l^dy  O^Uvie,  at  whose 
r^;  -«!■:  3e  .il*>.>  c:>poteii  oi  the  Ardea  estates, 
ii  .  xrwirxfe-i  t-  ihe  I'iir  tender  the  amount 

H>»eTer  snlijr'ji-tvry  those  arrangements 
:iui\  hive  "t-een  to  the  hero  and  heroine  of 
I  uj  Urmia,  vet  h^  they  never  been  effected 
L-^  rfTiiits  cimiautioD  of  iheir  happiness 
xc-la  Liire  b-^a  ilie  rcsuh  ;  for  the  kindly 
liti::e  *■:' their  conjug:*!  affection  was  so  genial 
u.>  vL'Iue  and  to  social  happine^,  the  nerre  of 
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sympathy  by  whioh  their  united  hearts  com* 
muned  with  each  other  was  so  indissoluble, 
that  no  merely  mundane  considerations  could 
have  materially  disturbed  it. 

Thus  Lord  and  Lady  Ogilvie  continued  to 
eii)oy  felicity  as  calm  and  pure  as  the  bright 
skifis  which  shone  above  their  heads  in  Italy> 
the  land  of  the  sun — the  mother  of  nations, 
of  genius,  and  of  the  arts — whose  delicious 
clime  presented  such  i  contrast  to  the  sombre 
atmosphere  of  England.  No  envious  cloud 
cast  a  shadow  over  tkeir  happy  lot,  except 
that  especial  one  which  still  lowered  over  the 
Royal  and  ill-fated  Stuart. 

Yet,  though  viewing  with  intense  interest 
the  daurk  and  wondrous  workings  of  his  na- 
ture, which  manifestly  were  still  employed, 
with  subdued  but  almost  sacred  enthusiasm, 
on  chimerical  hopes  of  restoration  to  the 
Kingdom  of  his  birthright;  yet  so  blessed  to 
Lord  and  Lady  Ogilvie  was  the  certainty 
that  nothing  earthly  could  now  separate  their 
destinies — so  exquisite  was  the  perfect  affec- 
tion of  their  united  hearts,  that,  were  it  not 
for  the  one  deep  shadow  cast  upon  them  from 
the  doom  of  the  expatriated  Prince,  they 
might  have  been  in  danger  of  forgetting  that 


f  stile  JB  onUined,  by  the  wis- 
■  flfFkondcaoe.  for  ooe  of  disdpliiie  and 
pR}«ruary  to  the  only  sphere 
whcK  aamixed  anj  pennaneot  feUci^  can 
W  tajinti — not  Earth,  but  Hi^aren ! 

IW  esBeUrati^7  ToUihanliiie,  rejoicing 
m  Ifae  ihiiHima  kjppineft  of  the  chUdnoi 
•f  kr  ^mt%  Ut  almoet  zepaid  for  all  the 
kitts  inili  of  Ikt  |KcnoB3  life ;  vrhile  those 
SaAStl  hurt  komble  indindiiab  of  our  history 
— ^Xcrse  Xonk  and  Jose  Campbell — fer- 
ir;:.y  r^tioirsitevi  in  similar  emotions,  and 
■J.-.:   z.:   n^ve   excb-icgeii  tlieir  preseiit  lot 

B-:  :lr  vrr:.«:e  .v.^t  •:■{  Ciiarles  EdH-ard's 
v:.^ri.-:cr — !_i?  i!.i^*r['T.oQ  o;  his  mind  lo 
:.:r  v. _-::r-:ii:  i^cr  ::ie  ciirkuess  of  his  des- 
::„;. — .  riecu-oi  h;s  syiiip;itiiizine,  beyond  a 
i-.-j..::  ;-•-:::,  i::  ue  Lippiaess  oi'  the  domestic 
i  A'.-e  ::ijt  s^rrv-ULtie'j  him.  His  owii  more 
:L^ii:ei._»:e  o-^  Li'i  iatcly  caused  him  uo  ordi- 
::xn  s;:j..-v  o:  d:s*^i:ietiide.  The  uufortunale 
.' .;,.-..  .  I ;"  iViiwe  C_xr.es  Edward  Stuart  with 
i^;-:.inu..e  Waliiinsiian-,  daughter  of  the 
KjlT.u  o:  Ixirvcslieid  ^to  which  the  interests 
of  :'r.:s  -xrrative  have  not  liitiierto  obliged 
Ls  to  il^^tie  ,  h^  proved  in  every  way  iu- 
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imical  to  His  Royal  Higlmess's  prospects, 
both  in  public  and  private  life.  The  daughter 
by  that  connexion,  whom,  after  his  own 
name,  he  called  Charlotte — and  whom,  after- 
wards, he  created  Duchess  of  Albany,  had 
ever  been  the  object  of  his  tenderest  affec- 
tions. The  most  lavish  care  and  expense 
had  been  bestowed  upon  her,  and,  the  whole 
force  of  the  Prince's  sensibilities  being  fixed 
upon  this  child,  he  had  ever  refused  to 
yield  to  the  importunate  entreaties  of  her 
mother,  who  was  most  desirous  to  have 
her  educated  in  a  convent  at  Paris,  as 
being  a  more  permanent  and  suitable  resi- 
dence than  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  tiie 
Prince  allowed  him  to  command.  Finding, 
however,  that  Charles  Edward,  with  the 
usual  determination  of  his  character,  obsti* 
nately  refused  to  comply  with  her  request, 
Clementine  Walkinshaw  secretly  obtained  the 
sanction  of  the  exiled  James  the  Second  to 
the  measure,  and,  on  the  22nd  of  July,  1760, 
escaped  with  her  daughter,  at  midnight,  from 
Bouillon  to  Paris,  where  the  latter  was  placed 
under  the  protection  of  the  French  govern- 
ment, through  the  influence  of  her  paternal 
grandfather,  who  then  exerted  himself  to  the 
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uttermost  to  moderate  the  anger  and  the  in- 
dignation of  his  son. 

Thus  thwarted  in  the  tenderest  point  of 
his  affection,  and  continuallj  receiving  news 
from  England  which  seemed  hourly  to  con* 
firm  the  stability  of  the  Throne  of  George  the 
Second,  it  is  not  surprising  that  Prince 
Charles  became  a  prey  to  morbid  misery, 
which  nothing  but  the  stimulus  of  action 
promised  to  remove. 

Tlie  victories  of  Wolfe,  Clive,  and  H.iwkes 
were  such  as  to  command  the  astonishment 
and  admiration  of  Europe;  and  had  never 
been  surpassed  in  history.  Such  a  series  of 
successes  incontest^ibly  established  the  mari- 
time power  of  England,  and  constituted  the 
reign  of  George  the  Second  a  remarkable  and 
brilliant  epoch  in  her  annals.  The  conquests 
of  Great  Britain  in  the  East  were  still  more 
splendid  than  in  the  Western  world ;  and 
thus,  victory  shining  upon  her,  in  America, 
Asia,  and  upon  the  Ocean,  the  Star  of  her  for- 
tunes seemed  to  gain  a  luminous  ascendancy 
in  the  political  horizon,  to  antagonise  which, 
with  any  prospect  of  success,  appeared  im- 
possible. 

But  like  tlie  influence  of  gravitation  in  the 
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earth's  momentum,  the  remembrance  of  ail 
he  had  lost,  and  still  madly  hoped  to  regain, 
forced  on  and  irresistibly  impelled  tlie  unfor- 
tunate Prince  through  the  remnant  of  his 
now  sad  but  once  powerful  and  proud  career. 
To  see,  what  he  naturally  deemed,  the  arm  of 
usurpation,  seize  and  retain  successfully  his 
hereditary  Crown,  seemed  almost  a  preter- 
natural trial  to  human  fortitude ;  and  when 
he  received  from  his  Jacobite  friends  in  Eng- 
land an  intelligence  of  the  sudden  death  of 
George  the  Second,  at  the  moment  when 
the  British  nation  presented  such  a  glorious 
figure  to  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world,  it  is 
not  surprising  that  that  unexpected  event 
aroused  the  mind  and  spirit  of  the  Royal 
Stuart  into  a  ferment  of  unhealtliy  activity. 

The  account  of  the  demise  of  the  late 
Monarch  was  accompanied  by  tlie  further  in- 
formation that  his  grandson — now  George 
the  Third — was  to  be  married  to  the  Princess 
Charlotte  Sophia  of  Mecklenburg  Strelitz, 
and  that  the  Coronation  of  their  Majesties 
was  to  be  celebrated  with  great  pomp  in 
Westminster  Abbey. 

The  Prince's  equanimity  was  not  proof 
against   this  trial ;    and  his  martial   spirit, 


;  ft>  ever  in  w»r  and  politicly 
!tb  OTtrr  the  event,  not  only  n-iili 
F  of  a  mam  n-ho  had  gallaatly 
1  ■■  uiequxl  contest,  but  with  iW 
font  af  iMOa^tKnbI«  ambitiou  and  devo- 
■B  «•  hb  lutfaiight,  whii-h,  througli  his 
fefMnl  fifc^  had  &o  often  led  him  into 
HMHW  M  iajurioas  to  himself  as  to  the 

TIr  vaeA  of  Us  kopa  was  now  floating 
a  a  Vfi»atLiBi  sea,  withoat  the  guidance  of 

-j;.i.">.Q«  ci»rt  or  wmpass.  and  nholly 
.-  t=  ■_:  ■- .  ::::■  ;r^e  course,  wa?  wbirltd 
;>."'.: — i^-r  ■•-<::  o:  e^e.■^■  gu;I  of  pitrsion, 
-■-  ^-■:_■•e-.-  :,■  i^f  Iiurri^i  ir.toauy  port  wliich 
,■:  :..'.->:  ::  :_^  •-loiiira:  iiii-bt  liapjVD  to 
:-,M;„L'rc:i:.  I"  !~;s  ?laTe  ff  iiiiud  (.  harles 
,  t  j„-:.  fi-;  c. :  r-:t  *h.-\»-d  his  llioui,'lit;  m 
:■:  .J-  ;y.^v:'.ii.  .-.:  iia^t  endeavoured  to 
.::-^i.'.  ::-i-~  B.ri-.v^.  even  irvm  his  dearest 
irrL-N      "--i   ^"i^-    o;   ii!j>lt-n,  however,  in 

■.I  r.;  :>.,*  :~t^i  to  elithe  his  niooiiy 
T'i.-  -x:.'.-^,  :"j:'.r-i  :.'  ::;.p^*se  oathesa^raeious 

kTt-j.::'  c  ,c  I..,--:  OiT.Ivie,  lo  whi'Oi  it  was 

:\;'^r  tr.j.:  ;he  u".:r.d  ol   the  unhappy 

-,-■.':    -Si-  i.,Svf':e\:  i-  tl:e  ivnstrui-iion  o( 

..'     x\:r:'.    i:*--r.    roi    importaut    desi^ju. 
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Looking  with  the  eye  of  experience  on  the 
fluctuations  of  kingdoms,  governments,  and 
men,  his  Lordship*s  searching  glance  at  once 
recognised  the  extreme  danger  attendant  on 
chimerical  schemes,  which,  thougli  wholly 
ignorant  of  their  nature,  he  more  than  sus- 
pected were  labouring  within  the  bosom  of 
his  Royal  Master.  This  apprehension,  how- 
ever, so  far  from  deterring  Ogilvie  from  shar- 
ing any  dangers  incidental  to  them,  only 
confirmed  his  loyal  spirit  in  his  resolution  to 
adhere  to  and  abide  by  the  perilous  fortunes 
of  the  Prince ;  and  whether  the  advice  he 
might  eventually  be  called  upon  to  proffer 
was  followed  or  rejected,  he  determined  the 
resolve  he  had  formed  should  be  unchanged 
and  unchangeable.  Delicacy  restrained  Lord 
Ogilvie  from  intruding  on  the  confidence 
which — foreseeing  the  objections  that  would 
be  raised — ^was  obviously  maintained,  for  the 
present,  by  the  Royal  Stuart. 

Without  seeking,  then,  to  penetrate  the 
mysteries  which  were  agitating  that  world 
within — the  mind  of  Charles  Edward — 
his  faithful  friend,  convinced  that  eventu- 
ally all  its  intentions  would  be  laid  open  to 
his  inspection,  contented  himself  in  awaiting 


wait  ni  wtbouHled  coo&denci:,  wben. 

r  Btgkt  be  its  vtXart  or  its  issue,  he 
•If  with  the  ultimate 
I  derodoD  of  feeling 
wA  ^NigB  «»  ^pbaded  and  recJprocitol, 
■Ml  ail  Ae  geiMJUMty  of  woman,  by  bit 
ImAg  aad  Whw  wife,  towbom  Lord  OgUvie 
laataiB^  aat  \m  revaJ  hk  saspiciooi  of,  and 
■■bImk  wgarifiog.  the  fature  moTenie-jts 
d(  mcr  Roial  3<aata-. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

"  And  well  with  conscious  joy  thy  breast  might  beat, 
That  Albion  was  ordain'd  thy  regal  seat." — ^Wabton. 

"  High-thron'd,  amid  thy  trophied  shrine, 
Oeorge  shone  the  leader  of  the  Garter'd  line !" — Idem. 

'  We  have  said  that  since  the  necessitated 
departure  of  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart 
from  his  native  country  in  1753,  our  history 
has  taken  a  leap  of  eight  years  down  the 
fetream  of  Time. 

The  remembrance  of  the  calamities  and 
apprehensions  felt  by  the  people  of  England, 
prior  to  that  period,  from  the  imposing  array 
of  patriotic  determination  which  had  been 
shown  by  the  devoted  partisans  of  the  exiled 
Stuarts  to  effect  their  restoration  to  the 
Throne  of  their  ancestors,  had  gradually  re- 
ceded from  the  public  mind.  The  victories 
attendant  on  those  remarkable  efforts  had 
sunk  into  comparative  oblivion,  and  the  spirit 
of  enthusiasm,  as  well  as  that  of  turbulence, 
being  thus  lulled  into  a  calm,  the  sober  pru- 
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dence  of  England  took  its  turn  in  the  admini- 
stration of  affairs,  and  ruled  tbe  internal 
policy  at  its  pleasure. 

No  symptom  of  revolt  was  now  exliibiled, 
nor  would  hare  been  even  if  a  fitting  oppor- 
tunity presented  itself,  for,  as  the  extinctioD 
of  a  hopeless  cause  became  manifest  even  lo 
those  who  had  taken  the  most  active  part  in 
formerly  supporting  it,  the  general  resolution 
to  maintain  inviolate  the  Hanoverian  succes- 
sion became  still  more  fixed,  and  was,  indeed, 
almost  unanimous.  The  bravery  of  [latriotic 
virtue  displayed  by  tlie  Jacobite  party  dunng 
their  short  but  brilliant  career — their  mys- 
terious trials  and  revolutionary  struggles — 
even  the  moderation  tliey  had  evinced  in  tiie 
first  moments  of  extraordinary  success,  were 
alike  forgotten  by  the  mass  of  the  population 
of  the  British  enipire:  but  the  abortive  issue 
of  the  madly  couragpous  attempts  of  the 
adherents  of  the  Stuarts  was  well  remembered 
by  the  majority  of  the  nation,  and,  despair  no 
longerdaring  to  struggle  for  ascendancy.  Great 
Britain  had  assumed  an  aspect  of  determined 
and  dignitied  tranquillity. 

Sensible  of  the  necessity  of  maintaining 
sutb  a  state  of  things,  and  sick  of  the  dis- 
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sensions  and  dangers  of  the  past^  the  people 
of  England^  therefore,  anxious  to  promote 
the  general  welfare,  and  backed  by  the  whole 
strength  of  public  opinion,  continued  to  sup- 
port the  House  of  Hanover,  and  hailed  the 
accession  of  Greorge  III.,  the  grandson  of 
their  late  King,  to  the  throne  of  Great  Bri- 
tain as  the  augury  of  a  serene  and  prosperous 
reign.  By  the  laws  and  constitution  of  Eng- 
land, His  Majesty  could  not  espouse  a  Roman 
Catholic,  consequently,  was  precluded  from 
intermarrying  into  any  of  the  most  illustrious 
of  the  Royal  families  of  Europe.  Charlotte, 
Princess  of  Mecklenburg  Strelitz — a  small 
but  sovereign  state — was  therefore  selected  as 
his  consort ;  and  on  the  8th  of  September, 
1761,  the  Royal  nuptials  were  celebrated  with 
much  pomp  by  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
in  the  private  Chapel  of  St.  James's.  The 
22nd  of  the  same  month  was  chosen  for  the 
Coronation  of  their  Majesties. 

The  morning  destined  for  that  august 
ceremonial  dawned  amid  rain  and  clouds, 
but  at  the  hour  appointed  for  the  commence-* 
ment  of  the  festival  the  sun  shone  forth 
auspiciously,  as  it  were  in  compliment  to  the 
great  national  event. 

VOL.  III.  M 
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The  Royal  bride  aotl  bridegroom  went  in 
their  sedaa  chairs  to  Westminster  at  nine 
o'clock,  and,  on  ai-riviiig  there,  the  former 
retired  to  a  chamber  called  the  Court  of 
Wards,  and  the  latter  into  an  apartment  be- 
lonfjing  to  the  gentk'man-usher  of  tbe  Black 
Rod. 

Tlie  nobility  and  others  who  were  to  walk 
in  procession  had  been  previously  mustered 
and  marshalled  by  the  otEcers  of  arms  in  the 
Court  of  Requests,  the  Painted  Chamber, 
and  tlie  House  of  Lords,  wbence  the  grand 
Ciiviik'ado  was  coiiducled  into  Westminster 
Ilall.  The  walls  of  that  magnificent  struc- 
ture were  covered  with  newly-constructed 
galleries,  that  rose  to  the  roof  on  every  side, 
and  were  filled  by  tlie  Tiiost  distinguished 
personiiges  of  the  realm,  superbly  attired, 
and  adorned  with  a  profusion  of  mai;nificent 
jewels.  At  the  upper  end  of  the  Hall  on  an 
elevated  platform  two  gorgeous  chairs  of 
stiite  under  ecjually  splendid  canopies  were 
placed. 

All  o3es  were  directed  to  that  spot,  when 
their  Majesties,  in  the  full  robes  of  ro\alty, 
apjieared  and  took  tlieir  seats,  attended  by 
the  Gieat  Chamberlain,  tbe  Lord  High  Con- 
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stablest  he  Earl  Marshal,  and  other  principal 
officers  of  the  realm.  Four  splendid  swords 
of  curious  workmanship,  and  two  pair  of 
spurs,  were  then  presented  in  form,  and  placed 
upon  a  table  before  the  King,  after  which 
the  gate  of  the  Hall  was  thrown  open  to 
admit  the  procession  from  the  Abbey. 

With  solemn  and  dignified  steps  the 
Bishop  of  Rochester  and  the  Dean  of  West- 
minster, accompanied  by  an  imposing  retinue, 
walked  up  the  centre  of  the  Hall,  bearing 
the  Holy  Bible  and  the  Regalia  of  their 
Majesties,  resting  on  gorgeous  cushions  co- 
vered with  cloth  of  gold. 

^JThose  splendid  objects,  having  been  seve- 
rally laid  before  the  Monarch  and  his  consort, 
were  subsequently  delivered  to  the  respec- 
tive officers  destined  to  bear  them  in  the 
grand  procession  which  began  to  form  in  due 
order. 

There  is  always  something  inexpressibly 
imposing  in  a  multitude  of  people  simulta- 
neously bent  upon  the  same  object,  and  as- 
sembled for  the  same  purpose ;  for  it  presents 
a  personified  enthusiasm  which  nothing  but 
a  monstrous  mass  of  human  beings  can  ex- 
hibit to  the  same  extent.     It  seems  a  visible 
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iDCanntion  of  tliat  miglity  iDiotster  of  eartlily 
destinies — the  Spirit  of  -Power,  and  can 
soLTcely  fail  to  create  a  train  of  reflections 
on  the  extremes  of  good  or  evil  that  may 
flow  to  msnkiud  from  its  omnipotent  id- 
flueoce,  which,  as  it  is  well  or  ill  employe*], 
must  elevate  or  debase  &  oatioa,  it  mav  be 
for  centuries.  Never,  perhaps,  were  the 
ssEociattoQs  of  thought  and  expectancy 
ihroivn  into  one  general  body  with  ^eater 
uoanimitr  than  at  the  Coronation  of  George 
the  Tiiini. 

Tiie  front*  of  alt  the  Iiouses  that  could 
co:nnuuid  the  slightest  point  of  view  were 
covered  with  scaflolding  to  the  very  ruofs, 
A\n\  were  hunir  with  carpets  and  cloths  of 
varieJ  and  brilliant  colours. 

This  almost  interminable  line  of  teiiipo- 
niry  erectious  was  divided  into  innunu'rable 
C-'l  eries,  rising  tier  above  tier  like  the  boxes 
of  a  theatre,  and  completely  fille)l  bv  an 
imaiense  concourse  of  spectators,  many  of 
whom.  l>eine  richly  attired,  presented  a  niag- 
nincent  contrast  with  the  popniace  beneath, 
who  crowded  the  streets  almost  to  suffoci'.tioii. 

Ranks  of  foot-si.»hliers  lined  the  inside  of 
the  lowest  platforms,    and    on   the    exterior 
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large  parties  of  the  horse-guards  were  sta- 
tioned in  their  full  and  brilliant  uniforms. 

Much  uproar  and  resistance  had  prevailed 
among  the  mob  in  consequence  of  the  be- 
labouring of  their  heads  with  the  broad- 
swords and  muskets  of  the  military  while 
endeavouring  to  force  back  its  pressure ;  but 
when  the  door  of  the  House  of  Lords  flew 
open,  every  personal  annoyance  seemed  for- 
gotten* in  the  universal  cheer  which  greeted 
the  Princess  Dowager  as  she  issued  forth 
and  proceeded  on  a  platform,  erected  for  the 
purpose  across  Old  Palace  Yard,  to  the 
south  cross  of  Westminster  Abbey,  con- 
ducted by  the  hand  of  His  Royal  Highness 
Prince  William  Henry,  whose  handsome 
person  was  elegantly-attired  in  a  suit  of 
white  and  silver.  The  demeanour  of  both 
those  Boyal  personages  was  graceful  and 
affable  in  the  extreme,  as,  bowing  repeatedly, 
they  moved  on  with  their  attendant  suites. 

The  magnificent  hair  of  the  Princess, 
confined  only  by  a  circlet  of  diamonds,  was 
allowed  to  flow  down  her  shoulders  in  a  flood 
of  hanging  curls  of  surpassing  richness,  and 
she  looked  the  beau  ideal  of  a  royal  matron 
as  thus  she  walked  slowly  forward,  led  by 
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the  Prince,  and  followed  by  ber  oUier  ch3- 
dreo,  in  order  to  await  the  arrival  of  their 
Majesties  at  tlie  Abbey. 

Betn'eeii  eleven  and  twelve  o'clock  the 
great  doors  of  M'^estininater  Hall  unclosed, 
and  the  commencement  of  the  august  pro- 
cession ivas  intimated  by  a  (irolonged  sbout, 
which  seemed  to  read  the  skies. 

The  Kiiisi's  herbwoman,  with  lier  six 
handmaidens,  first  advanced  along  the  large 
platfonu,  covered  with  blue  cloth,  and  pro- 
tected by  milings  on  Ciicli  side,  which  liad 
been  erected  for  the  occasion,  and  strcHcd 
the  way  n'itli  the  sweetest  Iierbs 

Tlie  sunlight  fell  in  full  lii?itre  on  the 
dazzling  accoutrements  of  the  military,  and 
told  witli  equally  pictorial  effect  as  it  shone 
over  the  scarlet  mantles,  erniined  robes,  and 
official  insignia  worn  by  a  long  array  of  City 
autliorities  and  Judicial  personages,  Malking 
two  and  two,  the  Chief  Baron  of  the  Exche- 
quer and  the  Judges  of  both  Benches  bearing 
their  caps  in  their  hands.  Those  again  con- 
trasted well  with  the  snowy  surplices  of  the 
children  of  tlie  choir  of  \\'e.'stminster,  as  well 
as  with  the  copes  and  more  sombre  rohings 
of  the  dignitaries  o[  the  Church.    The  Master 
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of  the  Jevpel  House,  with  his  attendant  oflScer 
—both  dressed  in  scarlet — the  Bath  King  of 
Arms,  in  the  habit  of  his  order,  and  coronet 
in  his  hand — the  Knights  of  the  Bath  under 
the  degree  of  peers,  walking  in  pairs,  attired 
in  their  Ml  costumes,  and  carrying  their 
plumed  caps — were  followed  by  the  various 
Pursuivants  at  Arms,  the  Privy  Councillors, 
and  the  high  officials  of  His  Majesty's  house- 
hold, all  in  their  appropriate  and  splendid 
habits. 

The  Barons  and  Baronesses  of  estate,  bear- 
ing their  coronets — the  Bishops  in  their 
rochets,  their  square  caps  in  their  hands — 
the  Heralds  in  the  full  paraphernalia  of  chi- 
valry, wearing  their  respective  coats,  collars, 
gold  chains,  and  badges — followed.  The 
nobility  of  England,  from  the  rank  of  Vis- 
counts and  Viscountesses  to  that  of  Dukes 
and  Duchesses,  and  all  attired  in  their  full 
robes  of  estate,  then  walked  two  and  two, 
bearing  their  coronets.  Those  resplendent 
personages  were  followed  by  a  long  and 
picturesque  train,  composed  of  Kings  of 
Arms  and  the  great  Officers  of  State,  which 
terminated  with  the  Lord  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  bearing  his  cap.    Two  gentle- 
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■  d  tee  pdvy  elumlier  ibllowed,  is  cmn- 
)  iT-Inc  aaandes,  lined  with  white  sarcenet, 
i  Shoti.  sitli  mineTer  powdered  with 
wmt^  wfco,  tbrir  plumed  hats  io  their 
the  Dukes  of  Aquitaine 
Vet,  briUiaat  almost  beyond 
Fere  tboee  accessories  of  tlw 
■ilMal  pageaol,  tbej*  ceased  to  attract  the 
lyclitiMX  tlie  mamtal  their  Iffajesties  came 
*is£z.ifdT  iato  view. 

T^-f  S.?Tenfisii  and  his  Consort  were  then 
>v*,iiri:i-:'.  ■_-!;  —ii-r'i  by  a  proIoDged  cheer, 
^_';-  iiJl  i-i  :r:iu  taouijiuds  of  huiiiuu 
\.~.-x:-  -.--  r:.:tr^:oi  ech^vi,  like  a  uatitiual 


_  -L.:  CMinteaances  il"  the  Royal 
:  -lirir.vin  were  impressed  with  a 
f.::::.^  tLeir  exalted  itatiou,  leiii- 
::  iir  ^^:"  ..aiiable  complaceDcy  that 
ir!y  ittrjoiive,  ami  which  seemed 
ie  ivvliOiAlioD*  of  ibe  people. 
*r^?:\'j  Vice-ChaiiilierlaJu  walked 
■;■■»    ;:-.::i;>?i£;areiy   before   bis   Royal 

::JL  hi;  LVn.'-net  aod  staff  iu  Land. 
:  :r:e  E^rl  of  Xorthaniptoii  Itore 
-a:  »r:'Ji  the  dove,  precediog  the 
I-uaeJ.  who  carried  the  sceptre 
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with  the  cross,  both  noblemen  in  their  full 
robes  of  estate ;  the  Duke  of  Bolton,  attended 
by  four  sergeants-at-arms,  followed,  bearing 
Her  Majesty's  Crown. 

The  Queen,  in  regal  costume,  and  her 
head  diademed  by  a  circlet  embossed  with 
jewels,  walked  under  a  canopy  of  cloth  of 
gold  borne  by  sixteen  Barons  of  the  Cinque 
Ports,  her  train  supported  by  her  Royal 
Highness  the  Princess  Augusta  in  robes  of 
estate,  assisted  by  six  Earls'  daughters,  who 
were  followed  by  the  Marquis  of  Carnarvon, 
bearing  the  Princess's  coronet,  and  the  Mis- 
tress of  the  Robes,  with  the  ladies  of  Her 
Majesty's  bedchamber.'  The  King's  regalia 
succeeded ;  St.  Edward's  staff,  the  golden 
spurs,  the  curtana,  the  sceptre  with  the 
cross,  and  the  second  and  third  swords  of 
estate^  borne  by  a  train  of  nobles  all  attired 
in  the  robes  of  their  respective  orders.  The 
Ushers  of  the  Green,  Red,  and  White  Rods 
then  headed  a  procession  formed  by  the  Lord 
Mayor  of  London,  in  his  full  costume,  bear- 
ing the  City  mace  ;  the  Lyon  King  of  Scot- 
land, carrying  his  crown ;  the  Garter  Prin- 
cipal King  of  Arms,  his  diadem  in  his  hand, 
and  the  Gentleman  Usher  of  the  Black  Rod. 

M  3 


350  7 

Tbe  Lord  Great  Cli&mberiun  of  Engluid, 
his  corooet  and  white  staff  in  hand  ;  the 
Ronl  Dukes  of  Cumberland  and  York,  in 
ftill  n>be&,  carrying  their  diadems,  and  that 
timins  upborne,  were  followed  by  the  Earl 
Harsfaal,  the  bearer  of  liie  Sword  of  Sutte^ 
•■d  iht  Lords  High  Omstubles  of  England 
wad  Scodaod,  e^ch  of  those  nobles  carrying 
the  insignia  of  lus  rank. 

In  the  rear  of  those  brilliant  personages 
tbe  Duke  of  SichBtood  appeared*  bolding  the 
S«pcre  with  tbe  Dove.  The  Earl  Talbot, 
Loni  H  itih  Steward,  bore  St.  Edward's 
CTKfwn.  :tad  the  Duke  ot  Somerset  carried  tlie 
orl>.  Tiiose  noblemen  were  followed  by  three 
Bishop?,  naiiiely,  the  Bishop  of  Rochester  hold- 
ing ihe  paieo,  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle  tlie  Holy 
Bii-'rf,  and  the  Biihop  of  Chester  the  chalice. 

Tn.s  part  oi  the  procession  was  flanked  on 
biMh  >;d«  by  sergeants-at-arms,  oue  of  whom 
carried  tbe  stad"  uf  the  Lord  High  Steward, 
aad  the  other  his  coroDCt. 

A  kv_d  shout  of  '■  Grti  tave  the  Ki/ifj  1 '' 
f>rociaia»ed  the  actual  presence  of  George  the 
TbJrd  as  at  lerffth  he  appeared  Id  the  centre 
o:"  his  people  in  bis  kiugly  robes,  a  cap  of 
es&iie  studded  with  ntagoihcent  jewels  upon 
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his  head,  and  walking  under  a  canopy  of 
cloth  of  gold  upheld  by  sixteen  Barons  of  the 
Cinque  Ports,  his  train  supported  by  six 
lords,  the  eldest  sons  of  peers. 

The  stateliness  of  the  yoiing  King's  person, 
and  the  affability  of  his  countenance,  which, 
at  this  period  of  his  life,  was  decidely  hand- 
some, never  appeared  to  greater  advantage 
than  at  this  moment ;  and  as  he  benignantly 
looked  upon  his  people,  and  bowed  in  return 
to  their  unanimous  plaudits,  even  the  blasts 
of  the  trumpeters  were  drowned  in  the  spirit 
and  ardour  of  general  acclamation. 

As  the  procession  reached  the  corner  which 
commands  a  prospect  of  Westminster  Bridge, 
their  Majesties  suddenly  stopped,  and  looked 
back  at  the  countless  multitude  that,  with 
uncovered  heads  and  upturned  faces,  resem- 
bled one  vast  human  mosaic. 

That  moment  must  have  been  a  proud 
one  to  the  Royal  pair,  for  the  concentration 
of  the  assembled  mas^s  of  the  loWer  orders, 
and  the  enthusiasm  they  evinced,  gave  a 
national  pledge  for  the  stability  of  the  throne 
more  secure  than  even  that  presented  by  the 
presence  of  the  inghest  personages  of  the 
empire  in  all   their  display  of  pomp  and 
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fimv,  leane  ^  &it  wu  &  public  demoo- 
itmiM  of  Ike  fc^K^g*  of  the  central  das<«s 
af  A>  cootij,  Aat  stre^  social  b^luice 
wfafcMMalylMfc  to  pwaerw.»  just  political 
tke  Crown  an4   the 


frvMwata  Oe  ] 
b«i  Ae  1m^  tnin  of  dtadnguiibed 
■Aninis  wlkt  ibllowed  in  the  wake  of  it 
•^B*  aem  cowparatiTely  disrvgxnled,  ereiy 
;j-  i«fh:;  5se'l  apoQ  the  pn^ress  of  their 

S--e-_o;  :e».  ufv-n  ill  a>  the  King  and 
(^irei:  ■.:*  Gr^i:  Briuia  eiitered  tie  sraod 
Lzi  ^if--:ri":'Ie  pili;  of  Westminster  Abbey. 
Tzii  p-eil  ::"the  iiiriou?  antheai  which  a  full 
c^vcj  ■.;  !:;■;?:>:  stnick  u[ioq  tbe  ear  wa?  most 
z:::o??s:Te.  i;  Ge«:T^e  III.  and  bis  Roval 
C-.os-'w  wil^eii  erectly  up  tbe  main  aisle 
.:  :ij.:  -mici  cuiiiedraL  where  tbe  poten- 
tites  vi  EciHi^'i  and  tbeir  Queens  baTe 
;•«-  crv'waed  a:  the  commencement  uf 
iIzi:->:  every  reiin  si:;ce  the  foundation  uf 
Mo^ijvhy  ;  isd  when  tbe  Sorereigo  and  bis 
r.-i'ie.  attended  by  tbeir  gorgeous  retinue,  took 
tbeir  seau.  the  ■.\uj:-  Juii  was  transoeudeutly 
auj^iocenL 
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The  presence  of  George  III.  and  his 
Queen  seemed,  in  fact,  the  visible  incarnation 
of  the  Monarchy.  The  general  assemblage 
in  the  Abbey — composed  as  it  was  of  the 
highest  representatives  of  the  Peerage,  the 
Church,  the  Array,  and  the  Navy,  with  the 
Ministers  of  State,  the  heads  of  the  Legis- 
lature, and  all  that  was  most  distinguished  of 
the  gentry  of  England— might  be  with  equal 
justice  termed  the  presence  of  the  Nation, 
while  the  glittering  costumes  of  the  foreign 
ambassadors  and  their  suites  made,  as  it  were, 
historical  groupings  in  the  living  picture  by 
the  associations  they  awoke,  and  the  illus- 
trations which  they  gave  of  the  progress  of 
political  society. 

Add  to  this,  the  gorgeous  aspect  of  the 
aisles  and  galleries  crowded  with  all  the 
beauty  and  the  rank  of  England,  glittering 
with  coronets  and  jewels,  amid  which  a  forest 
of  white  feathers  waved  to  and  fro  in  admir- 
able relief — and,  even  then,  but  a  faint  image 
is  conveyed  of  the  splendours  of  the  Coro- 
nation. 

The  usual  recognition  and  oblation  having 
been  made,  the  Litanies  chanted,  the  re- 
sponses sung  by  the  whole  choir,  and  the 
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Communion  read,  h  sermon  was  preached  by 
the  Bishop  of  Salisbury. 

At  its  conclusion  the  Sovereign  and  his 
Queen  arose  from  their  chairs,  and,  attended 
by  their  supporters — the  Lord  Chamberlain 
bearing  the  sword  of  state  before  the  King — 
they  walked  majestically  to  the  square  plat- 
form erected  by  the  altar,  with  an  ascent  of 
three  steps,  and  knelt  on  the  cushions  placed 
there,  after  which  the  Monarch  subscribed 
the  declaratron,  and,  witii  the  uaual  solem- 
nities, took  the  Coronation  Oath. 

'J  heir  Majesties  then  returned  to  their 
chair;i,  and,  at  the  conclusion  of  another  soul- 
stining  anthem,  the  King  arose,  and,  with 
slow  uud  solemn  slep,  proceeded  to,  and  sat 
down  upon,  St.  Edward's  chair,  which, 
covered  with  cloth  of  gold,  was  placed  in 
front  of  the  altar.  A  sui)erb  pall,  of  the 
same  rich  material,  was  then  upheld  above 
the  Munarch's  head  by  four  Knights  of  the 
(_iarter,  when  his  Gnice  of  Canterbury  took 
the  consecrated  oil  from  the  ampulla,  and 
anointed  his  Miijesty  on  the  crown  of  his 
head,  his  breast,  and  the  palms  of  his  hands. 
After  this  the  Sovereign  Mas  presented  with 
the  spurs,  girt  with  the  sword,  and  invested 
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with  the  Coronatiou  robes,  the  armilla,  and 
the  imperial  mantle,  or  Dalmatic  robe  of 
cloth  of  gold.  The  orb  was  then  delivered, 
and  the  ring  put  on  the  fourth  finger  of  his 
Majesty's  right  hand,  by  the  Lord  Arch- 
bishop, who  also  presented  the  Sceptre  with 
the  Gross,  and  the  other  with  the  Dove. 

One  solemn  moment  followed  those  pro- 
ceedings ;  and  then  his  Grace  of  Canterbury, 
standing  before  the  high  altar,  uplifted  St 
Edward's  Crown,  consecrated  and  blessed  it 
with  a  prayer,  and,  assisted  by  several 
Bishops,  amid  silence  that  might  almost  be 
felt,  placed  it  reverentially  upon  the  head  of 
Oeorge  the  Third. 

At  a  pre-concerted  signal,  and  instan- 
taneously, the  Park  and  Tower  guns  fired, 
and  the  old  walla  of  the  abbey  were  rent 
within  and  without  by  deafening  shouts  of 
"  God  save  the  King  1 " 

At  the  same  moment  all  the  Peers  and 
Peeresses  simultaneously  arose  vis-d-viSy  and, 
wreathing  their  magnificent  coronets  around 
their  brows,  stood  proudly  opposed  each  to 
the  other ! 

With  equal  celerity  the  Bishops  donned 
their  caps,  the  Kings  of  arms  their  crowns. 
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tbe  representatives  of  the  Dukes  of  Aqui- 
taioe  and  Normaudy  their  hate,  aod  the 
KoighU  of  the  Bnth  their  spleodid  caps  sur- 
mouated  nith  eDormous  saow-white  plumes 

The  effect  of  this  sudden  sotdkvement  w&s 
perfectly  magical ;  and  when  the  orgsna 
pealed  forth  the  grand  national  anthem,  nilh 
a  Toluiue  of  Bound  that  made  tlie  ancient 
towers  of  Westminster  ring  with  a  thousand 
efhoes,  we  enTj'  not  the  soul  that  could  hase 
remained  uninoved. 

Silence  beiiiir  perfectly  restored,  tlie  Arch- 
l>i*liup  proceeded  with  the  rest  of  the  divine 
jtTvice.  iifter  ^vhicli  he  soleuiuly  presented 
the  Holy  Bible  to  tlie  King,  and  read  the 
benediciion*,  ivhen  his  Majesty  kissed  the 
Archhishop  and  Bishops,  one  after  another, 
as  they  knelt  before  liini. 

Tile  Ti.  D:iiin  was  then  grandly  performed, 
iui'l  ^it  it?  teriuiiiiition  Geortre  III.  was 
elev.iieil  to  a  superh  Thmne.  before  which  the 
Princes  of  the  blood,  the  Peers  of  England, 
ami  the  i:reat  olficers  of  state,  haviiii;  itp- 
proacheil  in  their  order,  knelt  and  paid 
lioinage  to  the  Monarch — an  example  fol- 
Unveil  by  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and 
the  rest  of  the  Lords  Spiritual. 
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The  Coronation  of  the  Queen  was  per- 
formed with  much  the  same  ceremonials  as 
that  of  the  King  ;  and  after  her  Majesty  had 
received  her  Sceptre  she  was  conducted  by 
her  suite  to  a  magnificent  Throne  on  the  left 
hand  of  her  Royal  Spouse. 

Their  Majesties,  apparently  in  profound 
devotion,  went  through  the  remaining  solem- 
nities>  and,  having  made  their  second  obla- 
tions, the  service  ended  with  a  glorious 
Hallelujah. 

At  its  conclusion  the  Sovereign  and  his 
Consort  retired  into  St  Edward's  chapel, 
where,  each  having  received  a  Crown  of  State, 
they  walked  out  of  the  choir  to  the  western 
door  of  the  cathedral.  There  the  Royal  pro- 
cession formed  nearly  in  the  same  manner  as 
that  which  had  been  adopted  for  its  progress 
to  the  Abbey,  and  then  returned  to  West- 
minster Hall. 


CHAPTER  XVm. 


'J:?*  :  "ilJ*  his  Irow  snppcrls 


z  ,■-:>'"■. -r.:,il>  atteu  iant  on  the  reoep- 
:'  ■■  ;h-  iO^ue::  yt.'ke  t>f  ■k'verfii.'nty"  had 
o  :::  w'n  ;-r>>!..>:;::i-d.  t!i;a  tho  imiivi.iuals 
Vr  '::s  h.i-.:rs  SmI  in  M'e^tniinjttr  Hall 
:.;:  t,.e  return  i.if  the  pn.-cessii.ru,  as  well 
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86  the  crowds  who  remained  for  the  Bame  pur- 
pose in  the  streets,  nearly  lost  their  patience — 
which,  it  must  be  confessed,  was  ill  repaid  to  the 
latter  class  by  the  dim  view  of  the  Royal  pro- 
gress which  the  gloomy  light  of  evening  per- 
mitted. Yet  it  seemed  as  if  this  partial  eclipse 
were  to  enhance,  by  contrast,  the  splendours  of 
the  mighty  pageant  of  the  Corcmation  Ban- 
quet. We  have  mentioned  that  numerous 
temporary  galleries  had  been  erected  for  the 
occasion ;  one  was  peculiarly  effective,  from 
the  circumstance  of  its  being  fixed,  as  it 
were,  within  the  roof,  sup*ported  by  those 
massive  beams  which  are  decorated  at  either 
end  with  cherubim  elaborately-carved.  Along 
the  galleries,  and  pendent  from  the  noble 
ceiling,  fifty-two  chandeliers  were  suspended, 
each  ornamented  at  the  top  with  a  large  gilt 
imperial  ci*own.  From  three  thousand  wax- 
lights,  ensconced  within  those  girandoles,  a 
torrent  of  radiance  gushed  over  the  vast  and 
gorgeous  assemblage  with  almost  overpower- 
ing lustre.  Velvets  and  ermines,  stars,  plumes, 
and  coronets  that  seemed  almost  regal — 
emblazoned  banners — the  national  costumes 
of  the  representatives  of  most  of  the  Powers 
of  Europe — the   picturesque    paraphernalia 
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of  4e    h«nld$— the   mass    of   quaint  and 

uCi<)(K  dresses— the  vast  Hall  itself,  filled 

ii  all  its  urhitectural    grandeur  with   the 

km^  londintss  of  EngUnti,  and  the  prime 

of  her  DobilitT  and  gentry,  sparkling  with 

M  >ylLiiduil  jewels — the  mried  colouring  of 

iW  Bagmfieeat  picture  massed  into  hannony 

W  tW  iSrtiii    power  of  contrast,  amid  a 

nmnstntioB  of  accessories  brilliant  as  those 

of  a  tairr  tale — let  the  reader  endearour  to 

rTj^:::e  ill  this  with  the  utmost  power  of 
.^j^ij:;oz.  ar.d  even  lh:n  he  will  have  but 
J.  :*.-:  i^ei  oi"  tlie  spleodour  of  the  mi^e  en 
::'  ;Ee  Corvnatioii  B.ini^uet. 
I  :•. ::  rhi^jr^dud  national  ceremonial  M'est- 
:i:ll?:c.-  H-iii  had  l>eeu  laid  open  from  end  to 
:^:,  i„  tnii  it  pn'viou>ly  contained  having 
.nxi:  rvzi.'^Ted  except  the  floor  and  steps  of 
:_■;  Kiz_->  Bench  CVmrt.  A  platform,  co- 
■>;:*:  with  awltint:.  led  up  to  the  latter 
i.:n;  liie  c*:itTt  of  the  Hall,  Immediately 
j.:>:i>e  :1U  elevation  their  Majesties'  table, 
i:.:rreri:-^  with  ^^Id  and  silver  plate,  was 
1^:0  v'-t  with  p.>val  i-omp.  Two  chairs  of 
>r^;e.  .lacer  a  massive  embroidered  canopy, 
nf:i:-t:"e>i  vacant  for  the  occupation  of  the 
Sv.iivn?ija    and   his   Queen,      Between    the 


THE  DEATH-FLAG.  26 1 

lowest  gallery  and  the  floor  large  closets 
were  contrived  on  either  side  with  double 
doors,  for  containing  relays  of  plates,  wines, 
and  all  the  necessary  et  cetera  of  the  banquet. 
On  the  space  left  between  these  compart- 
ments and  the  platform  which  ran  up  the 
middle  of  the  Hall  long  tables  were  laid  out 
for  that  portion  of  the  company  to  dine  at 
who  had  not  the  honour  of  being  admitted 
to  the  King's  table.  Opposite  to  the  latter, 
and  over  the  north  gate,  an  immense  balcony 
was  erected  for  the  reception  of  trumpets, 
kettle-drums,  and  other  instruments  of  mar- 
tial music,  and  in  the  centre  of  this  orchestra 
a  superb  organ  was  fixed. 

As  their  Majesties,  with  the  Princes  of 
the  blood,  and  attended  by  the  great  officers 
of  state,  with  the  heads  of  the  nobility,  en- 
tered to  take  their  seats,  the  whole  assem- 
bly rose  with  heads  uncovered,  and  the 
organ,  with  a  volume  of  sound,  pealed  forth 
that  grandest  of  harmonies — the  National 
Anthem  of  England.  The  Monarch  and 
his  bride  then  seated  themselves,  when  nu- 
merous pages,  attired  in  antique  dresses  of 
scarlet  and  gold,  white  hose,  and  blue  sashes, 
took  their  position  immediately  behind  the 


Rnal  chair&  The  ead  of  the  laMe  on  the 
li^t  kuid  of  His  Mitje^ty  ^vas  occupieii  by 
tWir  Rtrnl  Highnesses  the  Dukes  of  York 
mmd  Cambrid;^,  and  at  the  opposite  end,  on 
Ac  Qoeen's  teft  hand,  mt  her  Royal  Hisjh- 
DBS  the  Prioeesa  Augu!4a.  The  moment 
Ae  Royal 'Family  were  Mated,  a  flourish  of 
tnmpete  Boonded,  and  the  Earl  Talbot,  io 
the  foil  robes  of  his  order,  awl  as  Steirard 
of  bis  Majesty's  Household,  rode  up  on  a 
eaparis':  ae^i  oliare^r  from  the  Hall  g;ite  10 
the  sr^p*  that  leJ  to  the  Royal  tible,  anii, 
b;.vi::^  r:oLe  homage  to  tlie  Kinir  and  Queen, 
bkicke^i  hi*  steed  in  onler  to  keep  his  face  still 
tow-.rii?  their  M;iie*tie5 — an  equestrian  ex- 
p'.oit  irhich  wa*  loiully  applauded  l>y  the 
jfeotat'TS.  Tiie  hinijuet  then  commenced. 
After  the  first  oo'irre,  and  liefore  the  second, 
i  ll..'i:ri;h  of  clario:is  tmrst  from  tlie  orchestra, 
r.z.!,  under  an  in?pirine  clangour  of  martial 
mu*:i\  -Mr.  Dyniock.  the  King's  clianipion, 
ativiiie-i  bv  tLe  L^rd  High  Constable  and 
i;;e  E^irl  Mars!i;il,  lioth  nobles  in  their  robes, 
;i!i.i  \ve;iririr»ttie  coronets  and  collars  of  their 
orders,  and  all  on  horseback,  niaiie  their 
gri:;d  entrv  into  Westminster  Hall.  The 
Champion  was  mounted  on  the  magnificent 
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white  charger  which  his  late  Majesty  rode 
at  the  battle  of  Dettingen. 

This  noble  war*horse  was  richly-capari- 
soned in  housings  of  crimson  and  gold,  em- 
broidered with  the  armorial -bearings  of  the 
Crown,  and  embossed  with  silver  stars.  The 
head  and  back  of  the  steed  were  covered  with 
armour,  the  former  adorned  with  an  enor- 
mous white  plume,  and  the  tail  tied  up  with 
knots  of  red  silk. 

The  chivalric  appearance  of  the  rider  was  very 
magnificent  He  sat  proudly  erect  on  a  blue  vel- 
vet saddle  embroidered  with  silk  and  pearls. 
His  gold  helmet  was  surmounted  by  an  im- 
mense plume  of  white,  blue,  and  red  feathers. 
A  short  mulberry-velvet  cloak,  lined  with 
white  sarcenet,  and  richly  interspersed  with 
pearls,  fell  over  a  splendid  suit  of  blue  ar- 
mour; an  azure  ribbon  supported  round  his 
neck  the  large  diamond  cross  and  gemmed 
circlet  of  the  order  of  St.  George ;  and  his 
right  hand  proudly  upheld  tlie  Gauntlet. 

Two  trumpeters,  with  the  arms  of  the 
Champion  emblazoned  on  their  banners,  pre- 
ceded him.  His  Esquires  walked  in  close 
attendance ;  the  one  on  the  right  hand  car- 
ried the  Champion's  lance  upright,  the  other. 
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on  ibe  left,  bore  a  target  with  the  amtoral- 
bfarings  of  the  House  of  Dymock  and  tbtf 
Qumpion's  motto — **  Pro  liege  Dtmieo  "- 
depicted  thereoD.  The  Herald-at-Anns, 
holding  an  illuminated  pArdiment  containing 
the  word*  of  the  Challenge,  and  four  Pages 
richly -apparelled,  terminated  the  proeessiOD. 

This  chiralric  cavalcade,  amid  deafening 
dieeni,  which  for  a  moineDt  overpowered 
even  the  elangour  of  the  trumpeters,  stopped 
at  the  lower  end  of  Weatmiprter  Hall,  when, 
ft  iM5>:iire  to  tiieir  Majesties'  table  being 
clerirrd  and  silence  resiorfd,  the  Hi.T;ilri-at- 
Arrti;  proclaimed  the  Cljanij'ion's  chiilleni;e 
in  t:-e  foUowins  word*  : — 

""  Ii"  uny  perso:i  of  what  degree  soever, 
hiirh  I.T  low.  shall  deny  or  giiinsay  our  So- 
ver-L'isi]  L-.'rd  Kir.t:  George  the  Third,  Kiiig 
of  Gre.it  Britai::,  France,  and  Ireland,  De- 
leiider  ot"  the  Faiili.  Jcc,  ''i^ramlson)  and  nest 
heir  to  our  S'ivereieii  Lord  King  (George 
II.\  tiie  hist  Kint:  deceased,  to  l)e  the  riijht 
heir  to  the  Iiijperial  Crown  of  the  realm  of 
Great  Britain,  or  that  he  oui:ht  not  to  enjov 
the  raine,  here  is  his  Champion,  who  saith 
that  he  lieth  and  is  a  false  traitor,  lieini; 
ready  in   person  to  combat  with  him  ;  and  in 


I 
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this  quarrel  will  adventure  his  life  against 
him  on  what  day  soever  shall  be  appointed/' 
.  The  Champion  then  boldly  threw  down 
the  Gauntlet,  which,  having  lain  a  few  mo- 
ments, was  taken  up  by  the  Herald  and  re- 
stored  to  him. 

After  this,  the  equestrian  procession  cara- 
colled  with  wonderful  precision  to  the  middle 
of  the  Hall,  where,  after  the  blast  of  the 
second  trumpet,  the  same  Herald  made  pro- 
clamation as  before.  Thereupon  the  caval- 
cade rode  proudly  up  to  the  foot  of  the  steps 
that  led  to  the  King's  table,  when,  tiie  trum- 
pet having  sounded,  the  Herald  and  those 
who  preceded  him  ascended  to  the  top  of 
the  steps,  and,  the  third  challenge  being  made 
in  a  loud  tone  of  defiance,  the  Champion,  for 
the  last  time,  haughtily  threw  down  his  iron 
gauntlet,  and  with  such  force  that  a  sharp 
clang  rang  forth  and  resounded  from  the 
platform. 

At  this  moment  a  tall  female  figure  veiled 
in  black  from  head  to  foot,  glided  from  be- 
hind one  of  the  temporary  columns,  and, 
solemnly  lifting  her  hand  on  high,  threw 
down  a  gage  of  battle  with  a  written  chal- 
lenge and  took  up  the  Champion's  gauntlet. 

VOL.  III.  N 
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la  this  bnef  act  the  loD^  tvU  of  the  Uif 

sot  entangled  in  tb«  tnppings  of  the  Cbam- 
fioo's  ibeed,  and,  falling  from  her  head,  the 
broui  light  vhkk  then  like  a  golden  halo 
iUmoieml  orer  it  retemled  the  flashing  eves 
and  the  pale,  nsolTed.  aod  statue-like  fea- 
tores  of  The  Lady  0g3mt  1 

In  a  second  die  cattght  ap  her  reil,  aort, 
hastily  moffiiag  h  ronad  ber  head,  leaned 
ber  face  on  ber  clasped  bands,  and  thus, 
shrouded  aod  sfartnkmg,  ai  it  were^  into  ber- 
sel:,  jeenied  on  the  point  of  falling  to  the 
CTounJ.  Two  aentiemen  simuItaueou?Iy 
ru>he'i  ;orn":ird  from  WnealJi  the  shade  of  a 
cu:t^::.tii  arch;  ooe  of  tiiem  flun^  his  arm 
njur.d  Ler  waist,  and  quick  as  liglituin?  bore 
her  (iowQ  the  narrow  lane  wliich  an  impul- 
sive fvirtiDiT  cf  the  crowii  had  formed.  The 
oiiicr  a^ivaiiceii  a  lew  jwce?.  paused,  threw 
birk  Lis  head,  and  kn'ked  tixtdiy  u|>on  the 
K-n^.  TLrir  evrs  uirt.  The  UMially  cold 
a;".<i  piSfioDles*  features  of  George  tlie  Third 
iTiiriiteneii  into  an  expression  of  surprised 
ai^ii  siviii  interest,  as  instantaneously  he  re- 
i>;:r.^e;  t::e  h  rm  and  face  of  Chorl:-- Ed- 
■.':--.  >-,.)  r.'  With  that  sfvoies  of  despe- 
rat;o;i    ivLioli    prompts  the  individual    »lio 
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eommite  an  act  of  frantic  imprudence  to 
sustain  it  with  unblenching  firmness,  the  Son 
of  many  Kings  stood  still  as  a  statue,  while 
steadily  and  sternly  he  returned  the  signi- 
fieaai  gaze  of  the  Crowned  Monarch  of  Eng- 
land. A  moment  that  was  a  century  of 
feeling  passed  thus.  In  the  next,  the  daunt-* 
less  Stuart  with  admirable  presence  of  mind 
turqed  haughtily  round,  and  with  swift  but 
unfaltering  steps  followed  the  receding  figures 
of  his  devoted  friends — the  Lord  and  Lady 
Ogilvie. 

The  entire  of  this  perilous  scene  had  been 
so  rapidly  enacted  that  it  seemed  almost 
apparitional.  Whatever  might  have  been 
the  feelings  of  the  immediate  by-standers, 
astonishment  and  incomprehensibility  in  the 
first  instance  were  superseded  in  the  next 
by  strong  excitement  at  the  progress  of  the 
pageant,  as  amid  the  clattering  of  horses' 
hoofs,  the  ringing  of  armour,  and  the  blasts 
of  trumpets^  it  reached  the  climax  of  its 
grandeur. 

The  deafening  cheers  of  the  spectators — 
by  the  great  majority  of  whom  the  striking 
incident  we  have  recorded  passed  unseen — 
not  only  drowned  the  comments  of  the  few 

N  2 


w1x>  witncswd  it,  bot  aided  the  escape  of  tlie 
Rtreatnig  p^r^  by  miking  an  uDcon&cious 
Aktmou  id  tlwtr  IsTOur. 

TluH  eoatfantiTtly  screened  from  ob- 
tmtwwiOoa,  tad  his  per»>D  being  unknowa  to 
Ae  mass  of  the  crowd,  Charles  Edward 
Stnait  threaded  the  dark  and  solitary  pas- 
Bees  which  OgilTie  and  his  heroic  wife  had 
beeo  the  first  to  gain.  The  unfortupate 
Prince  qoickly  orertook  than.  Not  a  word 
was  spoken,  but  all  was  understood  h\  the 
iQlerclaage  of  one  expres-ive  look,  as,  rapidly 
emcrcing  into  the  open  street,  thev  niiugled 
with  the  thickest  masses  of  the  people,  and 
tiius  eludioiT  observation  succeeded  in  reach- 
ing the  laijks  of  the  Thames.  There  a 
boat,  according  to  previous  arrangements, 
was  waiting  to  bear  the  illustrious  exiles  to 
the  vessel  destined  to  transport  them  once 
more  from  their  native  to  a  foreign  land. 

In  profound  silence  the  three  devoted 
friends  stepped  unnoticed  into  the  little  bark, 
which  instanily  and  swiftly  glided  domi  the 
river.  The  hooded  mantles  that  lay  within 
i:  nere  cauiiously  wrapped  round  eaeh  of  the 
p;irry,  sa  as  completely  to  conceal  their  per- 
sons and  their  faces.     From   the  speed  ivith 
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wliich  the  passage  was  pursued,  the  hoat 
soon  reached  the  hroad  part  of  the  hosom  of 
the  Thames,  where  a  vessel  lay  ready  to  sail 
for  Italy  with  Priuce  Charles  and  his  emi- 
nent partisans. 

In  equal  haste  and  silence  they  mounted 
the  ladder  which  was  lowered,  and,  quickly 
traversing  the  deck,  descended  to  the  cabin 
allotted  to  their  use,  and  closed  the  door. 

Breathing  then  more  freely,  yet  still  well 
nigh  convulsed  by  suppressed  emotion,  Eva 
threw  herself  upon  her  husband's  breast  and 
burst  into  a  passion  of  tears.  Almost  equally 
affected,  Ogilvie  fondly  strained  her  to  his 
heart,  while  he  whispered,  in  a  voice  choked 
with  contending  feelings, — 

"  Since  you  are  safe,  my  own,  my  best  be- 
loved, I  cannot  bring  myself  to  censure'  now. 
Yet  tell  me,  tell  me,  dearest,  what  could 
have  led  you  to  perform — without  my  sanc- 
tion, or  even  a  previous  shadow  of  suspicion 
on  my  part — a  deed  at  once  so  daring  and  so 
perilous,  one,  too,  so  much  at  variance  with 
your  sweet,  womanly,  and  gentle  nature? 
Speak,  speak,  my  Eva,  speak !" 

^^  I  cannot,  must  not,  dare  not  say  more 
than  thisy'  ejaculated  Lady  Ogilvie,  sinking 
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OQ  a  chair.  ''  A  nobleman  devoted  heart 
and  soul  unto  the  Prince/'  she  added,  in- 
stinctively stretching  out  her  hands  towards 
him,  ''gave  me  the  written  challenge  and 
the  glove  which  I  threw  down  when  I  took 
up  this  gauntlet,""  she  added^  drawing  the 
Champion's  gage  of  battle  from  the  folds  of 
her  robe  and  presenting  it  to  Charles  Edward 
Stuart.  She  paused  a  moment,  and  then,  in 
quicker  accents,  said,  "  I  swore  to  do  the 
deed  wliich  I  have  done,  and  never  to  reveal 
the  name  of  the  heroic  man  who  prompted 
it,  and  who,  in  his  written  challenge,  offered 
in  person  to  defend  his  Sovereign's  right  on 
battle-field  against  the  Champion  of  the  new 
Usurper !  My  oath,  I  feel,  will  be  respected 
by  my  Prince." 

As  those  words  fell  faintly  though  fer- 
vently from  Lfady  Ogilvie's  lips,  she  flung 
herself  at  ihe  feet  of  Charles  Edward,  who, 
in  strong  emotion,  raised  her  from  the  ground 
as  he  emphatically  said, — 

"  On  my  Royal  word  it  shall !  But,  gene- 
rous and  glorious  woman,  how  can  I  express 
the  deep,  undying  gratitude  which  fills  my 
heart  almost  to  bursting,  at  the  courageous 
act,  so  bravely  done,  and  which,  from  an 
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imaginary  hope  to  aid  the  doomed  race  of 
Stuart,  perilled  your  precious  life?  Lan- 
guage fails  me,"  added  the  Prince,  in  a  tone 
of  deep  dejection :  "  I  can  oxAy  feeV* 

As  those  words  were  uttered  in  a  faltering 
voice,  he  raised  the  hand  of  Lady  Ogilvie  to 
bis  quivering  lips,  and  the  next  moment, 
placing  it  in  that  of  her  husband,  his  eyes 
fixed  vacantly  upon  the  ground,  as  if  in  a 
listless  dream  of  hopeless  sadness. 

"For  God's  sake  yield  not  thus  to  the 
pressure  of  your  griefs,  my  Prince,  my 
friend  V*  said  Ogilvie,  in  a  voice  almost 
stifled  by  the  strength  of  his  feelings. 
"  Proud  as  I  am  of  my  heroic  wife,  thankful 
as  I  am  to  God  for  having  been  her  safe- 
guard, still  the  sight  of  your  distress  mars 
my  just  gratitude  to  Heaven,  and  almost  un- 


mans me." 


As  Ogilvie  uttered  those  words,  he  seized 
the  hand  of  his  Royal  Master  and  wrung  it 
with  the  vehemence  of  passionate  emotion. 
The  sudden  rush  which  he  had  made  dis- 
placed the  Champion's  Gauntlet,  which  the 
Stuart  had  throwu  upon  a  chair.  It  fell  to 
and  clanged  against  the  ground.  In  doing 
so  it  caught  the  gaze  of  the  unhappy  Prince. 
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The  sight  of  that  memonble  gagie  seemed  to 
effect  a  straoge  and  sudden  reirulsion  in  his 
feelings ;  for,  raising  up  the  iron  glove,  he 
proudly  started  to  his  feet,  flung  a  window 
open,  and  said,  in  a  voice  terribly  emphatic 
from  the  coolness  of  its  stem  resolve, — 

**  From  this  hour  I  bid  a  long — a  last 
farewell  to  Engkuid ! — Thus  perish  all  me- 
morial of  her  falsehood  to,  and  triumph  over, 
Charles  Stuart! — Ay — even  thus!** — And 
steadily  stretching  his  arm  out  of  the  open 
casement,  he  flung  the  Champion's  gauutlet 
into  the  silver  Thames,  and  then,  with  eyes  as 
cold  and  fixed  as  those  of  sculptured  marble, 
watched  the  disappearance  of  his  rival's  gage, 
as  the  parted  waters  closed  over  it  for  ever ! 

A  solemn  silence  followed — and  then,  as 
Lord  Ogilvie  stood  beside  his  Prince  and 
gazed  with  him  into  the  deptlis  below,  he 
whispered  in  a  voice  inexpressibly  tender  and 
affecting, — **  Praised  be  God !  no  worse  re- 
sult has  issued  from  the  ceremonial  of  this 
memorable  day — one  which  will  live  for  ever 
registered  within  my  heart !" 
^  ^^  I  reiterate  your  thanksgiving,  since  you 
and  yours  might  have  been   so   fatally  the 
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sufierers!  Yes,  Ogilvie!  I  now  feel  and 
confess  the  intenseness  of  my  obstinacy, 
when,  in  opposition  to  your  counsel  and  en- 
treatiesy  I  insisted  upon  witnessing  the  Coro^ 
nation  of  the  Usurper  of  my  father  s  Crown ! 
Yet,  if  the  undying  gratitude  of  your  ill-fated 
Prince  can  be  any  recompense  for  his  too 
frequent  errors,  that  recompense  is  youral 
Remember  too,"  he  added,  in  a  deprecating 
tone  of  self-extenuation,  **  that  when  you 
discovered  my  wild  design  to  come  incognito 
to  see  this  morning's  gewgaw  attempt  to 
consecrate  the  crime  of  usurpation  by  anoint- 
ing it  on  the  Throne  of  my  ancestors,  I  tried 
all  my  powers  of  reasoning  to  dissuade  you 
and  your  incomparable  wife  from  the  danger 
of  being  my  companions  in  the  daring  enter- 
prise, not  only  knowing  the  perils  attend- 
ant on  it,  but  also  feeling  how  severe  would 
be  your  mutual  trial-  in  parting,  even  for  a 
little,  from  your  precious  children,  although 
they  rested  beneath  the  fostering  care  and 
love  of  our  venerated  Lady  TuUibardine. 
But  nothing  could  shake  your  loyal  deter- 
mination—  all  my  efforts  failed;  yet  had 
I  known  the  heroic  but  fanatically-loyal 
scheme  of  your  noble-minded  wife,  my  Royal 
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command  should  liave  been  laid  upon  you 
both,  to  prevent  an  act  which  entailed  such 
peril  upon  you  and  her  on  my  account.  And 
noW)  dear  friends,*'  he  added,  in  a  paroxysm 
of  feeling,  wringing  the  hands  of  Lord  and 
Lady  Ogilvie,  and  then  as  suddenly  resigning 
them — "  leave  your  doomed  Prince  to  the 
sad  relief  of  solitude  and  silence  !** 

The  Royal  desire  was  instantly  and  reve* 
rentially  obeyed. 


Since  writing  the  above,  I  find  in  one  of  the  Ilistorical 
Novels  of  Sir  Walter  Soott,  that  the  same  incident  has 
been  made  to  contribute  to  the  scenic  effect  of  his  nar- 
rative, but  under  circumstances  so  entirely  dissimilar 
from  those  of  the  present  chapter  as  wholly  to  relieve 
the  mind  of  the  writer  from  a  degree  of  reluctance 
which  might  otherwise  have  arisen  in  emplopng  it. 
In  point  of  fact,  however,  such  reluctance  would,  under 
any  contingency,  seem  misplaced,  as  either  traditionary 
or  historical  incidents  have  ever  been  justly  considered 
the  common  property  of  authors. 

The  title  of  the  noble  who  it  is  said  sent  a  written 
challenge  through  the  agency  of  the  lady  who  took  up 
the  gauntlet  of  Dymock  at  the  Coronation  of  George 
III.,  and  left  her  glove  in  lieu  of  it,  has  never  transpired, 
though  of  course  it  must  have  been  mentioned  in  the 
paper  wherein  he  wagered  his  body  to  maintain  in  open 
combat  the  right  of  the  Royal  Stuart  to  the  throne  of 
England  against  the  House  of  Hanover.     Ciiambers,  in 
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iiis  interesting  <  History  of  the  Rebellion  in  Scotland 
in  1745/  states  that  in  the  year  1753  Charles  Edward 
^'  ventured  to  visit  London  in  order  to  transact  the 
business  of  the  proposed  insurrection.  The  King  knew 
of  his  arrival,  but  adopted  the  wise  resolution  not  to 
molest  him.  The  conspiracy,  though  said  to  have  in- 
volved many  of  the  most  honourable  names  in  England, 
did  not  arrive  at  any  head."  The  same  authority  also 
alludes  to  the  report  of  Charles  Edward's  presence  at 
the  Coronation  of  George  III.  in  1761,  as  well  as  to 
the  circumstance  of  the  challenge  of  the  King's  Knight 
on  that  occasion  having  been  '^  answered  by  a  female 
adherent,  who  threw  her  glove  into  the  area  after  the 
Champion  had  deposited  his  gauntlet," 

It  may  be  also  well  to  state,  before  I  close  this  note, 
that  the  historian  Hume,  in  a  letter  to  Sir  John  Pringle, 
after  having  mentioned  Charles  Edward's  visit  to  Lady 
Primrose's  house  in  1753,  with  the  curiously-interesting 
circumstances  which  have  been  related  in  the  preceding 
P^S^9  proceeds  to  assert  that  their  truth  was  fully  cor- 
roborated to  him  by  Lord  Holdemess,  who  was  Secre- 
tary of  State  in  that  year.  Mr.  Hume  then  continues 
his  epistle  in  the  following  words : — '^  But  what  will 
surprise  you  more.  Lord  Marshal  (a  few  days  after  the 
coronation  of  the  present  King  George  III.)  told  me 
that  he  believed  the  young  Pretender  was  at  that  time 
in  London,  or  at  least  had  been  so  lately,  and  had  come 
over  to  see  the  show  of  the  Coronation,  and  had  actually 
seen  it  I  I  asked  my  Lord  the  reason  for  this  strange 
fact.  *  Wiiy,*  says  he,  ^  a  gentleman  told  me  that  he 
saw  him  therCy  and  that  he  even  spoke  to  him,  and  whis- 
pered in  his  ears  these  words :  ''  Your  Koyal  Highness, 
is  the  last  of  all  mortals  whom  I  should  expect  to  see 
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liere."  <^  *Twa8  curiosity  tliat  led  me,"  odd  the  other ; 
<^  but  I  assure  you/'  added  he,  *'  that  the  penon  who  is 
the  object  of  all  thb  pomp  and  magnificeuce  is  the  man 
I  eskYj  the  least." '  You  see  this  is  so  nearly  traced 
from  the  fountain-head  as  to  wear  a  great  fiice  of  pro- 
bability. Query — ^What  if  the  Pretender  had  tal^en  up 
Dymock's  gauntlet?  I  find  that  the  Pretender's  visit 
in  England,  in  the  year  1753,  was  known  to  all  the 
Jacobites." 

It  must  be  obvious  to  those  who  have  studied  the 
ronarkable  character  of  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  that  his 
answer  to  the  gentleman  who  accosted  him  thus  was 
either  a  mere  ruse  tie  guerre  to  conceal  his  real  motives 
for  attending  the  coronation  of  George  III.,  or  else  an 
involuntary  exhibition  of  contempt  for  one  whom  he 
naturally  coiisidered  in  the  light  of  an  usurper.  Be  this 
as  it  may,  the  evidence  of  other  writers,  besides  Hume, 
go  to  establish  the  feet  that  tlie  son  of  James  the  Third,* 
then  only  assuming  the  title  of  *'  Prince  of  Wales,"  was 
actually  present  incog,  at  the  Coronation  of  George  III., 
— an  act  of  such  imprudent  daring  as  to  call  for  the 
attestations  I  have  given,  in  order  to  avert  the  charge 
of  a  startling  infraction  of  the  probabilities  of  history, 
which  otherwise  might  have  been  brought  against  the 
writer  for  the  introduction  of  an  incident  so  much  at 
^-ariance  with  its  usual  course. 

*  So  styled  by  his  adherents. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


CONCLUSION. 


Let  many  years  roll  rapidly  away.  Let 
their  mingled  memories  of  joy  and  sorrow 
pass  into  comparative  oblivion,  and,  on  re- 
turning to  the  personages  of  our  narrative 
we  shall  find  that  Time,  the  assuager  of 
human  grief,  whose  potent  hand  can  veil — 
almost  efface  the  past —  has  had  bis  usual  in- 
fluence over  the  fever  of  ambition,  the  myste- 
rious trials,  the  delusive  dreams,  which  for 
so  long  a  period  made  Charles  Edward 
Stuart  the  dupe  of  his  own  excited  imagi- 
nation, and  brought  out  into  conspicuous 
relief  his  faults  and  virtues. 

The  difficulties  of  getting  at  the  truth  of  a 
question  so  clouded  by  misrepresentation  as 
that  of  Im  peculiar  character  are  by  no 
means  inconsiderable.  The  religious  and 
political  atmosphere  of  the  times  in  which 
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he  lived — ^the  turn  of  personal  thougLt  and 
feeling  which  party  prejudice  necessarily 
created — the  duty  of  choosing  between  con- 
flicting authorities,  or  of  obtaining  that 
proper  point  of  observation  from  which  the 
picture  of  his  life  ought  to  be  viewed, 
render  it  by  no  means  an  easy  task  to  avoid 
extravagant  assumption  aud  mistaken  claims 
to  merit  on  the  one  hand,  or  exaggerated 
misrepresentations  and  dishonourable  sur- 
mises on  the  other. 

Accordingly,  historians,  whether  as  pane- 
gyrists or  censurers,  seem  too  often  to  use 
their  pens  as  mere  instruments  of  political 
warfare,  thus  violating  the  sanctity  of  truth 
and  the  claims  of  justice.  Among  the  dan- 
gerous scenes  in  which  a  man  of  the  impe- 
tuous temperament  of  Charles  Edward  found 
himself  the  elected  leader  of  his  own  party, 
it  was  not  to  be  expected  that  he  could  steer 
clear  of  many  faults,  whether  we  regard 
him  in  the  cabinet  or  in  the  field ;  yet,  from 
the  testimony  which  may  be  drawn  from 
authentic  published  and  unpublished  docu- 
ments, it  seems  almost  impossible  to  refuse 
him  the  award  of  being  actuated  by  con- 
summate ^rsonal  courage,  ardent  love  for 
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Ids  country,  unprecedented  fortitude  under 
unparalleled  Bufferings,  and  a  power  of 
thought  full  of  activity  and  strength,  which, 
so  far  from  diminishing,  when  tried  in  the 
scliool  of  affliction,  came  pure  from  the  ordeal 
like  gold  from  the  furnace.  In  a  work  like 
the  present  it  would  be  out  of  place  to  en- 
large upon  the  relntive  merits  of  Whiggism 
and  Jacobitism — those  two  great  questions 
which  divided  public  opinion  in  the  eighteenth 
century.  Suffice  it  then  to  say,  that,  what*^ 
ever  were  the  fauhs  of  the  adherents  of  the 
exiled  Stuarts,  nothing  mean  nor  self-inte- 
rested can  be  detected  in  their  principles  or 
conduct,  which,  with  few  exceptions,  were 
guided  by  a  chivah*oas,  pure,  romantic,  we 
had  almost  said  poetical  spirit,  that  presented 
a  striking  contrast  to  the  one  which  ani- 
mated their  successful  opponents,  derived,  as 
it  mainly  was,  from  the  prospect  of  places 
and  rewards,  the  certain  results  of  tlieir  trans- 
ferred allegiance  to  the  Government  of  Great 
Britain. 

Prince  Charles,  educated  in  a  school  that 
instilled  into  his  mind  maxims  widely  differ- 
ent from  those  which  then  prevailed  in  Eng- 
land, had  been  taught  that  the  assertion  of 
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his  birthright  was  an  incumbent  duty  and  a 
laudable  desire.  Thus,  Ambition  undoubt- 
edly was  the  supreme  object  of  his  devotion ; 
buty  considering  his  idol  as  enthroned  above 
the  Altar  of  Patriotism,  it  is  not  surprising 
that  he  should  have  deemed  such  worship 
his  true  and  legitimate  vocation. 

The  remembrance  of  the  sacrifice  of  his 
family  and  his  own  hereditary  rights  may 
have  also  led  to  the  conviction  that  he  was 
justified  in  using  the  best  means  for  their 
restoration,  and  may  have  prompted  the  be- 
lief that  those  who  had  contributed  to  the 
destruction  of  the  Stuarts  were  actuated  more 
by  self-interest  than  justice,  and  were  in  fact 
enemies  instead  of  being  friends  to  their 
country. 

In  so  tumultuous  a  mind  as  that  of  Charles 
Edward,  prepossessed  with  a  daring  con- 
fidence in  his  own  abilities,  we  can  scarcely 
wonder,  notwithstanding  the  warnings  which 
surrounded  him,  that  he  was  drawn  on 
surely,  but  as  it  were  insensibly,  to  his  own 
ruin. 

The  heart  of  the  man,  in  its  frailties,  its 
penances,  and  its  agitations,  lies  clearly  open 
to  the  unprejudiced  investigator  of  his  cha- 
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racter,  and  renders  him  as  much  the  object  of 
compassion  as  in  some  respects  of  admira- 
tion. That  his  zeal  was  often  as  imprudent 
as  fervid  is  indisputable.  That  he  was 
either  too  hasty  or  too  dilatory  in  the  execu- 
tion of  his  projects  is  equally  true ;  nor  can 
it  be  denied  that  his  temper  was  irascible, 
though  he  was  seldom  discreditable  in  its 
conduct. 

The  artifices  of  false  friends,  and  the  chi- 
canery of  the  various  Court  intrigues  to 
which  he  fell  a  victim,  increased  a  tendency 
to  dissimulation,  and  helped  to  darken  his 
mind  with  clouded  views  on  the  general 
principles  of  human  natui-e.  His  attachments 
to  his  friends  were  strong,  as  numerous  of 
their  dying  testimonies  prove ;  but  his  hatred 
was  as  powerful  as  his  love ;  and  though  in- 
heriting the  obstinacy  of  his  race,  yet  in 
paroxysms  of  impulse  he  was  apt  to  yield  too 
suddenly  to  the  impressions  of  the  moment, 
whether  guided  by  a  false  counsellor,  or  led 
into  error  by  his  own  impetuosity,  which 
often  frustrated  the  execution  of  projects 
originally  clever  in  design  and  policy. 

The  scion  of  a  line  of  ancient  Kings,  he 
had  early  imbibed  a  warm  love  of  monarchy. 
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and  yet  it  would  be  the  highest  iojustiee  to 
charge  him  with  a  natural  disposition  for  the 
establishment  of  despotism — an  inclination 
that  would  have  been  incompatible  with  the 
many  excellences  of  head  and  heart  to  which 
a  crowd  of  his  adherents  have  borne  the 
strongest  attestations,  and  inconsistent  with 
the  moderation  and  humanity  he  unques* 
tionably  displayed  during  the  whole  of  his 
brilliant,  though  ill-fated,  career  in  Scotland. 

In  one  word,  his  mind  was  gifted,  capable, 
and  generous,  and,  though  its  miscellaneous 
qualities  were  marked  and  various  for  good 
and  for  evil,  yet  on  the  whole  the  finest  spe- 
cimens of  heroic  action  are  to  be  found  in 
his  singularly-striking  but  unequal  character. 

Before  the  accession  of  the  House  of 
Hanover,  the  chances  wrre  in  favour  of  the 
dynasty  of  the  Stuarts.  Had  their  restoration 
to  the  crown  of  their  ancestors  been  effected, 
their  only  surety  for  its  retention  would  have 
existed  in  the  adoption  of  those  consolidated 
principles  of  government,  the  violation  of 
which  had  caused  their  monarchical  extinc- 
tion. \^'hether  the  same  blind  and  arbitrary 
opinions  which  the  Stuarts  had  either  in- 
herited from   their  progenitors  or   imbibed 
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from  their  education  would  have  been  acted 
upon  had  they  re-ascended  the  throne  of 
England,  it  is  now  impossible  to  say ;  but  it 
is  a  melancholy  reflection  that  the  romantic 
and  chivalrous  character  of  The  Victor  of 
Falkirk  was  ever  placed  amid  a  combination 
of  circumstances  which  bore  down  the  pro- 
gressive efforts  of  his  mind,  and  that,  im- 
mured as  it  were  in  a  labyrinth  of  embar- 
rassments, its  natural  forces  were  not  only 
deprived  of  fair  play,  but  were  eventually 
humiliated  and  weakened  by  the  pressure  of 
reiterated  misfortunes. 

Four  years  after  the  coronation  of  his  suc- 
cessful rival.  King  James  the  Third,  as  he 
was  always  called  by  the  Jacobites,  though  as 
uniformly  styled  "  The  Old  Chevalier  de  St. 
George  "  by  the  opposite  party,  expired,  full 
of  years  and  grief,  at  Rome,  on  the  30th 
December,  1765.  The  immense  fortune  of 
his  wife — the  Princess  Maria  Clementina 
Sobieski,  daughter  of  Prince  James  Sobieski, 
and  grand-daughter  to  the  famous  John  So- 
bieski, King  of  Poland — had  been  consider- 
ably wasted  in  the  fruitless  attempt  of  1 745 ; 
and  though  he  had  been  recognised  as  King 
of  England   by   several    of  the   Courts   of 
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Europe^  bad  enjoyed  the  privilege  granted 
by  the  Pope  to  Catholic  Sovereigns  of  be- 
stowing cardinalates,  and  had  had  the  palace 
and  guards  of  monarchy,  still  the  emphatic 
words  addressed  to  him  by  his  father,  James 
the  Second,  on  his  deathbed — **  You  are  the 
child  of  vows  and  prayers" — ^seem  to  have 
been  registered  on  High  in  a  dark  and 
troubled  page,  for  many  were  the  vicissitudes 
of  that  illustrious  victim  to  the  fatalism  of 
his  race. 

On  hearing  of  the  dangerous  illness  of  his 
Sire,  Charles  Edward  Stuart — who,  since  his 
last  visit  to  the  metropolis  of  England,  had 
resided  with  his  devoted  friends  at  Bouillon 
in  France — Chastened  with  them  to  soothe 
the  dying  moments  of  the  father  he  loved  so 
well.  On  arriving  at  Rome  he  at  first  as- 
sumed the  title  of  The  Chevalier  Douglas — 
the  nam  de  guerre  which  in  his  days  of 
youthful  glory  and  romance  he  had  adopted 
at  Gravelines  on  the  eve  of  his  eventful 
expedition  to  the  Highlands.  This  assump- 
tion, however,  was  of  short  duration,  as, 
within  a  brief  period  after  his  Sire's  death, 
he  boldly  styled  himself  King  of  England, 
under  which  title  he  established  himself  and 
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suite  at  the  residence  of  his  late  father  in 
the  classic  region  of  Albano,  where,  adopting 
all  the  prerogatives  of  royalty,  he  kept  up  a 
constant  correspondence  with  his  Jacobite 
adherents  in  Great  Britain. 

The  conviction  that  he  should  eventually 
succeed  in  ascending  his  ancestral  throne 
seems  to  have  beeq  absolutely  imperishable, 
as  all  his  letters  during  1767  and  1768 
breathe  fervent  hope  and  infatuated  confi- 
dence. 

In  1770,  those  unfounded  expectations 
acquired  additional  strength  from  the  com- 
mercial embarrassments  of  England,  the 
calamitous  aspect  of  the  afbirs  of  the  East 
India  Company  through  the  rapacity  of  their 
servants  abroad,  and  the  tumults  and  animo- 
sities fomented  by  Mr.  Wilkes  on  his  return 
home,  where,  even  while  his  outlawry  .was 
still  in  force,  he  offered  himself  a  candidate 
for  the  county  of  Middlesex,  and  was  popu- 
larly deemed  a  martyr  in  the  cause  of  liberty. 
The  internal  divisions  thus  excited  tended  to 
diminish  the  popularity  of  George  the  Third, 
and  eventually  caused,  in  a  secondary,  if  not 
in  a  primary  sense,  the  all-important  event 
of  the  American  war,  jis  well  as  serious  com- 
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though  styling  herself  Countess  of  Albany, 
yet  always  exacted  the  homage  of  a  queen, 
and  appeared  in  public  adorned  with  the 
splendid  regal  gems  of  the  Stuarts  and  the 
Sobieskis,  the  former  having  been  the  munifi- 
cent present  of  her  husband's  brother,  the 
Cardinal  of  York,  as  a  portion  of  the  crown 
jewels,  which  his  grandfather,  James  the 
Second,  had  carried  off  with  him  in  his  flight 
from  England  in  1688 ;  the  latter  the  gift  of 
her  own  father,  John,  King  of  Poland. 

By  this  union,  Charles  Edward  had  no 
issue,  and  probably  owing  to  that  circum- 
stance his  attachment  to  his  illegitimate 
daughter,  Charlotte,  Duchess  of  Albany,  at 
which  we  have  already  glanced,  increased  to 
a  high  degree  of  paternal  love.  There  is,  at 
all  events,  abundant  testimony  that  he  ever 
acted  towards  her  as  a  kind  and  affectionate 
father,  though  of  the  eventual  fate  of  her 
unfortunate  mother,  and  his  conduct  towards 
her,  nothing  certain  can  be  known.  That 
his  marriage  was  a  wretched  one  there  can 
be  little  doubt.  The  attachment  to,  and 
eventual  elopement  of  his  Consort  with  the 
great  poet  Alfieri,*  must  have  been  a  source 
of  deep  misery  to  the  high  and  haughty  spirit 

♦  See  Lord's  Mahon's  History  of  «*  The  Forty-five.** 
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of  the  Prince,  so  deep  that  notwithstaadiag 
the  ties  that  surrounded  him,  aud  the  un* 
sn-ervin^  devotion  of  the  frieuds  who  accom- 
panied him  into  exile,  he  seems,  towards  the 
close  of  his  romantic  life,  to  have  sunk  into 
a  stale  of  morbid  despondency,  the  natural 
consequence  of  dom^'stic  misfortunes  and  of 
repeated  and  inefiectual  efforts  to  attain  the 
grand  object  of  his  life — a  restoration  to  the 
Throne  of  his  ancestors. 

In  estimating  the  struggles  of  a  brave  and 
vigorous  spirit  to  assert  an  hereditary  right, 
it  is  indispensable  to  know  the  amount  and 
complication  of  difficulties  in  which  for  years 
upon  years  it  had  been  held,  the  strength  of 
the  chains  it  strove  to  hurst,  and  the  magni- 
tude of  the  obstjiclrs  it  tried  to  oveicome. 
Tliis  nmst  be  calmly  and  philosophically 
done  ere  we  can  duly  appreciate  either  the 
grandeur  of  the  effort  or  the  deteriorating 
influences  which  its  failure  may  entail. 

Tlie  censurers  of  Charles  Edward  Stuart, 
even  in  the  heat  of  political  antagonism,  will 
scarcely  deny  his  claims  to  valour,  humanity, 
moderation,  and  courageous  perseverance  in 
a  cause  which  he  naturally  believed  to  he 
that  of  honour  and  justice,  or  refuse  the 
admiration   due  to  his  manly  fortitude   and 
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nobility  of  character,  of  which  history  affords 
80  many  proofs.  There  is  nothing  truer  than 
that  success  and  opportunity  make  the  hero. 

**  Treason  doth  never  prosper.    What's  the  reason  ? 
Why,  if  it  prosper,  none  dare  caU  it  treason  1" 

If  Charles  Edward  had  advanced  from  Derby* 
to  London,  and  with  the  results  which  the 
ablest  writers  have  since  declared  in  that  case 
as  inevitable,  it  is  obvious  his  character  must 
have  been  portrayed  in  colours  altogether 
different  from  those  which  have  been  em- 
ployed in  animadversion.  The  unanimous 
voice  of  mankind,  it  is  more  than  probable, 
would  then  have  pronounced  him  a  hero,  nor 
would  posterity  have  refused  to  ratify  the 
decree.  But  fortune  did  not  favour  him  in 
the  main,  and  here  lies  the  secret  cause  not 
only  of  much  of  the  vituperation  which  has 
assailed  his  memory,  but  also  of  the  deterio- 
ration of  his  moral  qualities  towards  the 
close  of  his  life ;  for  as  there  is  an  alchemy 
about  success  which  in  public  opinion  often 
turns  inferior  motives  into  noblest  purposes 
when  victory  attends  them,  so,  by  the  con- 
verse proposition,  defeat  in  grand  but  un- 
fortunate designs  as  frequently  generates  mis- 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volnme. 
VOL.  III.  O 
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representation  and  calumny*  Misfortune, 
moreover,  has  alternative  effects,  either  chast- 
ening, sobering,  elevating,  and  subduing  the 
mind,  or — and  the  alternative  is  perhaps 
decided  more  by  mental  constitution  and 
education  than  any  other  causes— *re-actiog 
upon  the  moral  character  of  the  sufferer 
through  the  bitterness  of  wild  and  impotent 
disappointment,  and  producing  petulant  dis- 
plays of  the  lower  qualities  and  passions.  A 
morbid  sense  of  unsatisfied  aims  and  aspi- 
rations after  human  greatness  then  reigns 
with  fatal  power,  and,  as  in  the  ease  we  are 
considering,  too  often  plunges  the  possessor 
of  an  unchastened  and  impetuous  temper 
into  errors  at  variance  with  his  natural  dis- 
position and  the  whole  tenor  of  his  previous 
life. 

Felixj  or  siuxessful,  was  considered  by 
the  Homans  one  of  the  indispensable  charac- 
teristics of  a  good  General ;  to  be  unsuccessful 
was  to  dispossess  himself  of  public  confi- 
dence ;  for,  to  use  the  words  of  a  witty  French 
writer,  ^^Rien  ne  r^ussit  si  hien  que  le  suechV* 

Brutus  was  the  jest  of  a  Court,  until  the 
dagger  of  Lucretia  gleamed  and  fell !  At 
that  \ns\ax\l   ViV&    mighty  soul    indignantly 
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aroused,  and,  sweeping  tyrants  and  tyranny 
successfully  before  him,  the  misdeemed  idiot 
started  forth  upon  the  world  a  hero  and  a 
patriot 

But  the  results  of  synthesis  provoke  ana- 
lysis ;  and  if  the  original  character  of  Charles 
Edward  Stuart  be  fairly  probed,  it  will  be 
found  to  have  possessed  so  much  of  what  is 
noble  in  our  nature,  and  to  have  been  so  far 
above  the  ordinary  standard  in  gallantry  of 
«oul,  hopes,  and  bearings,  that  the  liberal 
thinker,  tolerant  of  infirmities  mainly  pro- 
duced by  a  miserable  destiny,  and  only  evinced 
after  that  destiny  was  irrevocably  fixed,  will 
feel  a  mournful  pleasure  in  bestowing  the 
honMige  of  a  generous  sympathy  on  the  vicis-^ 
situdes  of  his  varied  life,  and  in  adjudging  to 
the  memory  of  a  gallant  but  ill-fated  Prince 
an  imperishable  dwelling  in  the  Records  of 
the  Brave* 

It  was  midnight  when,  on  the  3rd  of  Fe- 
bruary, 1788,  the  rays  of  the  moon  fell  over 
a  mournful  train,  poetically  in  unison  with 
their  character,  as  slowly,  solemnly,  and 
silently  it  wended  on  through  the  immutably 
grand  scenery  of  Frascati  towards  the  ancient 

o  2 


CaAedbal  of  diat  dnac  tawD.  The  efli 
beams  vhich  f^jed  owr  the  pale  old  olrre- 
trees  that  roee  perpeodiciilarlj  from  the  hiO- 
path  tie  proeesHoo  trod,  coi-ered  as  it  weie 
with  a  fifanj  Tcil  of  fliirtBatm|r  light  the 
onimagiBable  lovdiKas  of  thoee  romantie 
steeps,  while  the  black-fobed  figures,  pasang 
onwards  at  the  base,  were  thrown  oat  in  fine 
relief  against  the  erergreens  that  clothed  the 
moaniain  back-groaLd  to  the  sommit,  and 
uhich  shone  in  radiance  poured  down  from 
tbe  stitrred  azure  of  an  Italian  fimiameiit. 

Eren  the  features  of  the  indmduals  com- 
posing the  cortege  were  giren  distinctly  to 
tbe  view,  for  the  bri^tness  that  seemed  to 
fill  the  air  was  increased  bv  the  blaze  of 
numerous  torches  which,  borne  by  a  long 
retinue  of  men  on  horseback,  and  flashing 
broadly  in  efery  direction. 

It    was    the    funeral    procession    of 
Charles  Edward  Stuart! 

At  length  that  gallant  Prince  was  released 
from  all  the  manifold  griefs  and  dissippoint- 
ments  of  a  long  and  singularly-chequered 
life,  having  esi^lred  at  Kome  in  the  68th  year 
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of  his  age  on  the  30th  of  January,  1788,  the 
memorable  anniversary  of  the  execution  of 
his  great-grandfather,  Charles  the  First! 
a  coincidence  which,  among  many  others, 
seemed  to  mark  the  fatality  attendant  on  his 
kingly  race. 

A  choral  hymn,  harmonizing  in  its  touch- 
ing and  beautiful  character  with  the  scene 
where  it  was  breathed,  broke  forth  upon  the 
silence,  from  time  to  time  issuing  from  that 
sad  train,  while  the  remains  of  the  departed 
hero  passed  through  the  consecrated  localities 
where  Hadrian  and  Cato  lived,  and  Cicero 
wrote ! 

Thus  threading  its  circuitous  route  amid 
lands  hallowed  by  the  memories  of  the  mighty 
dead — through  groves  of  pines,  acacias,  and 
myrtles,  where  the  Spirit  of  the  Past  still 
seemed  to  dwell,  the  mourners,  comprehend- 
ing all  the  household  of  the  departed  Prince, 
at  length  reached  the  grey  walls  of  the  Ca- 
thedral of  Frascati. 

Ivy  of  the  most  vivid  green  clustered  and 
hung  in  garlands  over  the  sculptured  entrance 
of  that  ancient  church,  of  whose  see  the  Car- 
dinal of  York,  brother  to  the  illustrious  de- 
ceased, was  Bishop.     The  scene  disclosed  on 
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the  opeDing  of  the  high  arched  door  of  tlie 
sacred  edifice,  where  the  dignitaries  of  the 
cathedral  of  Frascati  were  assembled  to 
receive  the  body,  was  impressively  grand 
and  remarkable.  The  venerable  pile  was 
entirely  hung  with  black  cloth>  the  seams  of 
which  were  covered  with  gold  lace.  Those 
ample  folds  were  drawn  up  between  all  the 
marble  pillars  of  the  church,  in  the  form  of 
festoons,  intermixed  with  gold  and  silver 
tissue.  The  magnificent  effect  of  such  dra- 
peries was  enhanced  by  the  flood  of  radiance 
which  fell  from  many  hundred  thick  wax 
tapers  that  glowed  brilliantly  through  every 
part  of  the  holy  fane.  Tiie  great  altar — the 
colossal  crucifix,  consecrated  vessels,  and  tall 
candlesticks  of  which  were  of  solid  gold — 
was  covered  with  a  large  crimson-velvet 
cloth,  elaborately-embroidere<l  and  fringed 
with  the  same^  its  ample  draperies  falling 
round  the  white  marble  steps  that  led  to  the 
Communion  Shrine,  which  was  splendidly 
illuminated,  being  surrounded  by  gorgeous 
antique  lamps  holding  lights  of  intense  power. 
Over  the  main  door  and  the  five  princi- 
pal side  altars  there  were  written  upon  the 
festoons,  in  large  silver  characters,  the  fol- 
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lowing  texts  of  Scripture,  which  were  chosen 
by  the  Cardinal  of  York  as  allusive  to  the 
situations  and  fortunes  which  had  been  the 
lot  of  the  deceased : — 

"  All  his  days  also  he  eateth  in  darlmess,  and  he  hath 
much  sorrow  and  wrath  with  his  sickness." — ^Eccles.  v.  17. 

"  My  root  was  spread  out  by  the  waters,  and  the  dew  lay 
all  night  upon  my  branch." — Job  xxix.  5. 

"  Let  than  be  only  thine  own,  and  not  strangers  with 
thee."— Prov.  y.  17. 

A  lofty  catafalque  was  erected  on  a  plat- 
form raised  three  steps  from  the  tesselated 
nave  of  the  church,  and  a  magnificent  can- 
delabrum tilled  with  lights  hung  pendent  from 
the  middle  of  the  frescoed  ceiling. 

The  organ  pealed  a  grand  symphony  to 
human  woe,  and  the  choir  of  Frascati,  as- 
sisted by  the  finest  voices  from  Rome,  mingled 
in  penetrating  harmony  with  it,  as  the  body 
of  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart  was  borne 
into  the  Cathedral  and  placed  upon  the  cata- 
falque, covered  with  a  superb  pall,  on  which, 
in  several  places,  the  Royal  arms  of  England 
were  richly-embroidered,  the  Crown  of  Great 
Britain  resting  in  the  centre. 

All  the  principal  nobility  of  the  Roman 
States  had  been  invited  to  attend  the  obse- 
quies of  the  late  King  Charles  the  Third  (as 
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the  illustrious  deceased  was  generally  styled 
in  Il;ily),  and  numbers  of  both  sexes  congre- 
gated to  witness  the  High  Mass  whichf 
celelriiteil  H'ith  unuBual  jKinip,  preceded  the  J 
funcriii.  Lord  OgilWe  and  five  other  gentle- 
men, devoted  adherents  of  the  departed, 
stood,  three  at  either  side  of  the  coSin, 
shrouded  in  long  mourning  cloaks,  each  hold- 
ing H  splendid  Royal  Banner,  while  around  '' 
the  cutufalque  considerable  numbers  of  ua-  | 
usually  tall  and  large  wax  tapera  were 
]ilaced  in  the  form  of  a  square,  guarded  by  the 
iiiilitia  of  Frascali,  At  the  head  of  the  bier 
knelt  the  Ducliess  of  Aliiany,*  completely 
slirouded  in  black,  her  veiled  face  bowed  down 
upon  tlie  coffin  of  htT  father,  who  expired  in 
the  arms  that  were  now  fliitig  round  it  with 
the  passionate  i'ondiiess  of  devoted  sorrow. 
At  the  foot  of  the  cercuetl,  facing  tlie  daugli- 
ter  of  the  Royal  Stuart,  and  ro!)ed  in  deepest 
nioui'ning,  tlie  Lady  Ojjilvie  knelt,  rapt  in 
heavenly  worship  tiiough  wrenclied  witli 
earthly  grief,  and  looking  as  spiritually  an- 
gelic as  the  forms  lliat  lived  in  the  frescoes 
above.  At  a  little  distance  the  now  very 
aged   Marchioness  of  Tnlhhardine,  sunk  in 

*  See  uofc  at  tlic  Oiui  of  Hip  voliiiuo. 
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the  attitude  of  supplication,  lay  prostrate 
before  a  splendid  Salvatore.  The  massive 
folds  of  her  black  drapery  swept  the  snowy 
steps  of  the  side  altar  on  which  her  head 
rested,  while,  pressing  to  her  heart  the  minia- 
ture portrait  of  Charles  Edward — always 
worn  round  her  neck,  and  which  had  been 
his  gift — she  resigned  herself  to  fervent  ori- 
sons for  the  peace  of  his  departed  soul.  The 
beautiful  contrast  of  age  and  youth  was 
exquisitely  represented  in  the  interesting 
impression  of  innocence  and  sympathy  de- 
picted on  the  lovely  countenances  of  Lord 
Ogilvie's  children,  as,  in  deepest  sables,  they 
knelt  around  the  venerable  Lady  TuUibar- 
dine,  their  little  hands  clasped  in  prayer,  and 
their  pure  eyes  raised  to  heaven  with  an 
expression  so  seraphical,  that  imagination 
could  scarcely  conceive  anything  more  divine, 
even  in  the  regions  of  celestial  happiness. 

Norah,  Jessie,  and  the  other  numerous 
domestics  of  the  Ogilvie  household,  filled  the 
area  of  this  lateral  Chapel,  clad  entirely  in 
black — all  bowed  to  the  marble  pavement, 
which  their  faces  touched,  and  piously  ab- 
sorbed in  the  same  solemn  and  petitionary 
duties. 

o3 
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The  body  of  the  deceased  Prince  had  only 
just  been  laid  upon  its  gorgeous  resting-place^ 
when  the  Cardinal  of  York*  entered  the  Ca- 
thedral, attired  in  his  full  ecclesiastical  robes, 
suid  attended  by  a  large  suite  of  his  officers 
and  servants,  clothed  in  deepest  mourning. 
With  a  faltering  step  the  veoerable  Prelate 
ascended  to,  and  seated  himself  upon.  Ids 
Throne^  at  the  right-hand  side  of  the  Great 
Altar.  The  expression  of  his  noble  coun- 
tenance was  sad  in  the  extreme,  and  unbidden 
tears  traced  their  way  from  time  to  time 
along  his  pallid  cheek.  Making  a  powerful 
eflfort  to  regain  his  self-conmiand,  the  Car- 
dinal commenced  the  funeral^  ritual  of  his 
beloved  brother,  and  began  to  chant  the  so- 
lemn office  appointed  by  his  Church  for  the 
Service  of  the  Dead,  assisted  by  the  numerous 
choir  of  Frascati  and  some  of  the  most  glo- 
rious voices  from  Rome.  The  first  verse 
was  scarcely  finished,  when  it  was  observed 
that  the  voice  of  the  Prelate  faltered — a  flood 
of  tears  rushed  down  his  cheeks — the  chill  of 
death  seemed  to  have  entered  his  frame — he 
trembled  visibly,  and  looked  as  on  the  verge 
pf  fainting.      Again,  however,  he  wrestled 

*  See  note  at  the  end  of  the  volume. 
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successfully  with  the  agony  depicted  on  every 
feature,  and^  sustained  by  moral  energy 
which  no  earthly  power  could  bestow,  he 
went  through  the  remaining  functions  of  the 
service  in  the  most  affecting  manner — one  in 
which  manly  firmness,  fraternal  affection, 
and  religious  solemnity  were  so  happily 
blended,  that  sympathy  stronger  than  is  often 
conveyed  from  man  to  man  was  felt  by  all 
around. 

At  length  the  melancholy  scene  was  fi<* 
nished.  The  Organ  no  longer  pealed  its 
thrilling  notes  of  woe — the  clouds  of  incense 
which  had  curled  upwards  before  the  Altar 
ceased  to  ascend — every  voice  was  hushed, 
and  amidst  "  silence  that  might  be  felt/*  in- 
teiTupted  only  by  convulsive  sobs  that  filled 
the  church,  a  slab  of  the  marble  pavement 
was  upraised,  and  the  mortal  remains  of 
Charles  Edward  Stuart  were  lowered  to  their 
last  place  of  rest — a  solitary  tomb  in  the 
Cathedral  of  Frascati ! 

In  comparatively  recent  years  the  remains 
of  the  Royal  Stuart  were  removed  to  "the 
Eternal  City/'  where  a  cenotaph  to  the  me- 
mories, and  bearing  the  names,  of  ^'  James 
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the  Third,  Charles  the  Third,  and  Henry  the 
Ninth,  Kings  of  England,"  with  the  motto^ 
^^BequU^oani  in  Pace  T 

has  been  scnlptured  by  the  immortal  chisel 
of  Canova,  and  placed  within  St.  Peter's 
at  Rome — that  noblest  of  &nes  ever  erected 
by  the  genios  of  Religion  to  the  worship  of 
Deity.  Iiong  previously  to  that  event  a  Mo- 
nument, perhaps  not  less  touching  in  its  pure 
simplicity,  marked  the  spot  where  the  body 
of  the  descendant  of  a  long  line  of  Kings 
reposed  in  the  Cathedral  of  Frascati.  It 
bore  only  the  name  and  titles  of  the  brave 
Prince  whose  historical  successes  once  com- 
manded European  interest — a  Prince  who,  in 
a  cause  wbich  persoDally  he  had  a  right  to 
assert,  maintained  it  unflinchingly  amid  the 
defection  of  false-hearted  partisans  and  the 
hostility  of  hosts  of  powerful  enemies.  In 
spite  of  errors  and  of  evil  fortune,  the  enthu- 
siastic admiration  of  bis  real  friends  never 
cooled,  and  it  may  be  that  even  among  his 
foes  some  might  be  found  who,  while  con- 
demning the  acts  attendant  upon  his  lofty 
and  long-cherished  ambition^  yielded  to  his 
generous  valour  and  manifold  calamities  the 
tribute  of  a  secret  though  unwilling  sympa- 
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thy.  The  heart  of  the  ill-fated  Stuart  was 
deposited  in  a  white  marble  Urn,  on  which 
the  following  lines,  composed  by  L'Ahbate 
Felice^  one  of  the  Cardinal  of  York's  chap- 
lains, were  inscribed : — 

"  Di  Carlo  III.  freddo  cinere 

QUBSTA  BBEV*  URNA  8EBVA  ; 
FlGUO    DEL    TERZO    GlA.(X)MO, 
SlONQR  d'InQHILTERRA. 


Fuor  di  suo  regno  patrio 

A  lui  che  Tomba  diede  ? — 
Infidelta.  di  Popolo, 

Integrity  di  Fede." 

The  epitaph  may  be  thus    rendered  into 

English : — 

This  small  urn  contains 
The  colp  ashes  of  Charles  the  Third, 
Son  of  the  third  James, 
Sovereign  of  England. 


Far  from  his  native  clime 

What  caused  his  Tomb  to  be  7 — 

A  faithless  People's  crime. 
His  faith's  fideUty ! 

On  bended  knees  before  that  hallowed 
Shrine— ^so  sacred  to  the  friends  of  the  de- 
parted Prince — might  be  often  seen  in  after 
years  the  Lady  Ogilvie. 


ao3 

Though  blest  with  the  tendered  ties  that 
make  existence  dear,  and  happy  beyond  the 
ordinary  fate  of  mortals,  yet  even  the  bright- 
ness of  her  destiny  was  shaded  by  the  pensive 
recollections  of  the  past  She  did  not  with 
to  forget  them.  Adversity  had  been  her  iu- 
structor,  had  taught  her  weighty  truths — ^the 
meaning  of  Life  and  the  wisdom  of  Death — 
had  led  her  to  ponder  on  the  great  mysteries 
of  Time  and  Eternity,  and  to  reflect  upon  the 
relations  which  tlie  seen  and  the  unseen 
world  bear  unto  each  other ;  profound  ques- 
tions which  gave  clear-sighted  views  of  the 
present,  with  powerful  warnings  of  the 
future. 

The  sweet  thoughtfulness  engendered  by 
such  reveries,  subdued — we  had  almost  said 
sublimed — the  ardent  sensibilities  of  Lady 
Ogilvie,  and  increased  their  capacity  for  the 
domestic  happiness  which  was  her  portion. 

Not  unfrequently  withdrawing  from  home- 
scenes  so  pure  and  blissful  that  she  almost 
feared  they  could  not  last,  she  loved  to  retire 
to  meditation  and  to  solemn  silence  at  the 
Grave  of  Charles  Edward ! 

There^  with  feelings  which  Time  failed  to 
rob  of  the'iT  eaxly  warmth  and  freshness,  she 
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was  wont  to  indulge  '*  the  joy  of  grief,"  her 
Spirit  wrapt  in  contemplation  on  the  dead. 

With  those  holy  thoughts  the  memories  of 
Edith  O'Moore  and  of  her  own  chequered 
life  would  sometimes  mingle ; — a  life  which 
had  been  so  singularly  bound  up  with  the 
fortunes  of  the  House  of  Stuart,  as  well  as 
with  the  humbler,  though  in  this  connection 
not  less  stirring  and  important,  events  which 
decided  the  fate  of  The  O'SuUivans. 

The  drooping  and  now  faded  Banner  placed 
by  the  devotion  of  surviving  friends  above  the 
Tomb  of  Charles  Edward  Stuart,  as  at  such 
moments  it  arrested  the  tearful  gaze  of  Lady 
Ogilvie,  brought  vividly  before  her  mental 
vision  not  only  the  departed  glories  of  a 
Royal  Race,  but  also,  by  a  mysterious  yet  most 
natural  association,  recalled  those  painful  in- 
cidents in  her  own  destiny  and  that  of  the 
Sister  of  her  heart  which  were  so  strangely 
linked  with  the  wild  and  terrible  history  of 
The  Irish  Buccaneers,  and  their  once  far- 
famed  and  victorious 
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Note  I.    See  page  57. 

One  of  the  wild  Improvisatori  who  are  still  employed  to 
cry  over  deceased  persons,  and  to  chant  forth  their  praises  at 
Irish  country  funerals  in  an  impromptu  Dirge,  which  is  often 
hoth  feeling  and  poetical. 


Note  II.    See  page  58. 

Bann  **  signifies  a  Poem,  or  Tale.    It  is  a  curious  coin- 
cidence that  Ranndh  means,  in  Hehrew,  a  Poetical  Story. 


i< 


KoTE  m.    See  page  66. 
Bana  is  an  allegorical  name  for  Ireland. 


Note  IV.    See  page  68. 

Weirasthrue !  is  a  favourite  Irish  ejaculation  of  indignant 
feeling. 

Note  V.    See  page  75. 

This  splendid  Dirge  of  The  O'Snlliyan-Beare  was  actually 
composed  in  the  Ibemo-Celtic  hy  his  devoted  Nurse.  The 
translation  given  in  the  Third  Chapter  is  from  the  spirited  pen 
of  J.  J.  Callanen,  Esq. 


Note  YI.    See  page  81. 

The  0*Sullivans  hoasted  descent  from  two  Brothers  named 
CoQa  NaU  and  CoUa  Meann,  who,  according  to  Irish  Anti- 
quaries, were  Chiefs,  or  Kings,  in  Ulster,  about  a  j>.  d50. 
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KotbYU.    Seepftge82. 

I  bave  taken  a  vtry  dighJt  chn»ological  liberty  aa  respecta 
the  dates  of  the  tragical  fate  of  the  O^ulliTan-Beaze  and  the 
executions  of  his  Nephew  and  Daniel  Connelly  in  order  to 
heighten  the  interest,  as  well  as  to  oontribute  to  the  scenic 
efiect,  of  my  narrative. 


Note  Vm.    See  page  127. 

Many  <dd  penons  are  still  alive  who  remember  well 
having  seen  the  Portrait  of  Prince  Qiarles  Edward  at  £r- 
linghame  (or,  as  it  is  now  called,  Arlingham)  Court,  and 
who  bear  testimony  to  the  respect  and  veneration  which  the 
Yates'  familv  ever  entertaiued  for  it. — ^Ladv  Mill,  relict  of 
Sir  Kichard  Mill,  Bart.,  and  niece  of  Charles  Yates,  Es-j.,  was 
the  last  of  the  family,  on  whose  extinction  the  very  ancient 
**  Manor  of  Erlinghame  "  j'^issed  into  new  hands. 


XoTE  IX.    See  page  14G. 

The  fact  was,  these  busts  were  taken  in  plaster  of  Paris 
from  Prince  Charles's  face.  Vide  Dr.  King's  Anccdc^tes  of 
his  Own  Times. 


c< 


Note  X.    See  page  181. 

Lcftamini  Gives  "  (Citizens,  rejoice !).  This  Medal  was 
actually  struck,  and  bore  the  head  of  Charles  on  one  side, 
and  on  the  other  the  above  singular  motto.  For  what  pur- 
pose it  was  coined,  Historians  do  not  agree. 


Note  XI.    See  page  190. 

Betty  Burke  was  the  sobriquet  adopted  by  Prince  Charles 
while  persooatln^  the  hand-maiden  of  Flora  Maodonald. 
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KoTE  Xn.    See  page  193. 

An  allusion  to  "  The  Cage,"  iu  which  the  heroic  Charles 
Edward  Stuart  found  a  safe  refuge  and  concealment  in  such 
an  extraordinary  manner  from  his  enemies  during  "The 
Forty-Five,"  naturally  recalls  to  memory  his  disastrous 
defeat  at  Culloden,  where  his  once  splendid  hopes — sus- 
tained by  previous  victories — were  crushed  and  blighted  in  a 
single  hour  1  Yet  let  it  not  be  deemed  that  the  Prince  or 
his  adherents  failed  in  success  fVom  lack  of  bravery  or  reso- 
lution the  most  undaunted ; — No— for  (to  use  the  words  of 
the  enlightened  Historian,  Lord  Mahon)  "  Not  by  their  fore- 
fathers at  Bannockbum— not  by  themselves  at  Preston  or  at 
Falkirk — ^not  in  after  years,  when  discipline  had  raised  and 
refined  the  valour  of  their  sons — not  on  the  shores  of  the  Nile 
— not  on  that  other  field  of  victory  where  their  gallant  Chief, 
with  a  prophetic  shroud  (it  is  their  own  superstition)  high 
upon  his  breast,*  addressed  to  them  only  these  three  words, 

'  HlGHLANDEBS,  BEMEMBKB  EoTPT  I'f — UOt  in  thoSC  hourS  of 

triumph  and  of  glory  was  displayed  a  more  firm  and  resolute 
bravery  than  now  in  the  defeat  at  Culloden !  The  right  and 
centre  had  done  all  that  human  strength  and  human  spirit 
could  do — they  had  yielded  only  to  necessity  and  numbers— 
and,  like  the  captive  monarch  at  Pavia,  might  boost  that 
everything  was  lost  but  their  honour." 

The  following  extraordinary  narration  seems  to  me  so  very 
remarkable,  as  foreshowing  that  memorable  battle— with  a 
species  of  clairvoyance  almost  miraoulous— partaking,  it  would 

.  *  **  When  a  shroud  is  perceived  about  one,  it  is  a  sure  prognostic 
«f  Death,  and  the  time  is  judged  according  to  the  height  of  it  about 
the  person ;  for  if  it  is  seen  above  the  middle.  Death  is  not  to  be 
expected  for  the  space  of  a  year ;  but  as  it  ascends  higher  towards 
the  head,  Death  is  concluded  to  be  at  hand,  within  a  few  days,  if  not 
hours,  as  daily  experience  confirms." — Martin's  Western  Islands^ 
1716,  p.  300.    Also  Scott's  Poetical  Works,  vol.  viii.  p.  306. 

t  The  words  of  Shr  John  Moore  to  the  42ttd  Regiment  at  the  Battle 
of  Corunna. — See  Souteet's  PmtiMular  War^  v«l.  ti.  p.  524w 
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Note  XTV.    See  page  208. 

The  actual  words  of  Charles  Edward  Stuart.     Vide  Jesse's 
Memoirs  of  the  Pretender  and  his  Adherents. 


Note  XV.    See  page  219. 

"  The  Lady  Ogilvie."  With  the  license  ever  allowed  to 
writers  of  fiction,  the  Author  has  changed  the  individuality 
of  the  wedded  partner  of  Lord  Ogilvie,  and  for  the  interests 
of  her  narrative  has  also  taken  a  liberty  with  the  fate  of  the 
Marquis  of  Tullibardine,  who  died  unmarried.  It  may  be 
well  to  state  further,  that,  having  been  unable  to  ascertain 
;he  precise  period  when  a  free  pardon  was  accepted  by  Lord 
Dgilvie,  the  writer  has  allowed  it  to  remain  in  abeyance 
mtil  over  the  time  when  the  dramatic  course  of  her  work 
required  his  Lordship's  presence  at  Rome.  According  to 
Debrett*s  Peerage,  Lord  Ogilvie  returned  to  Scotland  after 
receiving  his  pardon,  and  died  on  the  3rd  of  March,  1808. 
He  must  therefore  have  lived  to  a  great  age — certainly  to 
eighty  or  upwards. 

|[2.Mr.  Burke  states  that  the  Bill  passed  in  182G,  to  relieve 
the  family  of  Airlie  from  whatever  disabilities  were  sup- 
posed to  adhere  to  them  in  consequence  of  the  forfeiture  of 
Lord  Ogilvie,  was  not  termed  an  Act  of  Bestcration,  as  the 
Earldom  had  never  been  forfeited  by  Act  of  Parliament. 


NoTB  XYI.    See  page  289. 

I  am  happy  to  find  that  so  high  an  opinion  as  that  of  Lord 
Mahon  confirms  my  own  judgment  respecting  the  probable 
success  of  Prince  Charles's  march  from  Derby  to  London,  had 
His  Royal  Highness's  earnest  wishes  on  that  point  been  car- 
ried into  efifect,  which  was  prevented  by  the  mistaken  oppo- 
sition of  the  majority  of  his  Council  of  War.  Many  eminent 
writers  have  concurred  in  the  conclusion  I  subjoin  as  drawn 
by  Lord  Mahon  in  his  popular  History  of  "  The  Forty-Five :" 
— "  I  believe  that,  had  Charles  marched  onward  from  Derby, 
he  would  have  gained  the  British  throne." 


sm.   9taM»Mt. 


5  ana  Ini^  euisw!  V  ti*  -ia^-n  stacfc 


;  iii  itoia:^  £»  i;  ^i^-i  «'  ;beni  "«ai  the  cslr 
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one  he  knew ;  is  a  perfect  master  of  all  the  different  kinds  of 
Latin  ;  understands  Greek  well ;  and  is  not  altogether  igno- 
rant of  the  Hehrew.  History  and  philosophy  are  his  darling 
entertainments,  in  both  which  he  is  well  versed :  the  one,  he 
says,  will  instruct  him  how  to  govern  others,  and  the  other 
how  to  govern  himself,  whether  in  prosperous  or  adverse  for- 
tune. Then,  for  his  courage,  that  was  sufiBciently  proved  at 
the  siege  of  Gaieta,  when,  though  scarce  arrived  at  the  age 
of  fifteen,  he  performed  such  things,  as  in  attempting  made 
his  friends  and  enemies  alike  tremble,  though  from  different 
motives.  What  he  is  ordained  for  we  must  leave  to  the 
Almighty,  who  disposes  all ;  but  he  appears  to  be  bom  and 
endowed  for  something  very  extraordinary. 

"  Henry  Benedict,  the  second  son,  has  also  a  very  fine 
person,  though  of  a  stature  somewhat  lower  than  his  brother, 
and  his  complexion  not  altogether  So  delicate.  He  is,  however, 
extremely  well  made,  has  a  certain  agreeable  robustness  in 
his  mien,  and  a  more  than  common  sparkle  in  his  eyes. 

**  Many  qf  those  perfections  I  have  (though  faintly)  de- 
scribed as  appertaining  to  the  one,  are  equally  the  due  of  the 
other.  It  is  hard  indeed  to  say  which  of  them  has  most 
applied  himself  to  the  branches  of  those  kinds  of  learning 
which  enable  man  to  be  useful  to  his  fellow-creatures.  The 
difference  I  make  between  their  tempers  is  this :  that  the 
one  has  the  agreeable  mixture  of  the  Stuart  and  Sobieski  (as 
I  have  already  said),  and  the  other  seems  actuated  more 
entirely  by  the  spirit  of  the  latter ;  all  the  fire  of  his  great 
ancestors  on  that  side  seems  collected  in  him ;  and  I  dare 
believe  that,  should  his  arm  ever  be  employed  in  so  warrant- 
able a  cause  as  that  which  warmed  the  breast  of  his  glorious 
progenitor,*  when  150,000  Turks  owed  their  defeatf  to  the 
bravery  of  a  handful  of  Christians  led  on  by  him  to  victory, 
this  warlike  young  Prince  would  have  the  same  success. 
His  martial  spirit  discovered  itself  when,  being  no  more  than 
nine  years  old,  at  the    time  his  brother  accompanied  the 

*  Kirg  John  of  Poland.  f  Siege  of  Vienna. 
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young  1^'Tig  of  Naples  to  enforoe  poesesuon  of  his  dominions, 
be  was  so  much  discontented  at  being  refused  tbe  partnership 
of  that  glory  and  that  danger,  that  he  would  not  pat  on  his 
sword  till  his  father  threatened  to  take  away  his  garter  too, 
saying  it  did  not  become  him  to  wear  the  one  without  the  other. 
"  I  am  told  the  parting  between  these  young  gentlemen 
and  their  fEitber  was  very  affecting,  and  drew  tears  from  the 
eyes  of  most  that  were  present.  The  R^ent  (as  he  was 
called)  said,  amongst  other  remarkable  things,  '  I  go.  Sir,  in 
search  of  three  Crowns,  which  I  doubt  not  but  to  have  the 
honour  and  happiness  of  laying  at  your  Majesty's  feet :  if  I 
£ul  in  the  attempt,  your  next  sight  of  me  shall  be  in  my 
coffin.'  At  these  words  the  CheTalier  became  unable  to  pre- 
serve that  moderation  he  had  assumed  on  so  trying  an  occa- 
sion ;  the  grief  his  heart  was  big  with,  in  spite  of  his  endea- 
vours, discovered  itself  in  his  countenance,  and  he  burst 
forth  with  this  exclamation,  '  Heaven  forbid  that  all  the 
Crowns  in  the  world  should  rob  me  of  my  son  I'  Then  ten- 
derly embracing  him,  *  Be  careful  of  yourself,  my  dear 
Prince,'  added  he,  *  for  my  sake,  and  I  hope  for  the  sake  of 
millions  !*  ** 


THE  END. 


LONDON ; 

Printed  b^  ^di\]^iA  tnd  Co.^  13,  Poland  Str«ct. 


